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PREFACE. 


THE  most  important  result  of  the  better  civilizatioD 
of  our  time  is  the  increased  power  of  women.  We 
know  that  in  limited  spheres  their  influence  was  always 
incalculably  great ;  but  now,  without  losing  their  aRcend- 
'  ancy  at  home,  they  find  a  career  in  many  of  the  trades, 
most  of  the  professions,  and  all  the  arts.  In  those  of  the 
arts  which  give  the  most  lively  pleasure  and  reach  the 
greatest  number  of  persons,  namely,  fiction  and  the  drama, 
women,  in  our  day,  have  attained  the  first  rank,  and  have 
made  the  first  rank  higher.  As  reformers  and  world-im- 
provers, what  men  have  surpassed  the  single-eyed  and  cour- 
ageous devotion  of  such  women  as  Miss  Martineau? 

We  can  set  no  limit  to  their  future  achievements  except 

those  which  nature  herself  has  established.     So  long  as 

the  chief  business  of   every   state  was  to  defend   itself 

against  armed  encroachment,  all  gifts  and  all  character 

were  of  necessity  subordinate  to  masculine  force.     Women 

were  "  the  subject  sex."     The  peace  and  safety  resulting 

from  the  union  of  many  states,  and  to  become  univer&al 

through  federation  and  arbitration,  will  still  further  reduoe 

^he  importance  of  muscle  and  brawn.     The  time  ^s  not 

^ery  distant  when  the  ballot  will  have  rendered  the  bullet. 

Snot  monstrous  merely,  but  ridiculous,  and  when  there 

rll^ill  be  no  "campaigns"  except  thof?e  of  the  blest  Ameri- 

^  can  pattern,  fought  out  in  the  pleasant  autumn  daya  wUh 

^  speeches,  processions,  fireworks,  and  bands  of  mw^lo^. 
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In  this  volume  are  presented  some  examples  of  women 
who  have  risen  to  the  better  chance  afforded  them 
through  the  general  amelioration  of  manners.  The  most 
fortunate  of  them  have  been  cruelly  obstructed  by  the 
large  remainder  of  barbarism  which  exists  in  every  com- 
munity, and  they  have  done  their  work  in  the  teeth  of  every 
conceivable  disadvantage.  They  have  had  to  snatch  it 
from  a  cross-fire  of  hostile  circumstances.  That  Charlotte 
Bronte,  that  Mary  Anne  Evans,  that  Mrs.  Stowe,  should 
have  been  able  to  exercise  their  beautiful  talents  at  all, 
was  wonderful.  That  they  should  have  employed  them 
so  triumphantly,  is  a  kind  of  miracle,  at  which  we  can 
but  stknd  amazed.  In  reading  of  their  exploits  we  per- 
ceive that  the  Maid  of  Orleans  was  one  of  their  kind,  and 
saved  her  country  by  the  exercise  of  qualities  akin  to 
theirs. 

One  pleasing  duty  remains  to  me.  In  the  preparation 
of  this  volume,  I  have  received  the  most  essential  and 
efficient  assistance  from  my  beloved  niece.  Miss  Ethel 
Parton.  Many  of  these  articles  I  could  not  have  done 
without  her  aid,  which  was  rendered  with  a  ready  tact 
and  sympathetic  zeal  beyond  her  twenty  years,  though 
they  were  to  be  expected  from  her  lineage.  Whenever 
the  reader  comes  upon  a  passage  that  betrays  a  finer 
insight  and  a  happier  touch  than  ordinarily  appears  in 
the  work,  he  will  know  to  whom  to  attribute  it. 


The  chapters  on  Queen  Victoria  and  Elizabeth  Barrett 
Browning,  subsequently  added,  are  from  the  pen  of  Profl 
John  P.  Lamberton,  of  Philadelphia. 
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SALLY  BUSH— ABRAHAM  LINCOLN'S  GOOD  STEP- 
MOTHER. 

SIXTY-FIVE  years  ago,  on  a  grassy  hillock  in  the 
magnificent  primeval  forest  of  Southern  Indiana, 
a  few  miles  from  the  Ohio  River,  stood  the  small,  unhewn, 
half-finished  and  most  forlorn  log-cabin  of  Thomas  Lin- 
coln. The  father  of  the  president  was  an  idle,  shiftless, 
worthless  carpenter,  who  had  taken  up  land  in  the 
wilderness,  and  lived  by  half  cultivating, a  few  acres  and 
shooting  the  wild  turkeys,  the  deer,  and  other  ,game  with 
which  the  region  teemed.  The  occupants  of  the  cabin 
were  himself,  his  wife,  whose  maiden  name  was  Nancy 
Hanks,  and  two  children,  Nancy,  eleven  years  of  age,  and 
^l>raham,  the  future  president,  nine. 

I  suppose  there  never  was  a  more  beautiful  country 
than  this  part  of  Indiana,  as  it  was  before  the  settlers 
^J'sfigured  it.  Imagine  an  undulaH;ing  country  covered 
with  trees  of  the  largest  size,  oaks,  beeches,  maples,  wsH- 
^uts,  without  that  intertangled  mass  of  undergrowth 
wliich  we  find  in  the  primeval  forests  of  the  Eastern 
States. 

This  land  had  probably  been,  within  a  few  centuries,  a 
prairie.  The  forest  had  gained  upon  the  grass ;  but,  here 
^Qd  there,  there  was  a  small  portion  of  the  original  prai- 
^^6  left,  which,  besides  furnishing  good  pasture,  gave  to 
the  region  the  aspect  of  an  ancient,  heavily-wooded  park, 
the  result  of  labor,  wealth,  and  taste  expended  for  ^^e^» 
^pou  somo  of  these  oases  of  emerald,  t\\e  de^t  iowxA 
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salt  springs  to  which  they  resorted  in  great  numbers ;  on 
the  wider  expanses,  the  buffaloes  had  recently  fed;  on 
others,  the  arriving  pioneer  had  fixed  his  camp  and  built 
his  cabin. 

The  knoll  on  which  Thomas  Lincoln  had  placed  his 
house  was  free  from  trees,  and  sloped  gently  away  on 
every  side.  The  spot  had  every  charm  and  every  advant- 
age except  one :  there  was  no  good  water  within  a  mile, 
and  it  fell  to  the  lot  of  these  children  to  bring  from  that 
distance  the  water  required  for  drinking. 

Carpenter  as  he  was,  Thomas  Lincoln  had  not  taken 
the  trouble  either  to  finish  or  to  furnish  his  house.  It 
had  no  floor,  no  door,  no  windows.  There  were  three  or 
four  three-legged  stools  in  the  house,  and  no  other  seats. 
The  table  was  a  broad  slab  supported  by  four  legs,  with 
the  flat  side  upward.  There  was  a  bedstead  made  of 
poles  stuck  in  the  cracks  of  the  logs  in  one  corner  of  the 
cabin,  the  other  ends  being  supported  by  forked  sticks 
sunk  in  the  earthen  floor.  On  these  poles  some  boards 
were  laid,  upon  which  was  thrown  a  covering  of  leaves, 
and  these  in  turn  were  covered  with  skins  and  old 
clothes.  For  cooking  utensils  the  family  possessed  a 
Dutch  oven  and  a  skillet.  There  was  a  loft  in  the  upper 
part  of  the  cabin ;  but  as  this  shiftless  pioneer  had  not 
made  either  stairs  or  ladder,  little  Abe  was  obliged  to 
climb  to  his  perch  at  night  by  pegs  driven  into  the 
logs. 

The  children  were  no  better  cared  for  than  the  house. 
They  were  ill-clad,  ill-fed,  untaught,  and  harshly  treated. 
The  father,  naturally  disposed  to  indolence,  found  it  so 
easy  to  subsist  in  that  rich  country  by  his  rifle,  with 
which  he  was  extremely  expert,  and  from  his  patch  of 
corn  and  potatoes,  which  his  wife  and  children  cultivated, 

at  ho  gave  way  to  his  natural  disposition,  and  passed 

time,  wJwjf  he ^Jtas  Jioi  hiniting,  m  teVWng  «Xox\^^  \ft 
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his  neighbors/  He  was  the  great  story-teller  of  the  county, 
a  character  in  much  request  on  the  frontier  in  the  early 
days. 

Some  readers  have  doubtless  visited  the  richly  wooded 
parks  of  Germany,  France,  or  England,  where  the  game 
is  carefully  preserved,  where  droves  of  clean,  glistening 
black  pigs  and  great  herds  of  deer  are  seen,'  and  where, 
as  you  walk  along,  there  is  heard  at  every  step  the  rustle 
of  a  startled  hare,  and  where  broods  of  partridges  are 
following  their  mother  in  search  of  food,  as  tame  as 
chickens.  Now,  it  was  as  easy  for  the  settler  to  subsist 
his  family  in  this  Indiana  forest,  as  it  would  be  for  one 
of  the  huntsmen  to  live  in  a  great  park,  if  he  could  shoot 
as  much  game  as  he  liked.  Thomas  Lincoln,  therefore, 
being  such  a  man  as  he  was,  destitute  of  ambition  either 
for  himself  or  his  children,  took  life  very  easily,  and  any 
one  acquainted  with  the  family  would  have  foretold  for 
Abraham  no  higher  destiny  than  that  of  a  squatter  on 
the  frontier,  or  a  flat-boat  hand  on  the  rivers. 

A  terrible  and  mysterious  epidemic  swept  over  that 
country,  called  the  milk  disease,  one  of  the  numerous 
maladies  caused  by  the  settlers'  total  disregard  of  sanitary 
conditions.  One  of  the  victims  was  Nancy  Lincoln,  the 
^'ife  of  Thomas  and  the  mother  of  Abraham.  The  hus- 
band, who  had  been  her  only  nurse  and  only  physician, 
^aa  now  her  undertaker  also.  He  sawed  and  hammered 
some  green  boards  into  a  long  box.  The  few  neiglibors,. 
fibout  twenty  in  all,  carried  and  followed  her  remains  to 
^  little  eminence  half  a  mile  away,  and  there  buried  her 
^^  the  virgin  soil  of  the  wilderness.  There  was  no  ccre- 
OQony  performed  at  her  funeral,  because  there  was  no  one 
competent  to  perform  it.  Some  months  after,  when  a 
loving  preacher  came  along,  Thomas  Lincoln  induced  him 
to  preach  a  funeral  sermon  for  his  wife,  ciwA  W\\3l'S»  \\\\^ 
^^omaon  was  made  good. 
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Thirteen  months  passed.  The  widower,  who  was  not 
disposed  to  be  both  father  and  mother  to  his  children, 
started  for  his  native  Kentucky  in  quest  of  a  wife,  and 
there  he  found  Sally  ]>ush,  who  had  once  rejected  his  suit, 
had  married  his  rival  Johnstone,  and  was  now  a  widow 
with  three  children.  He  called  upon  her,  and  proposed^ 
without  beating  about  the  bush. 

"  Well,  Miss  Johnstone,"  said  Thomas,  "  I  have  no 
wife,  and  you  have  no  husband.  I  came  a  purpose  to 
marry  you.  I  knowed  you  from  a  gal,  and  you  knowed 
me  from  a  boy.  I  have  no  time  to  lose,  and  if  you  are 
willing,  let  it  be  done  straight  off." 

"  Tommy,"  was  her  reply,  "  I  know  you  well,  and  have 
no  objections  to  marrying  you  ;  biit  I  cannot  do  it  straight 
off,  as  I  owe  some  debts  that  must  first  be  paid." 

The  ceremony,  however,  took  place  on  the  following 
morning,  the  debts  having  been  paid  in  the  meantime, 
and  very  speedily  the  married  ,pair  and  all  the  goods 
which  the  widow  had  possessed,  were  placed'  upon  a 
wagon,  and  drawn  by  four  horses,  a  journey  of  some  days, 
to  Thomas  Lincoln's  cabin  in  Indiana.  These  goods  were 
of  considerable  value.  There  was  a  bureau  which  had 
cost  forty  dollars,  and  which  Thomas  considered  sinfully 
magnificent,  and  urged  her  to  sell  it.  But  she  was  no 
Lincoln  and  refused  to  do  this.  There  was  a  table,  a  set 
of  chairs,  a  large  clothes  chest,  some  cooking  utensils, 
knives  and  forks,  bedding,  and  other  articles  essential  to 
civilized  living. 

Abraham  Lincoln  never  forgot  the  wonder  and  delight 
with  which  he  beheld  the  arrival  and  unpacking  of  thiB 
wagon-load  of  unimagined  treasure.  Neither  he  nor  his 
sister  had  ever  heard  of  such  tilings.  Tlie  new  mother, 
on  her  part,  was  wofully  disappointed  on  seeing  the 
wretched  cabin  in  which  she  was  to  pass  her  days ;  for  it 
seems  that  Thomas  Lincoln  liad  dvav^w  \rjQii.  l\\^  imagina- 
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Hon  in  describing  his  abode ;  and,  indeed,  the  rude  hovel 
was  a  great  advance  upon  the  half-inclosed  wigwam  iu 
which  he  had  lived  during  the  first  year's  residence  in  the 
wilderness. 

But  Sally  Bush,  unlettered  as  she  was,  had  in  her  some 
of  the  best  qualities  of  a  civilized  being.  She  was  a  natu- 
ral enemy  of  chaos  and  all  disorder.  She  was  a  woman 
of  high  principle,  genuine  intelligence,  and  good  sense. 
She,  therefote,  accepted  the  dismal  lot  to  which  Thomas 
Lincoln  had  brought  her,  and  at  once  set  about  making 
the  best  of  it.  ) 

She  made  her  idle  husband  put  a  floor  to  the  cabin  ; 
then  windows  and  doors,  welcome  appendages  in  that  cold 
month  of  December.     She  made  up  warm  beds  for  the 
children,  now  five  in  number  by  the  addition  of  her  three. 
The  little  Lincolns,  even  in  that  wintry  season,  were  half 
naked,  and  she  clothed  them  from  fabrics  saved  for  her 
own  wardrobe.     They  had  never  been  used  to  cleanliness ; 
she  waslied  them,  and  taught  them  how  to  wash  them- 
selves.   They  had  been  treated  with  hardness  ;  she  opened 
'»or  heart  to  them,  treated  Ihem  as  she  did  her  own  chil- 
di'en,  and  made  them  feel  that  they  had  a  mother.     More- 
^^er,  she  had  a  talent,  not  merely  for  industry,  but  for 
taking  the  most  of  everytliing.     Slie  was  a  good  mana- 
26r,  a  good  economist,  very  neat   in   her  own   person, 
oi'derly  and   regular  in   her   housekeeping.     The  whole 
aspect  of  the  home,  within  and  without,  was  changed ; 
^^en  the  land  was  better  cultivated,  and  Thomas  Lincoln 
^^8  a  somewhat  less  dilatory  provider. 

Happily,  too,  she  took  a  particular  liking  to  Abe,  then 
^^ne  years  old,  utterly  ignorant,  wholly  unformed,  but 
?ood-liumored  and  affectionate.  He  became  warmly  at- 
^ched  to  her,  and,  as  she  often  said,  never  once  disobeyed 
uer,  or  gave  her  a  disrespectful  reply.  She  sooi\\\^A.\\vccl 
'licely  dressed  in  now  clothes  from  head  to  loot,  ;v.\\vi  \\* 
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appeared  to  make  a  new  boy  of  him.  Being  now  deceni 
clad,  he  could  attend  school,  which  he  had  never  pre 
ously  done,  and  very  soon  he  showed  those  indications 
intelligence  which  led  to  his  entering  the  profession 
the  law.  Sometimes  the  boy  had  to  walk,  four  miles  an( 
half  to  school,  and  when  he  reached  it  the  instruction  giv 
him  was  not  of  a  very  high  quality.  Every  winter,  he 
ever,  added  something  to  his  knowledge  and  widened  1 
view. 

His  gratitude  to  this  excellent  woman  was  pleasing 
witness.  He  used  to  speak  of  her  as  his  "  saintly  mo 
er,"  of  his  "  angel  of  a  mother,"  of  "  the  woman  who  li 
made  him  feel  like  a  human  being,"  who  taught  him  tl 
there  was  something  else  for  him  in  the  world  bcsic 
blows,  ridicule,  and  shame.  After  his  father's  death 
paid  the  mortgage  on  his  farm,  assisted  her  children,  a 
sent  her  money  as  long  as  he  lived. 

After  he  was  elected  to  the  pi-csidency,  and  before 
started  for  Washington,  he  paid  her  a  visit.  She  w 
then  very  old  and  infirm,  and  he  marked  the  change 
her  appearance.  She  had  been  a  very  tall  woman,  straig 
as  an  Indian,  handsome,  sprightly,  talkative,  with  beau 
ful  hair  that  curled  naturally ;  she  was  now  bent  a 
worn  with  labor  and  sorrow,  and  he  bade  her  farow 
with  a  presentiment  that  he  should  see  her  no  more.  SI 
too,  was  oppressed  with  a  vague  fear  of  the  future.  AVh 
Mr.  Herndon,  the  law  partner  of  Mr.  Lincoln,  visited  1 
after  the  assassination  of  the  president,  she  was  not  a1 
to  speak  of  him  without  tears. 

"  Abe,"  said  she,  "  was  a  poor  boy,  and  I  c:in  say,  wl 

scarcely  one  woman  can  say  in  a  thousand,  Abe  ne^ 

gave    me    a   cross   word   or  look,   and    never    refiis 

in  fact  or  appearance,  to  do  anything  I  requested  hi 

IIjs  mind  and  mine,  what  little  I  had,  seemed  to  i 

tog-ether.    I  had  a  son  Joliu,  \v\\o  \v^.a  t:^\«>^^  VvNJcjl  ^ 
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Both  were  good  boys ;  but,  I  must  say,  both  now  being 
dead,  that  Abe  was  the  best  boy  I  ever  saw.  I  did  not 
want  Abe  to  run  for  president ;  did  not  want  him  elected; 
?as  afraid  somehow ;  and  when  he  came  down  to  see  ine 
after  he  was  elected  presidei.t,  I  still  felt  that  something 
would  befall  Abe,  and  that  I  should  see  him  no  more." 

She  died  soon  after,  and  lies  buried  in  an  obscure  grave, 
while  the  son  whom  she  rescued  from  squalor,  ignorance, 
and  degradation,  has  a  monument  which  pierces  the  skies, 
Tlie  much-maligned  sisterhood  of  step-mothers  might 
veil  combine  to  place  a  memorial  over  her  tomb* 


11. 

1 

THE  BRONTE  SISTERS. 

THE  story  of  the  Brontes  is  one  of  the  saddest  in  t 
annals  of  literature.  They  were  the  children  of 
father  who  was  both  cold  and  violent,  and  of  a  gent 
sickly  mother,  early  lost.  They  were  reared  amid  si 
Foundings  the  most  gloomy  and  unhealthful,  and  curs 
as  they  grew  older  with  a  brother  who  brought  the 
shame  and  sorrow  in  return  for  the  love  they  lavish 
upon  him.  Their  very  genius  seemed  a  product  of  d 
ease,  and  often  their  finest  pages  arc  marred  by  a  biti 
savor  of  its  origin.  Their  stories  deal  with  sufferir 
endurance,  or  rebellion  against  fate ;  with  violence,  wi 
crime  and  its  punishment.  In  treating  such  subjec 
these  three  quiet,  patient  daughters  of  a  country  pars 
found  themselves  quite  at  home. 

Their  fatlicr  was  a  clergyman  of  the  Church  of  Er 
land,  an  Irishman  by  birth,  who  had  had  the  good  ser 
to  change  his  original  name  of  Prunty  to  the  more  pie 
ing  appellation  since  made  famous  by  his  daughte 
His  father,  Hugh  Prunty,  was  a  peasant  proprietor 
Ahaderg,  county  Down,  the  owner  of  a  few  acres  of  pots 
land,  and  the  father  of  ten  children,  of  whom  the  hai 
somest,  strongest,  and  most  intelligent  was  Patrick,  aft 
ward  the  Reverend  Patrick  Bronte.  At  the  age  of  s 
teen  he  left  his  father's  house  and  went  to  the  neighb 
ing  village  of  Drumgooland,  where  he  taught  school  a 
spent  his  leisure  hours  in  study. 
He  worked  so  hard  to  pcrlect  \v\i5\&e\i  m  ^x'ei  w^<5,^?Aft 
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branches  that  at  twenty-five  he  was  enabled  to  enter  Cam- 
bridge University,  upon  leaving  which,  four  years  later, 
he  was  ordained  to  a  curacy  in  Essex.  From  Essex  he 
went  to  Hartshead  in  Yorksliire,  where  he  married  Miss 
Maria  Branweli,  a  young  lady  of  Cornish  parentage. 
Three  years  later  he  removed  with  his  wife  and  two  little 
baby  girls,  Maria  and  Elizabeth,  to  Thornton  in  the  same 
county,  where  four  other  children  were  born,  one  every 
year.  Charlotte,  the  most  famous,  was  the  eldest ;  she 
was  born  in  1816.  A  son,  Patrick  Branweli,  came  next ; 
then  Emily  Jane ;  then  Anne.  In  1820,  the  year  after 
Anne's  birth,  the  family  moved  to  Haworth  Vicarage,  in 
the  village  of  Haworth,  near  Keighley,  in  Yorkshire.  A 
year  later  the  mother,  always  weak  and  ailing,  died,  leav- 
ing her  six  young  children  to  their  father's  care. 

Mr.  Bronte  apparently  intended  to  do  his  duty  to  his 
children  ;  but  he  was  a  hard,  vain,  dull  man,  fond  of  soli- 
tude, eccentric,  and  possessed  of  many  strange  notions  in 
regard  to  education.  He  never  cared  for  his  children's 
society,  desired  only  to  have  them  keep  quiet  and  learn 
their  lessons,  allowed  them  no  meat,  required  them  to 
<lhie  upon  potatoes,  and  ate  his  own  dinner  alone  in  his 
room.  Their  dress,  too,  had  to  be  of  the  simplest.  It 
^as  not  forgotten  in  the  family  that  a  silk  dress  of  his 
life's  which  displeased  him  he  cut  into  shreds;  nor  that 
^onae  colored  shoes  given  the  children  by  a  cousin  he 
t'^rew  into  the  fire. 

He  possessed  a  furious  temper,  which  he  usually  kept 
^uder  control ;  but  occasionally,  when  he  found  it  necessary 
I  ^  give  some  vent  to  his  feelings,  he  would  fire  pistols  out 
^'  the  back  door  in  rapid  succession.  Almost  his  only 
^^mmunication  with  the  children  was  at  breakfast  and 
^^^Pper;  his  only  method  of  entertaining  them  was  to 
^iate,  at  the  breakfast  table,  wild  and  horrible  Irish  tale^ 
^f  Mssacre^  bloody  and  banshees.     Yet  the  c\V\\dre\\\oN^^ 
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him,  and  rendered  him  an  obedience  and  devotion  which 
much  kinder  and  wiser  parents  can  not  always  obtain. 

Thus  the  six  little  Brontes,  motherless,  and  denied  the 
intimacy  and  companionship  of  their  father,  clung  to  each 
other  with  a  love  far  beyond  that  of  most  brotliers  and 
sisters  of  their  aore.  They  were  wonderfully  "  good,"  poor 
little  things,  the  boy  being  the  only  one  who  showed 
any  evidences  of  vigor. 

They  spent  much  of  their  time  wandering  silently  about 
the  old  house  and  the  bleak  moors  beyond  it,  hand  in 
hand,  Maria,  the  eldest,  a  pale,  small  creature  of  seven, 
assuming  the  charge  of  the  others,  and  trying  her  best 
to  be  a  mother  to  tliem.  Their  surroundings  were  som- 
bre and  dreary.  Haworth  Parsonage  stands  upon  a  hill 
which  slopes  sharply  down  to  the  village  in  one  direction, 
and  in  the  other,  after  a  slight  further  ascent,  merges 
into  an  apparently  interminable  expanse  of  moorland. 
The  church  and  school-house  stand  close  by,  while  above 
the  house,  and  surrounding  it  upon  three  sides,  lies  the 
graveyard,  crowded  with  upright  tombstones.  The  par- 
sonage itself  is  a  low  stone  building,  ancient,  draughty, 
and  picturesque,  with  heavy,  flagged  roof  made  to  resist 
the  winds  that  sweep  across  the  moor,  with  chilly  flagged 
floors,  old-fashioned  windows  with  small,  glittering  panes, 
and  a  few  hardy  flowers,  some  elder  and  lilac  bushes, 
growing  beneath  slielter  of  its  walls. 

The  sounds  with  which  the  children  were  most  familiar 
were  tlic  rushing  and  moaning  of  the  wind  around  the 
chimneys,  the  bell  of  tlie  church,  ringing  to  service  or 
tolling  for  funerals,  and,  whenever  the  house  was  still, 
the  constant  chip!  chij)!  of  the  stone-mason  who  lived 
near  the  gate,  cutting  an  epitaph  upon  one  of  the  slates 
which  he  kept  piled  in  his  shed.  The  sights  they  loved 
were  the  firelight  and  the  broad  moor.  Games,  like  those 
of  ordinary  children,  they  never  played.     The  elder  chil- 
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dren  read  the  papers,  including  the  Parliamentary  debates, 
mi  amused  themselves  by  discussing,  in  hushed  voices, 
the  rival  merits  of  Bonaparte  and  the  Duke  of  Welling- 
ton. They  had  no  story  books.  The  Duke  of  Welling- 
ton was  their  hero  of  romance,  whom  they  worshiped 
with  absolute  devotion.  One  thing  at  least  they  enjoyed, 
perfect  liberty,  and  they  were  happy  in  their  own  way. 

This  lasted  for  a  year;  then  Miss  Branwell  arrived,  a 
kind  and  elHScient,  if  somewhat  fastidious  little  maiden 
aunt,  wlio  undertook  to  reclaim  them  from  tlieir  wildness 
and  instruct  them  in  civilized  accomplisliments.  Sul>- 
mission  to  her  rule  was  not  easy  after  sucli  entire  free- 
dom; but  she  did  them  much  good,  and  they  soon  learned 
to  like  and  respect  her.  Tliey  learned  lessons  which  they 
recited  to  tlieir  father,  and  the  five  little  girls  were 
instructed  in  sewing,  cooking,  and  housework.  Their 
leisure  they  still  employed  in  long  rambles  on  the  moor, 
and  in  telling  each  other  wonderful  stories  of  heroism, 
adventure,  or  m?lgic.  One  spring,  they  were  all  taken 
8ick  with  a  complication  of  measles  and  whooping  cough, 
and  on  their  recovery,  Mr.  Bronte  thought  a  change  of 
air  desirable  for  the  elder  ones.  In  July,  1824,  he  sent 
Maria  and  Elizabeth  to  a  school  for  clergymen's  daughters 
at  Cowan's  Bridge  ;  in  September  they  were  joined  by 
Emily  and  Charlotte. 

To  the  readers  of  Charlotte  Bronte  it  would  bo  super- 
fluous to  describe  this  school — the  "Lowood"  of  "Jane 
%re."  Its  miserable  diet,  unhealthy  situation,  long  les- 
sons, rigid  discipline,  low  type  of  religion,  and  continual 
sermons  upon  humility — nothing  is  there  forgotten, 
^or  is  anything  exaggerated.  Moreover,  the  descriptions 
of  both  teachers  and  pupils  are  most  of  them  portraits. 
Miss  Temple  and  Miss  Scatcherd  are  drawn  from  the  life; 
*Qd  the  pathetic  figure  of  Helen  Burns  is  a  delineation 
<rf  Maria  Bronte^  whose  death  from  consumption  ^^^ 
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directly  due  to  the  hardships  she  underwent  at  Cowa 
Bridge.  A  single  incident  related  to  Mrs.  Gaskell  b 
fellow  pupil  of  the  Bronte  girls  of  the  way  in  which  t 
studious  and  sickly  child  was  treated,  shows  eflfectua 
that  Charlotte's  picture  of  Lowood  is  not  overdrawn,  a 
fully  justifies  the  anguish  and  burning  indignation  w 
which  she  always  recalled  her  sojourn  there. 

Maria  had  been  ill — so  ill  that  it  had  been  necessary 
apply  a  blister  to  her  side,  the  sore  from  which  was  not 
healed.  On  nearing  the  rising  bell  one  morning,  wl 
in  this  condition,  she  said  to  some  of  her  companions 
the  dormitory  that  she  did  not  feel  well  enough  to  get 
and  wished  she  might  remain  in  bed.  They  advised  1 
to  do  so,  but  she  dared  not  for  fear  of  the  teacher  kno 
to  us  as  Miss  Scatcherd,  who  disliked  her  and  seis 
every  opportunity  to  treat  her  harshly.  She  was  ; 
sitting  upon  the  edge  of  the  bed,  shiverhig  with  cold  a 
slowly  drawing  on  her  stockings  over  her  thin  feet,  wl 
this  woman  suddenly  entered  the  room  and,  with( 
waiting  for  any  explanation,  seized  her  by  the  arm,  a 
with  a  single  movement  whirled  her  into  the  center 
the  floor,  abusing  her  at  the  same  time  for  her  unt 
habits.  She  then  left  the  room,  and  Maria  made 
reference  to  the  occurrence,  except  to  beg  a  few  of  i 
more  indignant  girls  to  be  calm.  Slowly  and  painfu 
she  finished  dressing  and  went  down  to  breakfast,  only 
be  punished  because  she  was  late. 

This  poor  little  martyr  remained  at  Oowan's  Brid 
until  she  was  so  ill  that  the  authorities  notified  her  fath< 
who  came  and  took  her  home  with  him,  where  she  di 
within  a  few  days.  Her  sisters  remained  behind ;  I 
Elizabeth  had  already  developed  consumptive  symptoD 
and  it  was  not  long  before  she  too  \fas  sent  home  to  d 
Charlotte  and  Emily  then  began  to  fail,  and  the  autho 
tiesy  remembering  the  fate  oi  t\ve  dAvit  sifters,  sent  wo 
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to  Mr.  Bronte  that  the  damp  situation  of  the  hoyse  did  not 
agree  with  them,  and  they  had  better  be  removed.  They 
therefore  returned  to  Haworth  in  the  autumn  of  1825, 
when  Charlotte  was  a  little  over  nine  years  of  age. 

Ill  1831  Charlotte,  then  fifteen,  was  again  sent  to  school 
—this  time  to  a  Miss  Wooler  of  Roeliead,  a  kind  lady 
and  an  excellent  teacher.  At  this  school  she  became  a 
favorite  with  the  other  girls,  although  they  laughed  at 
her  odd  ways,  told  her  how  ugly  she  was,  and  found  her 
unable  to  share  in  their  amusements.  These  serious 
defects  were  counterbalanced  by  her  scholarship,  whicli 
they  admired,  by  her  obliging  disposition,  and  by  her 
story-telling  gift,  which  she  would  exercise  for  their 
benefit  as  they  lay  in  bed  at  night,  with  such  success  as 
to  frighten  them  all  nearly  out  of  their  wits.  Two  of  her 
fellow  pupils  especially  attached  themselves  to  her,  and 
remained  her  life-long  friends.  One  of  them  tluis 
fecribed  her  to  Mrs.  Gaskell,  as  she  appeared  at  this 
time : 

"She  looked  like  a  little  old  woman,  so  short-siglited 
that  she  always  appeared  to  be  seeking  something,  and 
iQoving  her  head  from  side  to  side  to  catch  a  sight  of  it. 
'■he  was  very  shy  and  nervous,  and  spoke  with  a  strong 
I'ish  accent.  When  a  book  was  given  her,  she  dropped 
her  head  over  it  till  lier  nose  nearly  touched  it,  and  when 
she  was  told  to  hold  up  her  head,  up  went  the  book  after 
%  still  close  to  her  nose,  so  that  it  was  not  possible  to 
help  laughing." 

Her  other  friend,  Miss  Ellen  Nussey,  whose  sweet  and 
?entle  cliaracter  Charlotte  afterward  attempted  to  depict 
^n  Caroline  Helstone,  was  drawn  toward  her  by  compassion 
0^  the  first  day  of  her  arrival,  upon  seeing  her  standing 
*lone  by  the  school-room  window  watching  the  other  girls 
^tplay  in  the  snow  without,  and  crying  from  loneli\\e§>^. 

Upon  returning  to  Haworth  Charlotte  at  once  «»et  \»o 
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work  to  teach  her  sisters  all  that  she  had  learned 
school,  giving  them  regular  instruction  from  nine  un 
half-past  twelve  every  day.  In  1835  she  returned  to  Mi 
Wooler's,  this  time  in  the  capacity  of  assistant  teach< 
accompanied  by  Emily  as  a  pupil.  But  Emily  was  oblig 
to  return  to  Haworth  at  the  end  of  three  months,  co 
pletely  overcome  by  homesickness — not  a  mere  sen 
mental  feeling,  but  a  longing,  stoutly  resisted,  yet 
powerful  as  to  darken  all  her  days,  break  down  her  lieali 
and  threaten  her  with  rapid  decline  if  she  did  not  vie 
Charlotte  remained  behind  with  Anne,  who  came  to  ta 
Emily's  place,  but  tlie  work  was  too  hard  for  her,  and  si 
too,  began  to  fail  and  pine,  and  to  be  tormented  besid 
by  nervous  fears,  gloomy  forbodings,'  and  an  irritabilj 
which  she  could  scarcely  control. 

Emily,  meanwhile,  had  gone  as  a  teacher  to  IJalifc 
where  she  was  obliged  to  labor  from  six  in  the  morni 
until  eleven  at  night,  with  only  a  half-hour  of  excrc 
between.  But,  in  the  Christmas  holidays,  the  tin 
sisters  again  met  at  their  liomc,  and  discussed  their  hof 
and  prospects.  About  this  time  it  was  that  Charlo 
first  conceived  the  idea  tliat  her  writings  might  liav< 
public  interest ;  might  open  to  her  a  road  of  escape  f r< 
the  slavery  to  which  she  was  condemned.  She  mustei 
up  all  her  courage,  and  sent  some  specimens  of  1 
poetry  to  Southey,  requesting  his  opinion  upon  th 
merits.  The  poet  returned  her  a  kind  but  discouragi 
letter,  to  which  she  replied  gratefully  and  humbly,  telli 
him  that  she  should  continue  to  write  for  Iior  own  pleasi 
and  improvement,  but  that  she  should  never  again  f 
ambitious  to  see  her  name  in  print.  She  asked  no  re] 
to  this  second  letter,  but  Southey  wrote  to  her  again,  tl 
time  most  cordially,  and  invited  her  to  come  and  see  h 
if  ever  she  were  near  his  home.  She  afterwards  se 
Bome  of  her  poems  to  Coleridge  and  ^YoYdaworth. 
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It  is  not  necessary  to  dwell  in  detail  upon  the  various 
occupations  of  the  Bronte  girls  after  Charlotte  finally  left 
Roehead.  When  at  home  tliey  wrote,  read,  wandered  on 
the  moor,  and  pursued  their  household  avocations.  Emily 
remained  continuously  at  Hawoiih,  but  Anne  and  Char- 
lotte obtained  situations  as  governesses.  Anne's  experi- 
ences in  this  capacity  may  be  divined  by  the  readers  of 
"Agnes  Grey,"  her  first  novel ;  Charlotte's  are  indicated  in 
"Shirley,"  in  that  passage  where  Mrs.  Pryor  describes  her 
early  life.  In  speaking  of  this  period  to  Mrs.  Gaskell, 
Charlotte  related  how,  in  one  family,  just  as  slie  was 
beginning  to  gain  some  ascendancy  over  a  group  of  chil- 
dren who  had  been  perfect  little  savages  when  she  arrived, 
the  youngest,  and  to  her  the  dearest,  said  to  her  one  day 
at  table  in  a  sudden  burst  of  affection,  putting  his  chubby 
hand  in  hers : 

"Hove  'ou.  Miss  Bronte ! " 

Instantly  the  mother  exclaimed,  in  a  tone  of  astonish- 
ttient  and  reproach : 

"  Love  the  governesH^  my  dear ! " 

It  is  a  relief  to  hear,  after  this  incident,  that  in  tlie  last 
family  where  she  occupied  this  situation,  her  treatment 
^'as  far  different.  As  she  herself  said,  tliey  could  not 
^ake  enough  of  her,  and  they  remained  her  friends  as 
Jong  as  she  lived. 

But,  at  the*  best,  going  out  as  governess  did  not  prove 
remunerative,  and  the  work  overtaxed  the  feeble  strength 
^f  both  Anne  and  Charlotte.  It  was  a  slavery  from 
^bich  they  longed  to  escape,  and  in  concert  with  Emily, 
they  gradually  formed  the  plan  of  keeping  a  girls'  board- 
^^g-school  at  their  own  home.  To  this  end,  however,  they 
considered  a  better  knowledge  of  French  and  German 
Necessary ;  and,  at  length,  in  1842,  Charlotte  and  Emily 
^eat  to  Brussels  to  the  school  of  M.  and  Madams  Bl&^<^y^ 
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:he  Rue  d'Isabolle — a  happy  circumstance,  which  gave 

Charlotte  the  materials  for  what  is  perhaps  her  master- 

ice,  the  novel  of  "  Villette." 

Charlotte  enjoyed  Brussels,  in  her  quiet  way.     She  had 

mily  for  company,  she  entered  eagerly  into  her  lessons, 

ae  liked  tJie  oddities  and  imperiousness  of  her  brilliant 

eacher,  M.  H^ger — the  original  of  Paul  Emanuel.     Her 

lear-sighted  grey  eyes  lost  none  of  the  characteristics  of 

the   blooming  Belgian   school  girls  by  whom   she   was 

surrounded,  with  their  smooth  hair,  their  romping  ways, 

their  devotion  to  dress,  and  their  excellent  appetites. 

But  Emily  pined  for  Haworth  and  her  beloved  moor. 
Brussels  was  nothing  to  her ;  M.  Hdger  only  exasperated 
her^  although  she  performed  her  tasks  faithfully — finding, 
indeed,  her  only  refuge  from  homesickness  in  labor.     For 
his  part,  he  recognized  at  once  the  exceptional  talents  o- 
both  his  reserved,  oddly  dressed  English  pupils,  but  Ik 
considered  Emily  as  the  greater  genius  of  the  two ;  aik 
indeed,  her  exercises  were  far  superior  to  Charlotte' 
His  praise  could  not  touch  her,  however ;  she  cared  on~ 
to  do  the  work  that  must  be  done,  and  get  home  as  quicL 
as  possible.     Sitting  at  twilight  in  the  deserted  scho^ 
room  her  thoughts  turned  to  her  home  with  the  sai 
passionate  longing  that  had  compelled  her  return  frc 
Eoehead,  and  she  tried  one  evening  to  give  her  feeli 
expression  in  verse : 

**  A  little  while,  a  little  while, 
The  weary  task  is  put  away, 
And  I  can  sing  and  I  can  smile 
Alike,  while  I  have  holiday. 

**  Where  wilt  thou  go,  my  harassed  heart — 

What  thought,  what  scene  invites  thee  now? 
What  spot,  or  near  or  far  apart. 
Has  rest  for  thee,  my  weary  brow? 
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**  There  is  a  spot  mid  barren  nills 

Where  winter  howls  and  driving  rain ; 
But,  if  the  dreary  tempest  chills, 
There  is  a  light  that  warms  again. 

**The  house  is  old,  the  trees  are  bare, 
Moonlrss  uoove  bends  twilight's  dome ; 
But  what  on  earth  is  half  so  dear — 
So  longed  for — as  the  hearth  of  home? 

**  The  mute  bird  sitting  on  the  stone, 

TJie  dark  moss  dripping  from  the  wall, 
The  thorn-tree  gaunt,  the  walks  o'ergrown, 
I  love  them ;  how  I  love  them  all  I 

**  And,  as  I  mused,  the  naked  room, 
The  alien  firelight  died  away, 
And  from  the  midst  of  cheerless  gloom 
I  passed  to  bright,  unclouded  day. 

**  A  little  and  a  lone  green  lane 

That  opened  on  a  common  wide, 
A  distant,  dreary,  dim,  blue  chain 
Of  mountains  circling  every  side ; 

**A  heaven  so  dear,  an  earth  so  calm, 
So  sweet,  so  soft,  so  hushed  an  air, 
And  deepening  still  the  dream-like  charm 
Wild  moor-sheep  feeding  everywhere. 

**  That  was  the  scene,  I  knew  it  well; 
I  knew  the  turfy  pathway's  sweep. 
That,  winding  o'er  each  billowy  swell. 

Marked  out  the  tracks  of  wandering  sheep." 

A^ark  days  followed  the  return  of  the   sisters   from 

^^ssels.    Their    long-cherished    scheme   of    the    girls' 

^^rding-school    was    destined    never    to     be    realized. 
IT 
^^orth  was  too  remote  in  situation  and  t'^o  forbiddinor 

^''^spect  to  attract  scholars,  and,  in  spite  of  t\\^  w^^VX^ 

P-mted  mpulars  which  they  issued,  and  oi  t\\Q  e^Yw^'sX^ 
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efforts  of  their  few  friends,  they  did  not  succeed  in 
securing  a  single  pupil.  This  was  a  bitter,  disappoint- 
ment, but  it  was  as  nothing  compared  with  a  household 
sorrow  that  had  been  slowly  coming  upon  them  for  a  long 
time. 

Their  brother,  Branwell  Bronte,  who  should  have  been 
the  comfort  and  support  of  the  family,  had  become  its 
burthen  and  disgrace.  Always  brilliant  in  conversation, 
pleasure-loving,  and  slight  of  character,  he  had  easily 
fallen  into  dissipated  ways,  and  had  gone  from  bad  to 
worse.  After  filling  several  situations,  which  he  lost  one 
alter  another  through  his  incompetence  and  bad  habits, 
he  had  been  engaged  as  a  tutor  in  the  family  where  Anne 
held  the  position  of  governess.  The  master  of  this  house 
was  an  invalid  ;  his  wife  it  is  not  necessary  to  characterize. 
Branwell  fell  in  love  with  her,  and  she  reciprocated  his 
passion.  For  some  time  poor  Anne  suspected  this  misera- 
ble intrigue,  and  her  health,  always  delicate,  declined 
under  such  a  weight  of  anxiety  and  sorrow.  But,  at 
length,  everything  was  discovered,  and  Branwell  was 
dismissed  in  disgrace.  He  returned  to  his  home  a  des- 
perate man.  His  dissipation,  formerly  secret,  now 
became  open  and  reckless ;  he  drank  and  took  opium  ;  he 
was  violent  and  childish  by  turns,  raving  of  his  lost 
mistress  one  moment  and  threatening  suicide  the  next. 

The  shame  and  horror  of  this  conduct  fell  with  peculiar 
force  upon  such  honorable,  laborious,  even  austere  women 
as  these,  accustomed  to  spare  themselves  nothing  in  the 
performance  of  their  duty.  Charlotte's  affection  did  not 
survive  the  shock  of  the  disclosure  of  her  brother's  treach- 
ery. It  was  afterward  painful  for  her  to  be  in  the  room 
with  him,  and  "  forced  work  "  (her  own  words)  for  her 
to  speak  to  him.  Anne,  gentler  and  weaker  than  her 
Bister,  still  loved,  but  feared  him.  The  stronger  Emily' 
pitied  him,  and  did  not  shrink  irom  gW\\\%>D[vcQt\tfix  assist 
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ance  and  companionship  even  in  his  worst  moments,  when 
he  was  scarcely  less  tnan  a  madman. 

Readers  of  "  Jane  Eyre "  will  remember  the  incident 
of  Rochester's  insane  wife  setting  his  bed  on  fire,  and  of 
his  rescue  by  Jane.  It  has  been  considered  extravagant, 
but  Charlotte  found  the  suggestion  for  it  in  her  own 
home.  One  night,  when  the  three  sisters  were  passing 
along  the  upper  entry  to  their  rooms,  they  noticed  a 
bright  light  coming  from  Branwell's  chamber.  Imme- 
diately Emily,  after  warning  the  others  with  a  finger  on 
her  lip  not  to  wake  Mr.  Bronte,  who  was  singularly  afraid 
of  fire,  darted  down  the  stairs  and  soon  reappeared  with 
a  pail  of  water  m  each  hand.  She  entered  the  burning 
room ;  the  bright  flare  subsided,  and  presently  her  terrified 
sisters  saw  her  come  out,  pale,  panting,  and  scorched,  half- 
dragging,  half-carrying  in  her  arms  her  helpless  brother, 
who  was  stupefied  with  drink. 

Their  great  venture  of  the  school  having  failed,  Char- 
lotte's thoughts   once   more  turned   to   literature.     She 
found  one  day  some  poems  of  Emily's  w^hich  seemed  to 
her  meritorious;  Anne,  finding  Emily's  verses  approved, 
produced  some  of  hers;   Charlotte  added   her  own,  and 
the  three  sisters  formed  the  bold  resolution  to  have  the 
little  collection  printed,  published,  and  if  possible  sold. 
It  was  a  long  and  difficult  task  to  find  a  publisher ;  but 
at  last  they  succeeded,  and  in  1846  the  slender  little 
volume  was  issued  under  the  title  of  "  Poems,  by  Currer, 
Ellis,and  Acton  Bell;"  Currer  Bell  being  Charlotte ;  Ellis,  ' 
Emily;  and  Acton,  Anne.      The  volume  attracted  little 
atteation,  but  the  few  reviewers  who  noticed  it  awarded 
Wgher  rank  to  the  work  of  Ellis  Bell  than  to  that  of  her  ' 
^rothersy  as  the  discerning  critics  called  them.     The  book 
^as,  however,  an  evident  failure ;  it  brought  the  sisters 
^  reputation  and  less  money. 
Bit  thej  were  used  to  disappointments,  and  tYiey  mei\k 
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this  new  one  bravely.  They  next  tried  romance.  Anne 
wrote  "Agnes  Grey,"  Charlotte  "The  Professor,"  and 
Emily  "  Wuthering  Heights."  When  these  tales  were 
completed,  all  three  were  sent  in  one  parcel  from  pub- 
lisher to  publisher,  only  to  return  as  often  to  the  hands 
of  their  unhappy  authors.  Then  it  occurred  to  them 
to  try  their  fate  separately,  and  after  further  waiting 
and  discouragement,  "  Wuthering  Heights  "  and  "  Agnes 
Grey  "  found  a  firm  willing  to  take  the  risk  of  printing 
them.     "  The  Professor  "  was  not  so  fortunate. 

Meanwhile,  another  sorrow  had  come  into  the  melan- 
choly parsonage :  Mr.  Bronte  had  begun  to  lose  his  eye- 
sight.    He  could  still  grope  his  way  about,  but  he  could 
not  read   nor   use   his   eyes  for  many  of  the  ordinary 
purposes   of    life,  and   it  was  evident  that  unless  the 
cataract   could   be   removed  his    sight  would    soon,  be 
entirely   destroyed.     Sq,  in   August  of  1846,  Charlotte 
accompanied  him  to  Manchester  for  the  purpose  of  hav- 
ing  an   operation   performed.     Upon   the   very  day  on 
which  the  operation  was  to  take  place,  Cliarlotte,  lonely, 
anxious,  and  miserable,  had  "  The  Professor  "  once  more 
returned  to  her,  "  declined,"  by  some  busy  publisher  with- 
out even  the  usual  thanks.     She  was  in  the  room  with, 
lier  father  while  the  cataract  was  removed,  sitting  breath- 
less and  quiet  in  a  corner,  and  she  nursed  him  through 
the  illness  of  the  following  days,  when  he  was  confined 
to  his  bed  in  a  darkened  room,  hoping,  but  not  yet  cer- 
tain, that  his  sight  was  restored  to  him. 

And  it  was  at  this  time,  in  the  midst  of  sorrow,  suffer 
ing,  anxiety,  and  disappointment,  alone  with  her  invalid 
father  in  a  great,  black,  strange  city — it  was  at  this 
time,  on  the  evening  of  the  day  of  the  operation,  that 
Charlotte  Bronte,  her  brave  spirit  still  undaunted,  seat 
forth  her  old  story  for  another  trial,  and,  sitting  down  in 
ber  bare,  ugly  little  boarding-\\o\i^^  Too\x\,^^ot<i  swiffljTt 
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and  with  few  pauses,  the  opening  chapter  of  "Jane 
Eyre." 

At  last,  after  her  return  to  Haworth,  came  a  piece  of 
good  fortune.  Messrs.  Smith  &  Elder,  to  whom  she  had 
sent  "Tlie  Professor"  (omitting,  in  her  innocence,  even 
to  obliterate  upon  the  parcel  the  names  of  the  publishing 
houses  to  whom  it  had  previously  been  addressed), 
sent  her  a  letter  in  which,  to  be  sure,  the  unlucky  tule 
was  once  more  rejected,  but  in  which,  as  she  afterwards 
declared,  its  merits  and  demerits  were  discussed  "  so 
courteously,  so  considerately,  in  a  spirit  so  rational,  with 
a  discrimination  so  enlightened,  that  this  very  refusal 
cheered  the  author  better  than  a  vulgarly-worded  accept- 
ance would  have  done."  In  addition,  they  stated  that  a 
work  in  three  volumes  from  her  pen  would  receive  care- 
ful attention.     She  sent  them  "  Jane  Eyre." 

This  famous  novel,  begun  in  such  gloomy  circum- 
stances, was  written  amid  difficulties  of  every  kind.  For 
long  periods,  sometimes  for  weeks,  even  months  at  a 
time,  Charlotte  would  find  herself  unable  to  write;  then, 
suddenly,  the  inspiration  would  seize  her  and  she  would 
write  for  as  long  a  time  as  her  duties  permitted,  holding 
her  paper  close  to  her  eyes  upon  a  bit  of  board.  She 
wrote  in  a  cramped,  minute  hand,  in  pencil,  upon  loose 
scraps  of  paper,  sometimes  sitting  before  the  fire  at  twi- 
light, often  in  her  own  room  at  night,  when  her  restless 
imagination  forbade  her  to  sleep.  In  the  day-time  house- 
hold affairs  frequently  interrupted  her  at  the  most  critical 
moment.  Tabby,  the  servant,  who  had  been  in  the  family 
for  many  years,  was  so  old  that  she  could  not  see  to 
remove  the  "  eyes "  from  the  potatoes  which  slie  peeled 
for  dinner ;  yet  Charlotte  was  unwilling  to  hurt  her  feel- 
ings by  asking  the  younger  servant  maid  to  look  them 
over.  Often,  therefore,  while  under  the  full  forcQ  ol 
inaphnidon,  she  would  lay  aside  her  manuscript  awcl  ^\^- 
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ing  quietly  into  the  kitchen,  abstract  the  bowl  of  potatoe 
when  Tabby  was  not  looking,  and  remove  the   "eyes 
herself.     Never  once  did  she  omit  to  perform  a  duty,  no 
even  the  smallest  act  of  kindness  or  courtesy,  on  accoun 
of  her  literary  work. 

The  success  of  "Jane  Eyre"  was  great  and  immed 
ate.  Messrs.  Smith  &  Elder  had  every  reason  to  be  gla 
of  their  connection  with  that  "  C.  Bell,  Esquire,"  to  whor 
they  addressed  their  business  letters  under  cover  to  Mig 
Bronte.  C.  Bell  herself  was  glad  and  proud,  in  a  quic 
way,  and  thought  it  time  to  tell  her  father  of  her  su( 
cess — for  he  had  not  been  the  confidante  of  his  chil 
dren  in  their  literary  ventures.  One  day,  she  went*  ii 
to  him  in  his  study,  taking  with  her  a  copy  of  her  novc 
and  several  reviews  of  it,  one  adverse,  the  others  favora 
blc.  Mrs.  Gaskell  relates  the  conversation  that  followed 
as  it  was  told  to  her  by  Charlotte. 

"  Papa,"  said  the  daughter,  "  I've  been  writing  a  booL' 

"  Have  you,  my  dear." 

"  Yes,  and  I  want  you  to  read  it." 

"  I  am  afraid  it  will  try  my  eyes  too  much." 

"  But  it  is  not  in  manuscript ;  it  is  printed." 

"  My  dear !  you've  never  thought  of  the  expense  it  wil 
be !  It  will  be  almost  sure  to  be  a  loss,  for  how  can  yoi 
get  a  book  sold  ?     No  one  knows  you  or  your  name." 

"  But,  papa, I  don't  think  it  will  be  a  loss ;  no  more  wil 
you  if  you  will  let  me  read  you  a  review  or  two,  and  tel 
you  more  about  it." 

She  read  him  the  reviews  and  left  him  "  Jane  Eyre.' 
When  he  came  down  that  evening  to  tea  he  said  to  hi 
daughters : 

"  Girls,  do  you  know  Charlotte  has  been  writing  a  boob 
and  it  is  much  better  than  likely !  " 

It  wns  not  until  after  the  publication  of  "  Jane  Eyre  ' 
that  ^'  Wuthering  Heights"  and  "  A.gv\Ci^  Gvay  "  long  a 


THE   BRONTE  SISTERS.  43 

they  had  been  in  the  liands  of  the  publishers,  were  given 
to  tlie  world.  "  Agues  Grey  "  was  a  carefully  written 
study  of  the  life  of  a  governess,  and  was,  perhaps,  some- 
thing above  tlie  average  novel  of  the  day.  "  Wuthering 
Heights "  was  far  dififercnt.  It  is  a  tale  of  horror,  vio- 
lence and  crime,  relieved  only  by  two  brief  love  scenes  at 
Uie  end,  brightly  and  delicately  drawn  and  novel  in  con- 
ception. It  is  a  book  which,  once  taken  up,  it  is  not  easy 
to  lay  down  unfinished  ;  which  people  sit  up  late  at  night 
to  read,  and  which  haunts  them  in  their  sleep,  bringing 
them  evil  and  fantastic  dreanis.  It  is  a  morbid  book, 
real  in  its  very  unreality,  but  its  power  is  incontestable. 
Emily  has  beeu  blamed  for  choosing  a  subject  so  forbidding ; 
but  remembering  her  gloomy  and  wild  environment,  her 
solitary  nature,  and  the  drunken,  desperate  brother  ever 
present  in  her  home,  we  can  scarcely  wonder  at  her 
choice.  Besides,  as  has  been  beautifully  and  truly  said 
hy  Miss  Robinson,  a  lady  who  has  recently  related  the 
story  of  Emily's  life  with  rare  truth  and  insiglit : 

''From  the  clear  spirit  which  inspires  the  end  of  her 
^ork,  we  know  that  the  storm  is  over  ;  wc  know  that  her 
next  tragedy  would  be  less  violent." 

"Agnes  Gray"  and  "Wuthering  Heights"  met  with 
httle  favor  from  the  public.  Anne  wrote  one  other  novel, 
*' The  Tenant  of  Wildfell  Hall,"  in  which  she  attempted, 
^ith  some  success,  to  depict  her  brother  Branwell ;  and  • 
this  work  succeeded  better.  But  Emily,  whose  genius, 
•though  widely^  different,  was  scarcely  less  than  that  of 
"ermore  famous  sister  Charlotte,  wrote  no  more. 

l^rouble  was  coming  again,  upon  the  patient  sisters. 
^I'anwell  grew  worse  and  worse,  his  sufferings  and  parox- 
ysms more  and  more  terrible,  until,  in  1848,  the  end  came. 
I^y  a  last  strange  exercise  of  will  he  insisted  upon  meet- 
^H  his  death  standing.  He  died  erect  upon  his  feet, 
,  ^^^  a  e^truggle  of  twenty  minutes.    Emily ,  wA\os>e  Yve^W^x 
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had  for  some  time  been  failing,  went  to  his  funeral  and 
sat  for  the  last  time  in  the  damp,  melancholy  church 
indeed,  it  was  the  last  time  that  she  ever  left  the  house 
She  was  dying  of  consumption. 

.  We  can  imagine  no  sadder  record  than  that  of  Emib 
Bronte's  illness  and  death.  Every  hope  of  her  life  ha< 
been  blighted.  Tlie  school,  which  was  to  keep  hersel 
and  her  sisters  together  in  the  home  slie  loved,  had  failed 
her  novel,  into  which  slie  had  put  lier  heart  and  hei 
ambition,  had  failed  too  ;  her  dearly  beloved  brother,  for 
whom  she  had  dreamed  of  fortune  and  fame,  had  just 
died  disgraced,  despised,  and  miserablcv  Now  she  felt  her- 
self dying.  With  a  last  exercise  of  will  stranger  and 
sadder  than  his,  with  a  courage  and  endurance  almost 
incredible,  she  refused  even  to  own  that  she  was  not  well, 
and  went  about  her  daily  duties,  pale,  thin,  and  panting  ; 
creeping  slowly  down  the  stairs  with  her  hand  against 
the  wall  in  the  morning,  toiling  at  household  labors 
throughout  the  day,  and  dragging  herself  painfully  to  her 
bed  at  night. 

She  refused  to  see  a  doctor  ;  she  refused  to  take  medi- 
cine ;  she  refused  to  rest ;  and  her  sisters,  who  did  noi 
dare  to  cross  her,  looked  on  with  breaking  hearts  as  she 
grew  weaker  day  by  day.  On  the  day  of  her  death  sli< 
rose  as  usual  and  sat  down  before  the  fire  to  comb  hci 
long,  brown  hair;  but  she  was  too  weak,  and  the  conil 
fell  from  her  hand  and  dropped  into  the  hot  ashes,  wlier^ 
it  lay  for  some  time  giving  forth  the  nauseous  odor  o 
burning  bone.  When  the  servant  came  in  Emily  said  t< 
her,  pointing  to  it,  "  Martha,  my  comb's  down  there.  - 
was  too  weak  to  stoop  and  pick  it  up." 

Nevertheless   she   finished    dressing,    tottered  dizzilj 

down  the  stairs,  and  taking  up  a  ])iece  of  work  attempted 

to  sew.     Towards  noon  she  turned  to  her  sisters,  saying 

2JJ  a  gasping  wliisper,  for  s\\c  cou\3LTvo\o\\^<it  «»^ak  aJoii<l- 
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"  If  you  will  send  for  a  doctor,  I  will  see  him  now.'' 

But  it  was  too  late,  and  her  sufferings  rapidly  increased. 
At  two  o'clock  Charlotte  and  Anne  implored  her  to  let 
them  get  her  to  her  room  and  to  her  bed. 

"  No !  no  ! "  she  exclaimed,  and  tried  to  rise,  leaning 
heavily  upon  the  sofa.     In  that  act  she  died. 

Mr.  BrontS,  Charlotte,  and  Anne,  who  was  already 
dying  of  the  same  disease,  followed  her  to  the  grave ;  and 
with  them  walked  Emily's  great  mastiff,  "  Keeper,"  follow- 
ing them  even  into  the  church,  where  he  lay  quietly 
throughout  the  services.  After  the  funeral  he  went  up  to 
Emily's  room  and  laid  himself  down  across  the  threshhold 
of  her  door,  where  he  remained  for  ma^y  days,  howling 
piteously  when  they  tried  to  entice  him  away. 

Charlotte's  next  novel  was  "  Shirley ; "  the  heroine  of 
which,  the  gay  and  independent  Shirley  Koeldar,  is  a 
portrait  of  Emily  Bronte,  as  her  loving  sister  believed 
she  would  have  been  had  she  been  fortunate  and  happy. 
Many  of  Emily's  traits,  some  even  of  the  incidents  of  hor 
life,  are  given  in  this  book.  "  Keeper "  figures  in  it  as 
Tartar;  Shirley's  habit  of  sitting  upon  a  rug,  reading, 
^ith  her  arm  about  the  great  dog's  neck,  was  also  Emily's  ; 
and  in  "  Captain  Keeldar,"  we  recognize  an  alteration  of 
Emily's  nickname  of  the  Major,  The  famous  incident  of 
the  mad  dog,  too,  happened  to  Emily  as  well  as  to  Shirley, 
It  was  no  fiction.  But,  although  Shirley  is  a  pleasing 
.  and  a  noble  girl,  and  shows  Emily  in  a  more  attractive 
%ht  than  ever  shone  upon  her  in  real  life,  yet  we  miss 
some  of  the  real  Emily's  most  striking  characteristics, 
^*e  miss  her  patient  endurance  of  hard  drudgery,  her 
faithful  household  affections,  and  her  thoughtful  kind- 
nesses for  others.  It  is  not  easy  to  imagine  a  Shirley 
keeldar  rising  early  in  the  morning  and  performing  the 
wdest  portion  of  the  household  labor  in  order  to  s^^atQ 
^  aged  servant;  yet  that  was  what  Emily  BrowV^  d\^. 
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Excepting  her  early  tale,  "  Tlic  Professor,"  which  ha 
been  given  to  the  public  since  her  death,  Charlotte  wroi 
but  one  other  novel — "  Villette."  This  work,  of  whic 
the  scene  is  laid  in  Belgium,  is  regarded  by  many  as  h< 
best.  Its  incidents  are  less  thrilling  than  those  of  "  Jai 
Eyre,"  its  style  less  fiepy.  Nevertheless  it  is  not  lackii 
in  passion ;  and  if  Lucy  Snowe  attracts  us  less  than  Jaii 
who  would  exchange  Monsieur  Paul  Emanuel — imperiou 
whimsical,  extravagant,  and  thoroughly  natural — for  sue 
an  impossible  hero  as  Rochester?  Ginevra  Fanshaw( 
too,  and  Madame  Beck,  are  characters  more  true  an 
striking  than  any  to  be  found  in  "  Jane  Eyre." 

The  public,  xifter  the  publication  of  "Jane  Eyre, 
became  deeply  interested  in  discovering  the  identity  c 
Currer  Bell,  and  in  discussing  the  question  of  her  se: 
Nor  was  the  riddle  soon  solved.  Miss  Martineau,  wh 
was  one  of  the  earliest  to  know  the  truth,  gives  a 
interesting  account  of  the  beginning  of  her  acquaintani 
with  the  unknown,  yet  famous  author.  She  receive 
one  day,  while  residing  in  London,  a  parcel  accompani^ 
by  a  note.  Ths  parcel  contained  a  copy  of  "  Shirley 
then  just  published,  and  the  note  ran  as  follows: 

"  Currer  Bell  offers  a  copy  of  '  Shirley '  to  Miss  Ma 
tineau's  acceptance,  in  acknowledgment  of  the  pleasure  an 
profit  ^Ifd  (sic)  he  has  derived  from  her  works.  Whft 
C.  B.  first  read  '  Deerbrook '  he  tasted  a  new  and  kee: 
pleasure,  and  experienced  a  genuine  benefit.  In  hi 
mind, '  Deerbrook '  ranks  with  the  writings  that  hav< 
really  done  him  good,  added  to  his  stock  of  ideas,  an< 
rectified  his  views  of  life." 

This  masculine  note  did  not,  in  Miss  Martineau's  eyefi 

determine  the  sex  of  the  writer.     The  half-erased  "  she ' 

in  it,  might,  to  be  sure,  have  had  reference  to  Miss  MaJ 

tincau  herself y  ai^d  the  form  of  the  sentence  might  hav 

been  subsequently  altered.    St\\\,\\»\<ii\»  ^\'^\^\3a\tL^unci93 
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tain,  and  when,  a  little  later,  slie  received  an  intimation 
that  Currer  Bell  would  call  upon  her,  she  did  not  know 
whether  to  expect  a  gentleman  or  a  lady.  It  was,  there- 
fore, with  interest  and  excitement  that  she  awaited  at  the 
appointed  hour  the  arrival  of  her  distinguished  visitor. 

"Precisely  as  the  time-piece •  struck  six,"  says  Miss 
Martineau,  relating  the  incident  in  her  Autobiography, 
"a carriage  stopped  at  the  door;  and,  after  a  minute  of 
suspense,  the  footman  announced  '  Miss  Brogden  ; '  where- 
upon my  cousin  informed  me  that  it  was  Miss  Brontii ; 
for  we  had  heard  the  name  before,  among  others,  in  the 
vay  of  conjecture.  I  thought  her  the  smallest  creature  I 
had  ever  seen  (except  at  a  fair),  and  her  eyes  blazed,  as 
it  seemed  to  me.  She  glanced  quickly  round ;  and  my 
trumpet  pointing  me  out,  she  held  out  her  hand  frankly 
and  pleasantly.  I  introduced  her,  of  course,  to  the 
family ;  and  then  came  a  moment  which  I  had  not  antici- 
pated. When  she  was  seated  by  me  on  the  sofa,  she  cast 
^ipat  me  such  a  look — so  loving,  so  appealing — that,  in 
connection  with  her  deep  mourning  dress  and  the  knowl- 
edge that  she  was  the  sole  survivor  of  her  family,  I  could 
^'ith  the  utmost  difficulty  return  her  smile,  or  keep  my 
composure.     I  should  have  been  heartily  glad  to  cry." 

It  was  perhaps  as  high  a  compliment  as  Miss  Mar- 
tineau ever  received,  for  her  society  to  be  tlms  sought  by 
Charlotte  Bronte.  She  was  so  painfully  shy  that,  when 
*>'^e  spoke  in  company  at  all,  she  would  gradually  wheel 
around  in  her  chair  until  she  was  seated  almost  with  her 
^ack  toward  the  person  whom  she  was  addressing. 

Miss  Bronte  was  always  plain  ;  she  considered  herself 
^*cpulsively  ugly.  Her  features  were  indeed  large  and 
irregular,  and  her  mouth  a  little  crooked,  but  her  expres- 
s^on  was  so  animated  and  intelligent  when  she  talked, 
that  her  face  became  most  attractive.  Even  in  seclwd^^ 
Haworth  she  was  not  without  admirers ;  she  "had  lecw?^^ 
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several  proposals  of  marriage,  which  she  hastily  bu 
firmly  declined.  At  length  a  curate  of  her  father's,  Mr 
NichoUs,  asked  her  hand.  He  had  loved  lier  for  severa 
years.  Slie  knew  him  well  and  esteemed  him  deeply 
and,  althougli  she  had  never  before  thought  of  him  as  j 
lover,  she  felt  as  though  she  could  be  contented  as  hi 
wife.  Before  accepting  him,  however,  she  consulted  he 
father.  Mr.  Bronte  objected,  and  Charlotte  quietly  pu 
aside  the  happiness  within  her  reach,  and  gave  an  unfavor 
able  answer.  But  Mr.  Bronte  gradually  changed  his  mind 
and  in  a  year's  time  gave  his  consent  to  the  marriage; 
although,  with  characteristic  perversity,  he  refused  at  tlie 
last  minute  to  go  to  the  church  and  give  his  daughter 
away. 

Charlotte  Bronte  was  married  on  the  twentv-ninth  of 
June,  1854.  The  wedding  was  of  the  quietest,  but  the 
pale,  delicate  little  bride  was  very  happy  as  she  left  the 
old  church  on  her  husband's  arm,  followed  by  the  good 
wishes  of  the  villagers  who  had  gathered  to  see  her  pass. 
She  was  dressed  in  soft  white,  with  no  color  about  her 
save  green  leaves,  looking,  as  one  who  was  there  told 
Mrs.  Gaskell,  like  a  snow-drop. 

Her  happy  married  life  lasted  but  eight  months.  She 
died  in  March,  1855.  Waking  after  a  long  delirium,  she 
saw  her  husband  bending  above  her  with  a  face  of 
anguish,  murmuring  some  broken  prayer  that  God  would 
spare  her. 

"Oh!"  she  whispered,  lo6king  up  at  him,  "I  am  not 
going  to  die,  am  I  ?  He  will  not  separate  us ;  we  have 
been  so  happy." 


III. 

QUEEN  VICTORIA. 

I  HE  Nineteenth  Century  has  justly  been  called  the 
Era  of  Woman.  Wliatcver  regard  was  formerly 
to  her  for  moral  merit  or  physical  beauty,  her  mental 
Ts  were  almost  universally  flighted  and  her  higher 
ition  neglecte<J.  Now.  in  every  civilized  country  women 
lent  and  genius,  in  both  public  and  private  station,  are 
oting  the  moral  and  material  welfare  and  progress  of 
^e.  It  is  highly  appropriate,  therefore,  that  for  half 
is  century,  and  for  more  than  half,  we  trust,  the  scep- 
'  the  mightiest  empire  of  the  world  should  be  wielded 
woman  who  is  an  honor  to  her  sex,  and  who  for  per- 
nierit  deserves  a  place  in  this  list  of  royal  women, 
sxandrina  Victoria,  Queen  of  the  United  Kingdom  of 
:  Britain  and  Ireland,  was  born  in  Kensington  Palace 
e  24th  day  of  May,  1819.  When  she  was  but  eight 
hs  old,  her  father,  Edward,  Duke  of  Kent,  fourth  son 
e  i)ious,  stubborn  and  unfortunate  George  III.,  died 
illy.  lie  had  been  deep  in  debt,  and  thus  his  widow, 
nger  in  a  strange  land,  and  regarded  with  disfavor  by 
^lations  by  marriage,  had,  even  while  living  in  a  pal- 
:o  undertake  the  melancholy  struggle  of  keeping  up 
trances.  Fortunately  she  was  a  woman  of  sense  and 
ful  disposition,  and  had  the  invaluable  assistance  of 
brother.  Prince  Leopold,  whose  \vife,  the  Princess 
lotte,  once  the  hope  and  joy  of  the  English  people,  had 
a  few  months  after  her  marriage.  Now  he  acted  nobly 
other's  part  to  his  widowed  sister,  and  YictorVa  \ou^ 
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afterward  declared  that  her  visits  to  her  uncle's  residence 
Claremont,  were  the  happiest  days  of  her  childhood.  Wit 
the  exception  of  these  visits,  she  lived  a  secluded  and  rather 
dull  life.  She  was  taught  regular  habits,  strict  ecouom 
and  due  regard  for  the  laws  of  health.  Gifted  with  a  swee 
voice,  she  became  a  charming  singer.  She  danced  well 
rode  well,  and  excelled  in  archery.  Her  mother  trainee 
her  carefully  with  a  view  to  what  was  from  her  birth  hei 
]>robable  destination.  Victoria  was  the  first  princess  of  th< 
blood,  yet  not  until  she  was  twelve  years  old  was  she  in- 
formed of  her  position  as  beyond  that  of  her  cousins.  Hei 
governess  then  pointed  out  her  place  in  the  genealogicu 
tabic,  and  the  little  princess  exclaimed,  '*Now  many  a  chil< 
would  boast,  but  they  don't  know  the  difficulty.  There  i 
much  splendor,  but  there  is  much  responsibility.''  Thei 
giving  hep  Hand  to  her  governess,  she  said,  "I  will  V> 
good.  I  understand  now  why  you  urged  me  so  much  U 
learn  even  Latin."  And  so  yielding  to  no  vain  dreams,  sh( 
sought  wisdom  and  knowledge  for  the  task  of  ruling  a  great 
people. 

When  she  was  eighteen  years  old  that  responsibility 
came.  Her  uncle,  William  IV.,  died  on  June  20th,  1837, at 
the  age  of  sixty-five.  Before  sunrise  on  that  morning,  the 
Archbishop  of  Canterbury  and  the  Marquis  of  Conynghain 
were  pounding  and  ringing  at  the  gates  of  Kensington  Pal- 
ace for  admission  to  the  Queen.  She  had  to  be  aroused^ 
from  sleep,  but,  knowing  the  importance  of  their  visiJ^Bhe 
came  down  at  once  in  a  loose  white  night-gown  and  ihftwl, ' 
with  her  hair  falling  on  her  shoulders,  her  feet  ia  aB^ipers, 
tears  in  her  eyes,  but  perfectly  collected  and  dignified. 
When  she  heard  their  message,  she  said  simply  to  the 
Primate,  "  I  beg  your  Grace  to  pray  for  me,'*  which  the 
good  man  willingly  did.  Arrangements  were  then  made  for; 
Aer  reception  of  the  council  at  eleven  o'clock.  Here,  with 
calmness  and  gentle  dignity, sW  T^cm^dllve  homage  of  th« 
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peers  of  England,  including  even  her  own  uncles.  We  are 
assured  by  an  eye-witness  that,  as  these  old  men  knelt  before  . 
her,  swearing  allegiance  and  kissing  her  hand,  she  blushed 
lip  to  the  eyes.  When  she  retired  the  statesmen  declared 
themselves  charmed  with  her  appearance  and  behavior,  and 
their  feeling  was  soon  shared  by  all  ranks  of  the  people. 
The  splendid  ceremonies  of  the  coronation  took  place  in 
Westminster  Abbey  on  June  28th,  1838.  A  month  later  she 
was  called  to  perform  a  public  duty,  which  was  also  attended 
with  great  parade.  She  went  in  state  to  dissolve  Parlia- 
ment. Among  the  Americans  attracted  to  the  splendid  • 
spectacle  was  Charles  Sumner.  He  wrote  to  a  friend:  "I 
was  astonished  and  delighted.  Her  voice  is  sweet  and 
finely  modulated,  and  she  pronounced  every  word  distinctly, 
and  with  a  just  regard  to  its  ixieaning.  I  think  I  never 
heard  anything  better  read  in  my  life  than  her  speech,  and 
I  could  but  respond  to  Lord  Fitz-William's  remark  to  me 
when  the  ceremony  was  over,  ^How  beautifully  she  per- 
forms ! ' " 

Amid  the  round  of  gayeties  which  naturally  marked  the 
first  year  of  the  youthful  Queen's  reign,  her  actions  still 
'H)re  testimony  to  her  mother's  fruitful  training.  The  good 
daughter  won  golden  opinions  from  all  with  whom  she  came 
111  contact.  Her  reverence  for  her  father's  memory  led 
her  to  pay  the  remainder  of  his  debts.  She  said  to  Lord 
^lelbourne,  then  Prime  Minister,  "  I  want  to  pay  all  that 
remain  of  my  father's  debts.  I  must  do  it.  I  consider  it  a 
^cred  duty."  Her  wish  was  complied  with,  and  she  sent 
^'so  to  the  largest  creditors  valuable  pieces  of  plate  as 
tokens  of  gratitude  for  their  favor  to  her  father. 

It  was  long,  since  England  had  had  a  queen  regnant. 
Victoria  did  not  desire,  like  her  famous  predecessor,  Queen 
^hzabeth,  to  bear  the  splendid  burden  of  royalty  alone.  A 
year  before  her  accession  her  cousin,  Prince  Albert  o^  S-^ii^- 
M)burgp  Gothsj  had  visited  lier.     From  his  lufancy ,  ?ot  Vv^ 
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was  a  few  months  younger  than  Victoria,  it  was  the  earn« 
wish  of  their  fond  mothers  that  these  two  should  be  unite 
in  marriage.  When  they  met,  after  brief  acquaintance  o 
each  other's  tastes  and  disposition,  they  showed  mutua 
pleasure,  and  when  their  kind  uncle,  Leopold,  now  Kingo 
Belgium,  suggested  to  the  princess  the  idea  of  their  unior 
she  gladly  accepted  the  proposal.  But  reflection  on  he 
public  duty  afterward  led  her  to  postpone  a  decisive  ar 
rangement  till  she  should  be  of  age.  The  engagement,  i: 
such  it  was,  seemed  to  be  broken  off;  the  coronation  did  no 
•  hasten  its  renewal.  In  later  life  she  wrote,  "A  worse  schoc 
for  a  young  girl — one  more  detrimental  to  all  natural  feel 
ings  and  affections — cannot  well  be  imagined  than  the  i)Osi 
tion  of  a  Queen  at  eighteen,  without  experience  and  withou 
a  husband  to  guide  and  support  her.  This  the  Queen  cai 
state  from  painful  experience,  and  she  thanks  God  that  non 
of  her  own  dear  daughters  are  exposed  to  such  danger." 

In  October,  1839,  Prince  Albert  and  his  brother  came  t 
see  their  royal  cousin.  A  week  later,  in  spite  of  high  re 
solves  and  royal  duty  and  maidenly  modesty.  Love  fouD< 
his  way  into  the  palace  and  broke  down  the  barriers  whicl 
were  keeping  apart  hearts  destined  to  be  one.  The  Queei 
has  since  told  the  story  herself  with  touching  simplicity 
They  were  married  on  the  10th  of  February,  1840,  a  daj 
which  began  with  clouds  and  rain,  but,  after  the  ceremony 
changed  to  what  the  loyal  English  people  call  the  "  Queen'i 
weather." 

All  the  world  knows  their  married  life  to  have  been  i 
happy  one.  The  Queen  has  given  us  a  full  sketch  of  a  daj 
of  that  time:  "They  breakfasted  at  nine,  and  took  a  wall 
every  morning  soon  afterward  ;  then  came  the  usual  amoun 
of  business  (far  less  heavy,  however,  than  now),  beside 
which  they  drew  and  etched  a  great  deal  together,  which  wa) 
a  source  of  great  amusement,  having  the  plates  bit  in  th< 
house,     Lu  nclieon  followed  at  \\\e  uaxx^VkWit  ^^  V«o  o'dodc 
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Lord  Melbourne  came  to  the  Queen  in  the  afternoon,  and 
between  five  and  six  the  Prince  generally  drove  her  out  in 
a  pony-phaeton.  If  the  Prince  did  not  drive  the  Queen,  he 
rode,  iu  which  case  she  took  a  drive  with  her  mother  or  the 
ladies.  The  Prince  also  read  aloud  most  days  to  the  Queen. 
The  dinner  was  at  eight  o'clock,  and  always  with  com- 
pany, .  ,  .  The  hours  were  never  late,  and  it  was  very  sel- 
dom that  the  party  had  not  broken  up  at  eleven  o'clock.'' 

Uuder  the  example  and  influence  of  the  royal  pair,  life  at 
the  English  Court,  which  had  long  been  filled  with  scandal 
and  strife,  became  marked  by  purity  and  virtue.  Prince 
All)ert'8  pleasures  were  all  domestic;  his  taste  was  for  a 
quiet  and  unostentatious  life. 

Peace  and  quiet  reigned  in  the  Court,  and  the  removal  of 
all  disturbing  influences  there  enabled  the  statesmen  of  the 
day  to  give  all  the  more  attention  to  the  actual  needs  of  mil- 
lions of  people.  Evils  which  had  originated  with  the  great 
^ars  against  Napoleon  pressed  with  crushing  weight  on  the 
lal)oring  classes.  Agricultural  distress  had  developed  into 
famine,  and  the  laws  enacted  in  1815  prohibited  the  im- 
portation of  grain  for  its  relief.  Turbulence  and  riots  fol- 
lowed, and  the  evils  grew  worse.  What  could  the  Queen 
do  to  alleviate  the  misery  of  her  subjects?  By  the  advice 
of  her  ministers,  she  checked  the  gayeties  of  the  court;  sJie 
even  submitted  to  a  reduction  of  her  income.  At  the  bap- 
tism of  the  Prince  of  Wales,  in  January,  1842,  it  was  pre- 
8cril)e(l  that  the  dresses  worn  by  members  of  the  court 
slumld  be  of  Scotch  manufacture,  in  order  to  set  a  fashion 
ai»d  stimulate  home  production.  But  these  remedies  were 
Wfling.  A  mightier  power  than  Queen  or  Court  must  be 
invoked.  Richard  Cobden,  seeing  the  magnitude  of  the 
evil,  and  discerning  its  cause,  appealed  to  the  peo[)le  to 
*l>oli!<h  the  duties  on  grain.  The  agitation  was  carried  on 
oy  C()l)den,  Bright  and  others  for  seven  lonji;  years,  aivul  ^t» 
W  the  rvn))s  of  the  English  Jericho  fcill  down.    S\v  ^vAiviY\» 
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Pool,  who  had  become  Prime  Minister  in  1841,  pledged 
maintain  the  Corn  Laws,  gave  way  before  tiie  pressure  < 
opinion,  and  in  1846  joined  with  the  majority  in  repealii 
them.  The  laws  which  at  former  times  in  the  world's  hi 
tory  were  made  and  repealed  at  a  sovereign's  pleasure  a: 
now  .made  and  repealed  in  o\)edience  to  the  wish  of  tf 
people.  The  events  of  the  reign  of  Queen  Victoria  furnish 
prominent  ])r()of  of  the  new  order  of  things. 

Yet  while  the  governing  power  of  the  Queen  is  great! 
diminished  since  the  days  of  Queen  Elizabeth,  there  sti 
remains  to  the  sovereign  a  powerful  personal  influence  o 
the  destinies  of  nations.  In  1848  a  wave  of  revolutio 
swept  over  Europe,  kings  were  driven  from  their  throno: 
and  republics  were  organized  in  various  countries.  That  i 
France  lasted  longest,  but  wjfs  overthrown  three  vears  late 
by  the  ambition  and   treachery  of  its  President.     Whe 

^  L(»uis  Napoleon  had  established  a  firm  government  an 
sought  the  friendship  and  alliance  of  England,  the  Qnee 
gave  the  usurper  a  welcome  to  the  brotherhood  of  so" 
ereigns.  In  1854  Prince  Albert  visited  the  Emperor,  ar 
in  the  next  year  visits  were  interchanged  between  t1 
sovereigns.  Victoria  and  Albert,  lovers  of  peace,  desired 
establish  amicable  relations  between  the  two  great  natior 
so  long  hostile,  and  in  grout  measure  they  succeeded,  as  tl 
subsequent  history  of  Europe  has  shown.  When  t 
French  Emperor,  after  a  brilliant  but  not  prosperous  care^ 
was  driven  from  his  throne,  he  found  refuge  in  Englan 
There  his  widow  still  lives  in  seclusion,  mourning  her  so 
%vho  fell  in  a  distant  land,  fighting  in  English  uniform  f< 
England's  cause. 

Though  Prince  Albert  by  his  natural  disposition  an 
sense  of  duty  had  admirably  filled  the  station  he  was  call^ 
to  occupy,  it  was  not  till  1857  that  he  received  by  act  oi 
Parliament  the  title  of  Prince  Consort.     By  the  Queen' 

prerogative  he  had  heretofore  \\vx<\  \.W  ^xocft^^ivvsfc >Nlv\«h  \vi 
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his  due.  The  granting  of  tlie  new  title  was  a  national 
.  tribute  to  his  admirable  character.  It  was  not  long  after 
that  the  Princess  Royal,  who  bore  her  mother's  name, 
left  her  mother's  side,  when  she  was  married  to  the  Crown 
Prince  of  Prussia.  The  first  permanent  breach  in  the  royal 
family  circle  was  the  death  of  the  Duchess  of  Kent,  in 
March,  1861.  This  mournful  event  was  followed  too  soon 
by  what  has  been  the  great  sorrow  of  the  Queen's  life,  the 
death  of  her  husband.  His  health  had  been  declining  for 
some  time;  yet  he  continued  to  attend  to  his  public  duties. 
Americans  should  know  that  his  last  important  act  had 
reference  to  this  country.  It  was  to  modify  the  tone  of  the 
demand  of  the  English  Government  on  the  United  States 
for  the  liberation  of  the  Confederate  envoys,  who  had  in 
violation  of  international  law  been  seized  on  the  British 
mail  steamer  "Trent"  by  Captain  Wilkes  of  the  American 
Navy,  The  Prince's  milder  words  enabled  our  Government 
to  withdraw  honorably  from  this  false  step,  and  thus  un- 
doubtedly prevented  a  declaration  of  war  between  the  two 
great  nations.  Then,  exhausted,  Albert  lay  down  to  die. 
On  the  14tli  of  December,  1861,  after  twenty-one  years  of 
singularly  happy  married  life,  he  passed  away.  His  vir- 
tues are  summed  up  in  the  title  Albert  the  Good. 

On  the  morrow  after  her  bereavement,  the  Queen  is  said 
to  have  exclaimed  :  "  There  is  no  one  to  call  me  *  Victoria  ' 
now."  She  retired  from  public  view,  though  the  people 
really  desired  to  be  partners  in  her  affliction.  For  many 
years  she  refrained  from  taking  part  in  royal  ceremonials, 
yet  she  still  discharged  faithfully  her  obligations  to  her 
ftinily  and  her  country. 

Many  years  after,  when  some  parliamentary  fault-finders 
ventiH'ed  to  criticise  her  long  seclusion  from  public  aflFairs, 
Lord  Beaconsfield  bore  public  testimony  to  her  fidelity  to  the 
'interests  of  the  nation : 

^TJwre  is  not  a  dispatch  received  from  aV>rot\A,  ot  %e:\i^ 
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from  this  country  abroad,  wliich  is  not  Kubmitted  to  the 
Queen.     The  whole  of  the  internal  administration  of  this 
country  greatly  depends  upon  the  sign-manual  of  our  sov- 
ereign, and  it  may  be  said  that  her  signature  has  never  been 
placed  to  any  public  document  of  which  she  did  not  know 
the  pnr|)ose,  and  of  which  she  did  not  approve.  .  .  .  At  this 
moment  tliere  is  probably  no  person  living  who  has  such 
complete  control  over  the  political  condition  of  England  as 
the  sovereign  herself." 

In  the  course  of  her  long  reign  there  have  been  many 
political  changes.     When  she  came  to  the  throne  the  Wliigs 
had  control  of  Parliament  and  seemed  likely  long  to  continue 
in  power.     When,  in  August,  1841,  the  Whig  ministry  re- 
signed. Sir  Robert  Peel  became  Premier,  and  at  his  first  in- 
terview the  Queen  rather  awkwardly  remarked  that  she  was 
sorry  to  ])art  with  Lord  Melbourne.     But  she  afterwards 
became  used  to  tiiese  ciianges,  and  left  the  people  to  decide 
in  their  own  way  whom  they  wished  to  send  as  her  chiff 
constitutional  advisers.     In  her  later  days,  two  men  stood 
forth  pre-eminent  by  force  of  genius,  each  in  turn  deputed 
to  submit  to  her  his  party's  ])lans  for  the  country's  welfare 
and  glory — one  of  unmistakable  Jewish'  descent,  the  otlier 
of  Lowland  Scotch — yet  each  in   his  own   wav  devoted  to 
what  he  believed  the  interests  of  England.     Strange,  ]>or- 
haps,  to  say,  she  gave  her  personal  j)reference  to  the  former, 
thougli   she  treated  both  with  the  stately  courtesy  which 
their  respective  places  demanded.     In  his  youth  Disraeli 
had  been  one  of  tiie  foremost  of  the  Young  England  party, 
whose  rallying  cry  had   been  "Our  young  Queen  and  our 
old   Constitution."     To  his  fervid  protestations  of  lovalt/ 
mny  have  been  due  tliat  friendship  which  she  ever  cherished 
for    him,    wliile    GIa(lstone\s    more    measured    utteranre*«f 
though    really    heartfelt,    did    not   so   readily    kindle    hef 
sympathy. 
To  DlfirnolVi^  Oriental  tastes  auA  ^vw\y'a\\\\^»  ^vi«u  We* 
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oria  owes  the  addition  to  her  title,  made  in  1876,  "Em- 
>res8  of  India."  It  was  bestowed  after  the  Prince  of  Wales 
1  ad  returned  from  a  brilliant  tour  in  that  magnificent  and 
pKipulous  portion  of  Her  Majesty's  possessions.  Though  re- 
ceived without  enthusiasm  by  sol>er-minded  Englishmen,  it 
stili  bears  testimony  to  the  fact  that  the  destinies  of  mil- 
lions of  men  of  widely  different  race,  language  and  religion, 
are  intimately  connected  with  the  life  of  a  fair  daughter  of 
the  West. 

At  the  commencement  of  her  reign  Scotland  was  practi- 
cally almost  as  remote  as  India  is  now.  In  the  autumn  of 
1842  the  Queen  and  Prince  Albert  made  their  first  visit  to 
Edinburgh,  going  in  a  royal  yacht  towed  by  a  steamship, 
because  the  railroad  communications  between  London  and 
Edinburgh  were  not  yet  complete.  It  was  not  until  1855 
that  the  Queen  took  possession  of  the  new  Balmoral  Castle, 
which  she  built  in  the  Highlands,  and  with  which  her 
wanie  is  so  closely  associated.  Here,  to  a  certain  extent,  she 
'aid  aside  the  cares  of  state  and  the  bnnlensome  duties  of 
rovaltv.  Sometimes  she  ventured  to  travel  in  a  kind  of 
di!^|i:uise,  l)eing  then  addressed  as  Lady  Churchill.  She  says 
in  her  journal :  "  We  were  always  in  the  habit  of  conversing 
with  the  Highlanders  with  whom  we  came  so  much  in  con- 
tact in  the  Highlands.  The  Prince  highly  appreciated  the 
good  breeding,  simplicity  and  intelligence  which  makes  it  so 
pleasant,  and  even  instructive,  to  talk  to  them.''  Since  the 
Prince's  death  the  Queen  has  shown  even  greater  fondness 
,  for  the  seclusion  of  the  Highlands  and  the  society  of  the 
simple  {)eople.  Another  favorite  residence  of  the  Queen  has 
heen  Osborne,  on  the  Isle  of  Wight. 

Queen  Victoria  always  gave  close  attention  to  the  educa- 
tion of  her  children,  repeating  in  their  case  with  greater  ad- 
vantages, yet  with  some  drawbacks,  the  systematic  training 
^hich  she  had  herself  nndorgone,  and  whose  V»ev\^?^V?>  ^\\^ 
hi  karncd  to  prize.      To  tjic  roval  childreu  a  Snv\9{^  coVVv^vt^^ 
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X  Osborne  was  given  in  entire  charge.  There  the  princes 
Jug  in  the  garden,  wliile  the  princesses  performed  the  duties 
of  the  kitchen.  As  they  grew  older  the  girls  studied  natural 
history  and  made  large  collections  of  birds  and  insects. 
Tile  boys  learned  something  of  fortifications  under  the  direc- 
tion of  their  father.  Prince  Albert,  both  by  precept  and 
example,  endeavored  to  make  his  sons  feel  the  responsibili* 
ties  (belonging  to  their  station.  Perhaps  he  felt  that  in  these 
days  of  increasing  democratic  tendencies  only  a  wise  king 
can  maintain  his  place. 

After  the  death  of  Prince  Albert,  the  Queen  felt  it  de- 
sirahle  to  place  in  enduring  form  tributes  to  his  memory. 
She  also  asked  the  assistance  of  others  in  placing  on  record 
the  memorials  of  his  life.  First  were  published  in  1862  his 
"S|)eeches  and  Addresses,"  then  in  1867  "The Early  Years 
of  H.  R.  H.  the  Prince  Consort,"  compiled  by  Lieutcnant- 
General  C.  Grev,  and  in  1875  "The  Life  of  H.  R.  H.  the 
Prince  Consort,"  by  Theodore  Martin,  on  wliom  the  Queen 
conferred  the  honor  of  knighthood. 

Her  close  and  constant  connection   with   these   literary 
labors  led  her  alsc  to  venture  modestly  into  the  field  of  au 
thorship.     Her  first   book   was  "Our  Life  in  the  Higli 
lands,"  which  records  her  memories  of  the  happy  daysspei 
with  him  who  was  the  light  of  her  life.     Fifteen  years  lat< 
she  sent  forth  "  More  Leaves  from  the  Journal  of  a  Life 
the  Highlands,"  showing  how  she  had.  learned  lessons 
resignation  and  faith  from  the  simple  mouataineers,  a 
was   cheered    bv  romantic   excursions   in    Nature^s   wil 
Such  admission  of  the  public  to  the  quiet  joys  and  sorrc 
of  the  domestic  life  of  the  Queen  of  course  disarms  or 
cism,  as  it  treats  the  reader  as  a  privil^ed  guests     We 
in  them,  ss  in  all  that  is  recorded  of  her  life  and  acts,  a  d< 
woman,  w1m>  has  in  one  of  the  most  diiBcult  stations  in 
erajyiily^  yet  quietly,  dischar^d  her  duty  as  dangbter^ ' 

tnnther  mnd  qoeen.     Tbe  \Ti«pI\TaX\c%T\  o?  \«c  ^XxciV^  V 

^^""^^^^  fatiih  in  GM  *iid  Aevcit\oi\  \c>  AwVv. 


IV. 

ELIZABETH  BARRETT  BROWNING. 

• 

IN  the  west  of  England,  a  few  miles  from  the  ancient  town 
of  Ledbury,  in  full  view  of  the  beautiful  Malvern  Hills, 
Elizabeth  Barrett  lived  from  infancy  to  womanhood.    There 
she  wrote  verses  at  the  age  of  eight,  and  even  earlier ;  at 
eleven  she  composed  a  great  epic,  called  *'The  Battle  of 
Marathon,"   and   her   fond    father   had    fifty   copies   of  it 
printed.     Her  love  of  Pope's  Homer  led  her  into  the  study 
of  Greek,     She  gathered  visions  from  Plato  and  the  drama- 
tists, and  ate  and  drank  Greek  and  made  her  head  ache 
with  it.     Strange  education  for  a  girl,  delicate  and  lovely  1 
Stranger  still  that  she  should  take  delight  in  it. 

In  1826,  when  she  was  eighteen,  her  "  Essay  on  Mind, 
and  other  Poems "  was  published.      Some  of  the   minor   . 
poems  had  been  written  at  the  age  of  thirteen.     The  chief 
one  was  in  the  style  of  Pope's  "  Essay  on  Man,"  and  really 
showed  power  of  thought  and  expression.     Still  more  did 
It  show  her  wide  range  of  reading,  but  she  afterwards  re- 
jected  it   from    her   collected    works,   condemning   it    for 
didactic  pedantry."     In    her   studios   she    had    as   guide 
Hugh  Stuart  Boyd,  a  man  noted  for  learning,  though  blind. 
Mrs.  Brown  in «:  afterwards  described  him  as  "enthusiastic 
lor  the  good  and.  the  beautiful,  and  one  of  tlie  most  simple 
TO  upright  of  liunian  beings."     In   her  sonnets  she  em- 
»>alnis  his    memory,  and    her    beautiful   poem,  *'  Wine  of 
^'pf»8,"  recalls  her  youthful  studies. 

Her  critical  faculties  were  early  developed,  b\\\.  tW  wo- 
mity  of  jj^j.  uj/jjj  enabled  hei  to  appreciate  at  t\\evt  fi^vx^ 
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worth  the  best  efTorts  of  other  poets.  She  was  not  content 
to  judge  and  defend  ;  she  must  present  in  Englisli  one  of  the 
great  works  which  slie  had  studied.  Hence  her  translation 
of  the  famous  tragedy  of  ^schylus,  "  Prometheus  Bound/' 
which  was  published  in  1835.  The  preface  contained  due 
acknowleilgment  of  her  indebtedness  to  "  the  learned  Mr. 
JBoyd."  Some  years  later  the  author  said  that  this  transla- 
tion was  written  in  twelve  days,  and  "should  have  been 
thrown  iu  the  fire  afterwards — the  only  way  to  give  it  a  little 
warmth."  A  new  version  now  appears  in  her  collected  works. 
In  1836  Miss  Mary  Russell  Mitford,  when  on  a  visit  to 
London,  became  acquainted  with  Miss  Barrett,  whos6 
parents  had  taken  a  house  in  the  suburbs  of  the  metropolis. 
Miss  Mitford  was  then  a  famous  author.  Her  works  com- 
prised "  Rienzi "  and  other  dramas,  as  well  as  a  novel  or 
two.  She  had  also  published  sketches  of  English  life  in 
"Our  Village."  In  her  "Recollections  of  a  Literary 
Life,"  issued  in  1851,  she  gives  a  sketch  of  her  young 
friend,  Miss  Barrett,  as  she  appeared  at  the  beginning  of 
their  acquaintance : 

•  "Of  a  slight,  delicate  figure,  with  a  shower  of  dark  curls 
falling  on  either  side  of  a  most  expressive  face,  large,  tender 
eyes  richly  fringed  by  dark  eyelashes,  a  smile  like  a  sun- 
beam, and  such  a  look  of  youthfulness  that  I  had  some 
difficulty  in  persuading  a  friend  in  whose  carriage  we  went 
together  to  Clnswick  thht  the  translatress  of  the  'Prome- 
theus' of  JEschylus,  the  authoress  of  the  'Es«ay  on  Mind,' 
was  old  enough  to  be  introduced  into  company — in  technical 
language,  was  om<." 

The  two  authors,  in  spite  of  the  difference  in  their  ages 
(cheerful,  gossipy,  red-faced  Miss  Mitford  being  then  in  her 
fiftieth  year),  became  warm  friends,  and  thereafter  corre- 
sponded freely  and  frequently.  Miss  MitfonPs  share  of  the 
correspon(]vnvQ  has  been  published,  but  the  other  side  has 

not  vet  seen  the  iiVht. 
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III  the  vear  1837  Miss  Barrett  broke  a  bloodvessel  on  the 

iungs.     As  it  refused  to  lieal,  her  physician,  at  the  approach 

of  winter,  ordered  her  to  the  milder  climate  of  the  coast. 

She  went  to  Torquay,  Devonshire,  accompanied  by  her  elder 

brother  and  other  relatives.     On  a  brip-ht  morninir:  in  the 

following  summer  this  brother,  with  two  friends,  embarked 

on  a  small  sailing  vessel  for  a  trip  of  a  few  hours.     Being 

excellent  sailors  and  familiar  with  the  coast,  they  sent  back 

the  boatmen  and  undertook  to  manage  the  little  craft.     But 

within  a  few  minutes,  just  as  they  were  crossing  the  bar,  the 

boat  went  down,  and  all  perished.     The  bodies  were  never 

found,  nor  was  anything  belonging  to  them  recovered. 

Miss  Barrett,  still  physically  weak,  was  utterly  prostrated 
by  grief  and  horror  at  the  tragedy.  She  even  blamed  her- 
self as  having  been  the  indirect  cause  of  the  loss.  Unable 
to  be  moved  from  the  sheltered  house  below  the  cliffs,  she 
lieard  for  a  whole  winter  the  sound  of  the  waves  like  the 
i^ioans  of  the  dying.  Her  onl^^  diversion  from  these  painful 
thoughts  was  study.  Her  physician  could  not  approve  such 
occupation  in  one  hanging  between  death  and  life,  and  to 
prevent  his  remonstrances  she  had  an  edition  of  Plato 
bound  like  a  novel.     Yet  she  did  not  disdain  nor  altogether 

discard  novels,  and  to  them  she  owed  ^^  many  a  still,  serene 
hour." 

When  she  had  recovered  sufficiently  to  be  removed  to  her 
London  home  in  an  invalid  carriage,  she  was  still  confined 
to  her  couch  in  a  darkened  room.  In  these  years  of  bodily  im- 
prisonment her  s])irit  roamed  over  the  universe.  She  enjoyed 
the  loving  care  of  her  family  and  a  few  devoted  friends. 
^^  a  pet  dog,  called  Flush,  she  says  in  a  cheerful  letter: 

Flushie  is  my  friend — my  companion — and  loves  me  bet- 
tor than  he  loves  the  sunshine  without.     Oh,  and  if  you  had 
^n  him  when  he  came  hpnie  (after  being  stolen  and  lost 
tor  three  days).     He  threw  himself  in  my  arms,  p^\\nl^t\w^ 
^^^ajojr—ju  that  dumb,  iijai'ticulate  ecstasy  w\ucVv  Vs  %o  «i- 
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fecting — love  without  speech/'  But  the  patient  suffered, 
w^  J  could  write  only  while  lying  on  her  back,  had  also  the 
solace  of  her  beloved  books.  "  She  read,"  says  Miss  Mit- 
ford,  ''almost  every  book  worth  reading  in  almost  every 
language,  and  gave  herself,  heart  and  soul,  to  that  poetry 
of  which  she  seemed  born  to  be  the  priestess."  From  time 
to  time  volumes  of  her  writing  issued  from  the  press.  Be- 
fore she  left  London,  in  1838,  she  had  published  the  •'Sera- 
phim and  other  Poems."  This  is  the  first  of  her  books 
that  she  wished  afterwards  to  acknovvle<lge.  The  earlier 
ones  she  endeavored  to  suppress,  saying,  "  I  would  as  soon 
circulate  a  caricature  or  lampoon  on  myself  as  that '  Essay,' " 
and  pronouncing  her  "Prometheus"  "blasphemy  of  ^schy- 
lus."  So  severely  did  she  judge  herself!  From  her  sick- 
chamber  she  sent  to  the  London  Athenaeum  a  series  of 
critical  essays  on  the  Greek  Christian  Poets,  whose  merits 
her  own  sufferings  had  enabled  her  fully  to  understand. 

In  1844  she  published  "  The  Drama  of  Exile,"  and  with  it 
gathered  into  two  volumes  all  she  wisheil  to  preserve  of  her 
previous  publications.  At  the  end  of  the  first  volume  ap- 
peared the  splendid  poem,  "  Lady  Geraldine's  Courtship," 
which,  Miss  Mitford  assures  us,  was  written  in  the  incredibly 
short  space  of  twelve  hours.  That  i)oem,  thus  rapidly 
tossed  off,  revealed  her  heart,  and  on  it,  altogether  unknown 
to  her,  depended  her  own  fate.  The  book  fell  into  the 
hands  of  Robert  Browning,  who  was  already  known  as  the 
author  of  "  Paracelsus,"  and  was-  then  issuing  a  series  of 
plays  and  poems,  under  the  somewhat  fantastic  Biblical  title, 
"  Bells  and  Pomegranates."  What  was  his  delight  to  read 
these  lines : 

**  Or  from  Browning  some  '  Pomegranate/  which,  if  cut  deep  down  the 
middle, 
Shows  a  heart  within  hlood -tinctured,  of  a  varied  humanity.'' 

Could  be  do  less  than  call  to  \\\;iTvk  the  author  for  the 


ELIZABETH    B.iRRETT   BROWNING. 


65 


poetic  compliment?  When  he  called  at  Mr.  Barrett's  re<^i- 
dence  kind  fate,  in  the  form  of  a  blundering  servant,  al- 
lowed him  to  enter  the  room  of  the  frail  invalid.  How  the 
blunder  was  explained  to  her  we  know  not;  but  the  poet 
was  allowed  to  renew  his  visits.  Mutual  esteem  begat  affec- 
tion, which  speedily  ripened  into  love,  an  ideal,  perfect  love, 
of  which  there  are  few  parallels  in  history. 

Miss  Barrett  was  still  "  a  confirmed  invalid,  just:  dressed 
and  supported  for  two  or  three  hours  from  her  bed  to  her 
sofa,  and  so  back  again."  No  wonder  her  family  should  be 
opposed  to  the  match.  But  love  did  for  her  what  the 
kindest  care  and  wisest  treatment  had  been  unable  to  ac- 
complish. It  gave  her  new  life.  After  two  years'  ac- 
quaintance, during  which  time  her  strength  steadily  im- 
proved, she  was  married  to  the  man  whom  she  loved.  She 
accompanied  him  to  sunny  Italy,  where  she  got  better  won- 
derfully and  beyond  her  hopes.  The  deep  emotions  of  her 
heart  have  been  revealed  in  those  exquisite  poems,  which 
she  modestly  called  "  Sonnets  from  the  Portuguese,"  in  order 
to  veil  somewhat  their  true  origin.  Here  she  ventured  to 
exclaim : 

*'  I  yield  the  grave  for  thy  sake,  and  exchange 
My  near  sweet  view  of  heaven  for  earth  with  thee." 

Robert  Browning  was  worthy  of  the  love  which  she 
lavished  upon  him,  not  only  for  his  genius,  but  for  personal 
worth. 

We  have  from  our  American  poet  and  traveller.  Bayard 
Taylor,  a  description  of  his  appearance  four  years  later,  when 
on  a  visit  with  his  wife  to  London.  "  His  complexion  was 
fair,  with  perhaps  the  faintest  olive  tinge ;  eyes  large,  clear 
and  gray;  nose  strong  and  well  cut;  mouth  full  and  rather 
broad,  and  chin  pointed,  though  not  prominent.  His  fore- 
Wd  broadened  rapidly  upwards  from  the  outer  angle  of 
the  eyes,  slight!/  retreating.     He  was  about  t\\e  \v\^.^\mvjv 
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height,  strong  in  the  shoulders,  but  slender  at  the  waist,  and 
his  movements  expressed  a  combination  of  vigor  and  elas- 
ticity.    He  was,  I  should  judge,  about  thirty-seven  years 
of  age,  but  his  dark  hair  was  already  streaked  with  gray 
about  the  temples."     Such  was  he  to  look  upon,  and  al- 
ready he  was  recognized  as  one  of  the'  greatest  English 
poets,  yet  destined  never  to  be  popular.     Taylor  had  calledf 
to  see  the  Brownings,  and  tells  us  that  when  Mrs.  Browning 
entered  tiie  room  her  husband  "  ran  to  meet  her  with  a  boy- 
ish liveliness.     She  was  slight  and  fragile  in  appearance, 
with  a  pale,  wasted  face,  shaded  by  masses  of  soft  chestnut 
curls,  which  fell  on  her  cheeks,  and  serious  eyes  of  bluish- 
gray.     Her  frame  seemed  to  be  altogether  disproportionate 
to  her  soul.     This  at  least  was  the  first  impression :  her 
personality,  frail  as  it  appeared,  soon  exercised   its  power, 
and  it  seemed  a  natural  thing  that  she  should  have  written 
the  '  Cry  of  the  Children,'  or  *  Lady  Geraldine's  Courtship.' 
1  also  understood  how  those  two  poets,  so  different  both  in- 
tellectually and  physically,  should  have  found  their  com- 
plements in  each  other.     They  appear  to  be — and  are — per- 
fectly happy  in  their  wedded  life."     Later  in   the  evening, 
after  the  poets  had  discussed  with  good  humor  whether  a 
republican  form  of  government  is  favorable  to  the  fine  arts, 
another  Browning  appeared  on  the  scene.     "Their  child,  a 
blue-eyed,  golden-haired  boy  of  two  years  old,  was  brouglit 
into  the  room.     He  stammered  Italian  sentences  only ;  he 
knew  nothing,  as  yet,  of  his  native  tongue."     The  boy  after- 
wards exhibited  a  remarkable  genius  for  music  and  draw- 
ing. 

The  Brownings  had  made  their  home  at  Florence,  "The 
flower  of  all  cities,  and  city  of  all  flowers."  Here,  in  the 
grand  and  gloomy  Casa  Guidi,  which  her  genius  has  im- 
mortalized, husband  and  wife  liv^ed  and  wrote  for  more 
than  twenty  years.  She  used  chiefly  the  large  drawing- 
rooajj  which  opened  on  a  ba\cov\y  ?A\^d  ^\tK  ^lantSi  and 
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looked  out  upon  the  old  church  of  Santa  Felice.  It  was 
fitted  up  with  large  book-cases,  constructed  of  specimens  of 
Florentine  carving  selected  by  Mr.  Browning,  and  filled 
with  books.  The  walls  were  hung  with  tapestry,  and 
besides  some  old  pictures  of  saints  there  were  portraits  of 
Dante,  Keats,  the  boy  Browning,  and  John  Kenyon.  A 
quaint  mirror,  easy  chairs  and  sofas,  with  a  variety  of 
ornaments,  filled  the  partly  darkened  room.  Near  the  door 
was  a  low  arm-chair,  and  beside  it  a  small  table  strewn  with 
writing  materials,  books  and  papers.  This  was  the  favorite 
haunt  of  the  genius  of  the  place.  Here  she  worked,  dreamed 
marvellous  visions  and  wrote  poems  full  of  ethereal  fire. 
In  another  long  room  filled  with  plaster  casts  and  studies 
Robert  Browning  worked.  Their  dining-room  was  adorned 
^vith  medallions  of  Tennyson,  Carlyle  and  other  noted 
authors. 

Mrs.  Browning  became  deeply  interested  in  the  fate  of 
her  new  country,  whose  historical  associations  wore  so  noble, 
hut  whose  people  had  long  seemed  to  be  sunk  in  death. 
Though  she  had  long  before  said  of  herself,  "  I,  who  am  a 
^voman,  am  not  made  for  war,"  that  in  truth  was  one  of  the 
<'hjects  for  which  she  lived.  She  was  a  battle-trumpet, 
bounding  loud  and  long  to  wake  the  sleeping  nation  to  new- 
Jiess  of  life.  When  the  Revolution  of  1848  stirred  Italy 
from  the  Alp§  to  Sicily  she  rejoiced  in  the  fulfilment  of  her 
l^oi)es.  Her  feelings  are  shown  in  Part  First  of  "Casa 
Guidi  Windows.''  The  overthrow  of  the  revolutionary 
attempts  is  bewailed  in  Part  Second,  but  still  with  hope  i^ 
tijeir  resurrection. 

From  early  youth  Mrs.  Browning  had  given  thought  to 
great  public  questions,  and  especially  to  those  pertaining  to 
the  moral  welfare  of  the  people.  The  "Cry  of  the  Children" 
^  the  greatest  of  her  poems  of  this  class,  and  its  history 
tteserves  notice.  On  her  father's  removal  to  London  she 
became  acquainted  with  Richard   Hengist  Homo,  a  \kOCiX. 
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and  essayist  of  some  note.     Through  him  some  of  her  poenii^ 
iound  their  way  to  the  magazines,  and  he  long  remainetl  on^ 
of  her  trusted  friends  and  received  her  help  in  some  of  hi^ 
literary  enterprises.     During  her  years  of  darkness  he  wai5 
appointed  assistant  commissioner  in  a  government  inquiry" 
into  the  employment  of  children  in  mines  and  manufactor* 
les.     His  friend,  though  then  lying  apparently  at  the  door 
of  death,  read  the  official  reports  and  roused  herself  to  utter 
her  protest  against  the  sacrifice  of  youthful  lives  to  Mam- 
mon.    It  has  not  yet  ceased  to  echo  in  the  hearts  of  English- 
speaking  people. 

In  1856  appeared  Mrs.  Browning's  longest  poem,  "Aurora 
Leigh,"  which  embodies  much  of  her  experience.  It  is 
divided  into  nine  books,  and  is  in  fact  a  novel  in  verst».» 
It  gives  the  story  of  an  English  girl  educated  with  all  the 
advantages  of  the  nineteenth  century  and' thoroughly  imbuinl 
with  its  restless  progressive  spirit.  The  author  declared  it 
the  most  mature  of  her  works,  the  one  into  which  her  highest 
convictions  upon  Life  and  Art  had  entered.  She  dedicated 
it  to  her  cousin,  burly  John  Kenyon,  who  had  in  all  her 
career  most  generously  aided  and  encouraged  her. 

In  1859  a  new  movement  for  the  redemption  of  Italy 
from  the  Austrian  yoke  gave  gladness  to  her  soul.  Regard- 
ing Louis  Napoleon  as  the  Liberator  of  Italy  she  gave  him 
glorious  praise  in  more  than  one  poem.  But  -the  Peace  of 
Villafranca,  July  11th,  1859,  by  which  so  quickly  after  the 
victories  of  Solferino  and  Magenta  he  brought  to  a  close  the 
war  with  Austria,  was  a  serious  blow  to  her  hopes  and  her 
health.  She  suffered  much,  and  though  she  afterwards 
seemed  to  her  friends  to  rally,  she  pever  regained  her  hold 
on  life.  Still  her  profound  interest  in  the  welfare  of  the 
land  of  her  residence  caused  her  to  appeal  to  the  world 
on  its  behalf,  to  call  for  the  completion  of  the  grejit 
work  which  had  been  begun,  the  regeneration  of  Italy. 
She  lived  to  see  the  first  Italian  PatYvam^wX.^  Wt  uot  to  see 
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Eome  the  actual  capital  of  Italy.     She  died  at  Florence, 
Jane  29th,  1861. 

On  the. front  of  the  gray  walls  of  Casa  Guidi  is  a  me- 
morial tablet,  bearing  this  inscription  : 

"Here  wrote  and  died  Elizabeth  Barrett  Browning, 
who  in  the  heart  of  a  woman  united  the  scholar's  learning 
and  the  poet's  genius,  and  made  with  her  verse  a  golden 
bond  between  Italy  and  England.  To  her  memory  grate- 
ful Florence  has  erected  this  tablet,  1861.'' 

Mrs.  Browning  is  beyond  controversy  the  greatest  English 
poetess.  Among  the  early  poems  which  she  afterwards 
omitted  from  her  collected  works  there  were  some  which 
gave  decided  proof  of  original  power.  As  her  experience 
grew  wider  and  deeper  through  study  and  suffering,  her 
jjoetic  genius  took  longer  and  bolder  flights.  Her  fully 
develo}>ed  powers  were  able  to  sustain  her  in  prolonged 
excursions,*  which  passed  through  the  whole  range  of  human 
feeling  and  rose  from  earth  to  heaven.  Again  at  times  in 
the  brief  compass  of  a  sonnet  or  in  a  lyrical  poem  of  a  few 
pages  she  gave  utterance  to  a  truth  which  found  echo  and 
acceptance  in  the  hearts  of  all.  Into  her  poems  she  put  her 
heart  and  life.  She  said  herself,  "  Poetry  has  been  as  serious 
a  thing  to  me  as  life  itself;  and  life  has  been  a  very  serious 
thing.  I  never  mistook  pleasure  for  the  final  cause  of  poetry. 
Dor  leisure  for  the  hour  of  the  poet.  I  have  done  my  work, 
80  far,  as  work,  as  the  completest  expression  of  my  j)ersonal 
being  to  which  I  could  attain."  Her  works,  skilfully  planned 
and  carefully  wrought  out  in  this  noble  spirit,  fully  establish 
her  the  noblest  female  poet  of  the  world.  Her  genius, 
working  in  every  effort  of  her  mind,  enabled  her  to  infuse 
passion  and  enthusiasm  into  an  otherwise  cumbrous  mass 
of  knowledge.  Her  soul,  refreshed  by  intercourse  with  the 
master  minds  of  all  ages,  rose  above  even  the  intensest 
physical  suffering  and  bodily  weakness,  to  give  lAew  wll^t- 
•n»  to  the  grand  truths  of  humanity^  anil  to  c\Aeet  W 
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follow-toilorfl  and  fiufTcrors.  Though,  like  the  prophets  ci 
old,  flhe  wan  called  to  behold  with  clear  spiritual  vision  ti~ 
woQH  of  mankind,  she  had  also  faith  to  look  beyond  tk 
present  struggle  to  the  ultimate  victory  of  righteousness  as. 
to  look  al)ove  to  the  Eternal  King,  who  giveth  his  followtz 
Itrength  to  endure  hardship,  and  who  shall  award  t^ 
crown  to  him  that  ovcrcometb. 


V. 

MRS.  H.  B.  STOWE  AOT)  UNCLE  TOM'S  CABIN. 

IP  Mrs.  Stowe  should  ever  tell  the  world  just  how 
"  Uncle  Tom  "  came  to  be  written,  and  tlien  just  how 
it  was  written,  she  would  give  us  a  story  almost  as  inter- 
esting as  a  chapter  of  the  work  itself.  A  ^"  little  bird  '* 
once  wliispered  in  my  ears  the  outline  of  the  story.  On 
a  certain  day,  thirty-two  years  ago,  in  the  month  of  June, 
Mrs.  Stowe  enjoyed  the  agreeable  experience  of  receiving 
9-  letter  with  an  unexpected  check  for  money  in  it.  Few 
things  in  life  are  more  pleasing  than  this.  How  neatly 
the  little  document  lies  enclosed  in  the  folds  of  the  sheet, 
Q-nd  how  pleasantly  it  comes  fluttering  home  to  the  elated 
recipient !     It  is  minutely  inspected,  for  a  strange  check 

• 

is  a  revelation.  Every  bank  has  its  own  style,  and  every 
gi'eat  house  adds  its  peculiar  mark.  What  character  in 
the  signature!  The  filling  up  is  in  a  clerkly  hand, 
acquired  at  school;  but  the  hand  that  put  its  magic 
scrawl  at  the  bottom  was,  it  may  be,  toughened  in  the 
^nde  school  of  the  world,  where  it  had  many  a  fight  before 
It  proved  the  victor. 

The  check  which  Mrs.  Stowe  received  in  June,  1851, 
^^nie  from  the  editor  of  a  newspaper  published  in  the 
^^ty  of  Washington,  and  tradition  reports  it  to  have  been 
^f  the  value  of  one  hundred  dollars.  The  letter  in  which 
^^  ^vas  enclosed  asked  her  to  write  as  much  of  a  story  as 
she  could  afford  for  the  money.  The  reader  is  probably 
^^are  that,  thirty-one  years  ago,  a  hundred  dollars  accom- 
panying such  a  request  was  about  equivalent  to  a  thousand 
*t  the  present  time.    It  was  really  a  respect^iXAe  ^\3ia\  q1 

0^^ 
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money.     Wc  have  heard  that  it  looked  very  large  inc^'  ^d 
to  the  modest  lady  who  then  received  it.     She  wa»        ^^^ 
wife  of  a  Professor  of  Divinity  in  Bowdoin  College,  C^^^ 
she  was  living  at  Brunswick.  *he  seat  of  that  institutl  ^^* 
a  village  about  thirty  miles  to  the  northeast  of  Portl^'^^ 
in  Maine. 

Even  now  Maine  is  a  land  of  careful  economy ;  bufc  ^* 
that  time  the  salaries  of  learned  professors  ranged  frO^^ 
six  hundred  dollars  a  year  to  fifteen  hundred  ;  and  f^^^^ 
indeed  were  the  lucky  men  who  received  the  larger  surr*  - 

This  mother  added  something  to  tlie  family  income  i>J 
teaching  daily  a  class  of  eight  young  ladies.     Besidc^s 
this,  she  did  with  her  own  hands  all  the  work  of  -thB-O 
household,  except  the  roughest  part,  which  was  performed, 
after  a  fashion,  by  a  girl  fresh  from  Ireland  who  couT  d 
not  speak  the  English  language.     And  here  was  a  hundred  d 
dolhir  check  in  the  house!     It  was  bewildering.     Editox^s 
in  Washington  do  not  send  checks  to  remote  villages  i  ^i 
Maine  except  for  cause.     Wliat  had  Mrs.  Stowc  done  th^^t 
the  editor  of  tlie  National  Era^  a  paper  of  limited  circj il- 
lation, should  distinguish  her  thus  ? 

She  had  published  a  volume  of  sketches  and  stories 
called  the  "  Mayflower,"  which  first  saw  the  light  in  184=  S> 
two  years  before.     She  had  been  a  writer  from  her  chiL<3- 
hood.     During  her  young-lady   years   she   had   been      * 
meml)er  in  Cincinnati  of  a  literary  society  called  tl^®  , 
"  Semicolon  Club,"  for  which  she  had  written  a  gr©^* 
number  of  tales  and  sketches  of  character.     These  piec^^^ 
were  the  dcliglit  of  the  club;   but  a  certain  degree    ^* 
literary  talent  is  so  common  among  New  England  girl^? 
tliat  few  persons  seem  to  have  perceived  in  them  tt*® 
promise  of  a  splendid  career.     Mrs.  Stowe   afterwar^^^ 
contributed  to  periodicals,  and  at  last,  the  best  of  b^^     i 
wnting&  liaving  been  published  in  the  "  Mayflower,"  &f^^    J 
enjoyed  a  certain  celebrity  ou  \)o\3a.  «»\dvb^  of  the  ocofl^ 
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The  volume  was  republished  immediately  in  London, 
w  here  it  found  appreciation.  There  are  many  things  in 
this  collection  of  stories  that  show  true  genius,  i.  e.j  a 
genuine. power  of  exhibiting  human  life  and  character. 
It  was  the  talent  displayed  in  the  "  Mayflower "  that 
l>rompted  Dr.  Bailey  to  send  his  well-timed  check  to  the 
village  of  Brunswick. 

The  National  Era  was  an  anti-slavery  paper,  chiefly 

looted  on  account  of  the  place  whence  it  was  issued.    It 

attacked  slavery  at  the  capital  of  the  United  States,  in 

the  District  of  Columbia,  where  slaves  were  lawfully  held, 

^iid  in  close  proximity  to  States  in  which  slavery  was  the 

I'uling  interest.     It  had  little  influence  at  the  capital, 

^vlle^e  indeed  a  good  many  of  the  people  were  scarcely 

aware  of  its  existence.     The  paper  Seemed  protected  by 

^ts  insignificance,  and  it  is  interesting  now  to  remember 

the  almost  contemptuous  indiiTerence  with  which  it  was 

regarded  by  the  ruli^ig  spirits  at  Washington. 

Mrs.    Stowe,   as   it   clianccd,   knew    something   about 

slavery   and  Southern  life.     While   living  in   and  near 

^'iiiciunati  she  occasionally   visited   her  pupils  at  their 

l^«>ines  in   Kentucky,  and  her  husband    had  frequently 

lurborcd  fugitives  in  his  house  and  assisted  them  on  their 

^^'^v  to   Canada.     She   had   heard  the  stories  of  these 

iiigitives  from  their  own  lips.     The  Ohio  River,  close  to 

^^bich  she  lived,  was  part  of  the  boundary  line  between 

*^  >i'th  and  South,  and  slavery  was  discussed  in  all  that 

*^;?iou  with  the  peculiar  heat  and  intensity  which  distin- 

^^isli  border  warfare.     In  this  heat  and  intensity  Mrs. 

»^towe  did  not  appear  to  share  in  the  least.     It  has  been 

^'^ueiitly  observed  that  persons  who  have  the  faculty  of 

^'^sorbing  and  reproducing  human  life  and  character  do 

^^^t  appear  to  be  more  interested  in  watching  them  than 

^^uers.    Charles  Dickens,  for  example,  would  look  upon 

:     ^  Scene  with  apparent  indifference^  make  no  xeeoYii  oi  \\» 
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at  tho  time,  and  yet  long  after  describe  it  with  the  exact 
ness  and  particularity  of  a  photograph. 

Mrs.  Slowe  was  a  quietly  observant  person  on  the  banks 
of    the   Ohio,   not   a   flaming   Abolitionist,   not  a  iSery 
partisan ;  having  a  real  and  strong  regard  for  the  good 
qualities  of  the  Southern  people;   fully   comprehending 
their  inherited  difficulties,  and  having  for  them  a  chari- 
table sympathy.     But  in  her  own  quiet  way  she  gradually 
absorbed  a  knowledge  of  the  whole  system  of  life  in  tli0 
Southern  States ;  its  good  and  its  evil,  its  tragedy  and  its 
comedy.     Slie  appears  to  have  done  this  without  particular 
effort,  and  even  without  knowing  that  she  had  done  it. 

Nor  is  it  probable  tliat,  when  she  sat  down  to  write 
something  for  her  Jiundrcd  dollar  check,  and  called  it 
"  Uncle  Tom's  Cabin,  or  Life  Among  the  Lowly,"  she  had 
any  lofty  anticipations  concerning  her  work.  It  is 
altogether  likely — judging  from  the  way  great  things  are 
usually  done — that  her  principal  care  was  to  give  the 
editor  a  good  hundred  dollars'  worth  for  his  money.  She 
expected  to  finish  the  story  in  three  or  four  numbers. 
But  the  subject  fascinated  and  overpowered  her,  and  she 
was  drawn  on,  week  after  week,  cheered  now  and  then  by 
another  check,  by  the  warm  appreciation  of  the  editor, 
and  by  occasion?,!  approving  letters  from  distant  readers. 

Few  literary  tasks  have  ever  been  executed  in  circum- 
stances so  little  favorable  tx>  composition."  She  was  at  the 
liead  of  a  household,  with  narrow  means,  with  young 
children  clamorous  for  their  mother's  aid,  with  the 
inexorable  Monday  wash  to  superintend,  the  Saturday's 
baking  to  do,  the  semi-weekly  batch  of  bread  to  make, 
her  class  of  young  ladies  to  instruct,  company  to  entertain, 
garments  to  cut  out,  buttons  to  sew  on,  and  all  the  endless 
tasks  of  a  wife  and  mother.  Sometimes,  on  baking-day, 
she  would  light  the  fire  in  the  big  brick  oven,  and  think'* 
^S"  ^(^  g^i^  &'few  minutes  for  -wxitm^^^wAi  ftj  to  her 
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task  and  become  so  absorbed  by  it  as  to  forget  everything 
in  the  world  except  the  scene  she  was  describing.  She 
would  return  to  her  oven  to  find  it  as  cold  as  it  was  at 
midnight ;  not  a  spark  of  fire  left,  and  the  bread  risen 
and  running  over  the  trough.  But  she  kept  on  for  about 
eighteen  months  and  finished  the  work. 

It  is  not  true  that  she  had  to  seek  for  a  publisher, 
although  her  publisher  did  think  she  ought  to  have  stopped 
lit  the  end  of  the  first  volume  and  thus  make  it  a  more 
salable  work.  Its  success  is  freshly  remembered.  Mrs. 
Stowe  realized  her  wild  dream  of  being  able  to  buy  from 
the  profits  of  the  work  "  a  new  silk  dress."  Within  two' 
years  two  million  copies  of  the  work  had  been  sold,  and 
it  has  been  translated  into  every  cultivated  language.  If 
the  sacred  rights  of  authors  and  artists  were  duly  pro- 
tected by  international  law,  she  would  have  been  enriched 
l^y  this  one  work.  Many  other  persons  have  been  enriched 
by  it,  but  not  she,  the  gentle  and  great  woman  who 
created  it.  It  is  a  pleasure,  however,  to  know,  as  I  w^as 
assured  the  other  day  by  the  publisher,  that  "  Uncle  Tom" 
still  has  an  average  sale  of  about  foui*  thousand  copies  a 
year. 


VL 

MISS  ALCOTT. 

MISS  LOUISA  MAY  ALCOTT,  as  every  one 
has  read  "  Little  Women  "  would  easily  bclievi 
the  original  of  her  o\vn  harum-scarum  "  Jo."     The 
sonal  appearance  of    her  heroine    corresponds    ain 
exactly  to  her  own  at  the  same  age.     Tall,  blue-e; 
endowed  with  the    thick    clustering  chestnut  "mai 
which  was  poor  Jo's  sole  pride,  she  was  doubtless  in 
teens  somewhat  angular  and  awkward,  although  at 
present  time  a  lady  of  fine  figure  and  carriage. 

Miss  Alcott  was  born  in  Germantown,  Pennsvlva 
about  fifty  years   ago.    Two  years  after  her  birth 
family  moved  to  Boston,  wliere  her  father  establishc 
school,  which  soon  became  a  noted  one,  in  the  Ten 
Building,  near  the  Common.     Some  of  its  features,  am 
them  the  singular  rule  which  compelled  an  offen( 
pupil  to  ferule  the  master,  are  described  in  the  page 
**  Little  Men."     But  tlie  peculiarity  of  such  methods 
more  apparent  than  their  excellence,  and  the  school  s 
declined  in  popularity,  partly  on  this  account,  and 
more  because  Mr.  Alcott  refused  to  deny  admission 
colored  student.     Scholar  after  scholar  left,  until  at 
his  only  remaining  pupils  were  a  little  colored  boy, 
white  boy,  his  daughter  Louisa,  then  between  six 
seven  years  old,  and  her  two  sisters,  the  Meg  and  Bet 
"  Little  Women."     At  last,  he  gave  up  the  struggle 
removed  to  Concord.     Shortlv  afterward  he  went  to 
neighboring  town  of  Harvard,  where  he  and  some  fric 
tried  to  establish  a  religious  and  vegetarian  commuii 
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somewhat  after  the  pattern  of  Brook  Farm,  where  each 

vas  to  do  his  fair  share  of  labor  for  the  common  good. 

It  failed,  of  course,  and  the  failure  furnished  the  material 

ior  Miss  Alcott's  amusing  story,  entitled  "  Transcendental 

Wild  Oats." 

The  family  then  returned  to  Concord,  where  they  spent 
three  years  in  the  house  afterwards  occupied  by  Haw- 
thorne. It  was  about  this  time  that  Miss  Alcott  became 
acquainted  with  Ralph  Waldo  Emerson,  to  whom  she 
frequently  refers  in  her  works,  always  with  a  peculiar 
niingling  of  tenderness  an(i  reverence.  She  went  to 
school  for  some  time  with  his  children  in  their  father's 
barn,  and  she  draws  a  pleasant  picture  of  the  illustrious 
pliilosophcr  taking  a  merry  company  of  young  folks, 
crowded  into  a  gayly  decorated  hay-wagon,  to  bathe, 
gather  berries,  or  picnic  at  Walden  Pond.  He  made  a 
delightful  play-fellow,  and  always  found  pleasant  nooks 
for  them  in  the  woods  and  meadows,  and  told  them 
^vonderful  stories  of  the  woodland  pets  of  his  friend 
Thoreau,  upon  whose  shoulder  the  wild  birds  would  light 
fearlessly,  and  who  could  dip  his  hand  into  the  pond  and 
lift  it  out  with  a  shining  fish  lying  in  the  palm. 
When  she  grew   older  and  was  seized  by  the"book- 

Iinauia  "  as  she  calls  it,  she  used  to  haunt  his  library  and 
^sk  him  to  recommend  to  her  books  to  read,  always 
i^uiring  for  something  new  and  very  interesting,  and 
^Idom  failing,  through  his  patient  help,  to  find  it.  Some^ 
^es,  when  she  wished  to  try  something  far  above  her 
Nish  comprehension,  he  would  advise  her  to  wait  awhile 
^^f  that,  and  offer  something  else  to  take  its  place. 

I    "For  many  of  these  wise  books,"  she  adds,  "  I  am  wait- 
^g  still,  very  patiently,  because  in  his  own  I  have  found 
^"6  truest  delight,  the  best  inspiration  of  my  life." 
^^  tells,  too,  with  humorous  relish,  a  characteristic, 
'^^ote  of  her  Wnd  and  great  friend,  wliosQ  \iook^^  o\i 
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the  occasion    of    his  house    taking    fire,  were    throw] 
unceremoniously  out  of  the  window  into  the  yard. 

"  As  I  stood  guarding  the  scorched,  wet  pile,"  she  says 
^'  Mr.  Emerson  passed  by,  and  surveying  the  devastatioi 
with  philosophical  calmness,  only  said  in  answer  to  m; 
lamentations,  'I  see  my  library  under  a  new  aspect 
Could  you  tell  me  where  my  good  neighbors  have  flunj 
my  boots  ? ' " 

It  was  in  Concord,  in  a  pretty  summer-house  whicl 
Mr.  Alcott  had  built  for  his  daughters  near  a  brook,  tha 
Miss  Alcott  first  tried  composing  stories,  but  only  t 
amuse  her  sisters  and  friends.  When  she  was  sixtee] 
they  all  went  back  to  Boston  to  live,  and  there  she  begai 
to  teach  school.  It  was  not  a  pleasant  occupation  to  her 
and,  ere  long,  she  ventured  to  offer  a  story  to  a  Bostor 
newspaper.  She  has  herself  related,  in  an  interesting 
letter  to  the  Saturday  Evening  Gazette^  how  it  fared  with 
her  in  her  early  attempts  to  write  for  publication. 

'•  I  still  have,"  she  wrote,  "  a  very  vivid  recollection  of 
the  mingled  hope  and  fear  with  which  I  sent  my  second 
story  to  try  its  fate  in  a  newspaper.  My  first  appeared 
in  Ballou's  Pictorial  Museum^  and  tlie  five  dollars  paid 
for  it  was  the  most  welcome  money  I  ever  earned. 
^The  Rival  Prima  Donnas'  fared  still  better,  for  it 
brought  me  ten  dollars  and  a  request  for  more;  at 
which  delightful  news  the  heart  of  the  young  authoress 
sang  for  joy :  and  she  set  bravely  forth  along  the  literary 
lane,  which  for  twenty  years  showed  no  sign  of  turning. 

"  I  always  considered  this  tale  a  very  successful  one, 
not  only  because  it  was  so  hospitably  received,  but 
because  when  dramatized,  at  a  hint  from  the  kind  friend 
who  said  a  good  word  for  me,  both  to  editor  and  manager, 
it  was  accepted  by  Mr.  Barry  of  the  Boston  Theatre. 
The  ladies  who  were  to  play  the  prima  donnas  were^ 
actually  rivals  on  the  stage,  ^ndi  \>^\.^^^\l  Ihe  two  tto^ 
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poor  play  fared  ill.  But  I  gladly  added  and  altered,  and 
felt  quite  satisfied  in  spite  of  the  delay ;  for  a  free  pass 
was  given  me,  and  I  went  forty  times  to  the  theatre  that 
winter.  Rich  treat  to  a  stage-struck  girl;  though  the 
play  never  came  out,  and  was  wisely  given  to  the  flames 
at  last,  to  the  great  relief  of  all  parties." 

"Other  stories  followed  this  fortunate  one;  and,  after 
a  first  timid  call  at  the  office,  I  was  emboldened  by  my 
kind  reception  to  go  often,  and  soon  went  peddling  my 
wares  in  other  places,  but  never  with  equal  success  in  the 
courteous  treatment  and  prompt  payment  which  is  so 
welcome  to  the  soul  of  the  bashful  yet  ambitious  beginner. 

"One  of  the  memorable  moments  of  my  life  is  that  in 
which,  as  I  trudged  to  my  little  school  on  a  wintry  day, 
my  eyes  fell  upon  a  large  yellow  poster  with  these 
delicious  words :  '  Bertha,'  a  new  tale,  by  the  author  of 
*Tlie  Rival  Prima  Donnas,'  will  appear  in  the  Saturday 
Evening  Gazette.  I  was  late ;  it  was  bitter  cold  ;  people 
jostled  me ;  I  was  mortally  afraii^  I  should  be  recognized ; 
but  there  I  stood,  feasting  my  eyes  on  the  fascinating 
pester,  and  saying  proudly  to  myself,  in  the  words  of  the 
great  Vincent  Crummies,  '  This,  this  is  fame  ! '  That 
day  my  pupils  had  an  indulgent  teacher ;  for,  while  they 
struggled  with  their  pot-hooks,  I  was  writing  immortal 
^orks;  and,  when  they  droned  out  the  multiplication 
table,  I  was  counting  up  the  noble  fortune  my  pen  was  to 
earn  for  me  in  the  dim,  delightful  future.  That  afternoon 
%'  sisters  made  a  pilgrimage  to  behold  this  famous 
placard,  and,  finding  it  torn  by  the  wind,  boldly  stole  it, 
^d  came  home  to  wave  it  like  a  triumphal  banner  in  the 
bosom  of  the  excited  family.  The  tattered  paper  still 
exists,  folded  away  with  other  relics  of  those  early  days, 
80  hard  and  yet  so  sweet,  when  the  first  small  victories 
^ere  won,  and  the  enthusiasm  of  youth  lent  romance 
^  life's  AruAgerf. 
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"  A  dozen  or  more  of  these  stories  were  written  dnrE.  ng 
those  winters  wlicn  I  first  set  out  to  seek  my  fortu  z»ie, 
which   began   with   twenty   dollars  from  the  good  ^oJd 
Gazette. 

"With  what  eagerness   did  I  unfold   that  genercws 
sheet,  and  read  aloud  these  foolish  tales  to  my  partial 
audience,  who  all  predicted  a  future  wliich  would  eclipwe 
the  fame  of  Shakspcare,  Scott,  and  Dickens !     Only  those    ' 
who  have  known   this  experience  can   understand   "the 
intense  satisfaction  one  feels  on  seeing  his  first  literary 
efforts  actually  in  print,  and  the  sheet  in  which  tlicy 
appear  always  finds  a  warm  place  in  the  heart  of  t.hG 
grateful  scribbler.     For  to  no  other  work  ever  goes    s^ 
much  love  and  labor,  hope  and  fear,  as  to  these  faulty 
darlings,  whom  we  secretly  cherish  long  after  we   ar^ 
heartily  ashamed  of  them. 

'.'This  training  in  the  production  of  short  dramn't*^ 
stories  proved  very  useful  in  after  years,  when  orders  f  ^^ 
tales  of  certain  lengths  were  plentiful ;  and  a  dozeix  ^ 
month  were  easily  turned  off,  and  well  paid  for,  especial' J 
while  a  certain  editor  labored  under  the  delusion  that  tli® 
writer  was  a  man.  The  moment  the  truth  was  kna^^'^ 
the  price  was  lowered ;  but  the  girl  had  learned  the  wovtn 
of  her  wares,  and  would  not  write  for  less,  so  continiic^i 
to  earn  her  fair  wages  in  spite  of  sex." 

ifiss  Alcott  urges  ladies  who  write  for  publication,  not 
to  submit  to  injustice  of  this  kind,  and  to  inform  thcDCJ" 
solves  as  to  their  rights.     She  says  : 

"  Now  that  women  have  made  a  place  for  themselves  in 
journalism  and  literature,  it  is  wise  for  them  to  cultivate^ 
not  only  their  intellectual  faculties,  but  their  practical 
ones  also,  and  understand  the  business  details  of  their 
craft.  The  ignorance  and  helplessness  of  women  writers 
is  amazing,  and  only  disastrous  experience  teaches  them 
frliat  they  should  have  learned  before.    The  brains  that 
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can  earn  money  in  this  way  can  understand  how  to  take 
care  of  it  by  a  proper  knowledge  of  contracts,  copyrights, 
and  the  duties  of  publisher  and  author  toward  one 
another.  Then  there  will  be  less  complaint  on  both  sides, 
and  fair  play  for  those  who  win,  not  only  admiration  for 
their  work,  but  respect  for  their  wisdom  in  the  'affairs  of 
their  trade." 

It  is  the  earlier  portion  of  her  literary  career  that  Miss 
Alcott  describes  so  amusingly  in  '^  Little  Women."  I 
wish  my  own  knowledge  enabled  me  to  say  exactly  what 
passages  of  that  popular  work  may  be  accepted  as  accu- 
rate pictures  of  real  events.  I  should  deem  it  a  privilege 
could  I  but  vouch  for  the  reality  of  the  top-boots  and  tin 
money,  those  twin  glories  of  the  drama  in  the  March 
household,  or  state  upon  good  authority  that  Jo's  first 
visit  to  the  "  Spread  Eagle  "  office  was  Miss  Alcott's  own 
experience.  It  is  not  my  fortune,  however,  to  know  just 
where  fact  ends  and  fiction  begins,  although  I  think  that 
I  could  guess  and  come  very  near  the  mark.  But,  as 
ttiost  of  Miss  Alcott's  readers  have  probably  the  same 
feeling,  it  is  perhaps  better  that  all  should  be  left  free  to 
Relieve  just  what  they  prefer,  and  clicrish  undisturbed 
a  harmless  pride  in  their  own  discernment. 

The  amusing  feminine  Pickwick  Club,  at  least,  we  are 
^t  liberty  to  believe  in,  since  Miss  Alcott  herself,  after 
P^ng  at  length  the  Pickwick  Portfolio,  says  that  it  is  "  a 
^ona-jide  copy  of  one  written  by  bona-fide  girls  once  upon 
^  time."  The  benevolent  Pickwick,  the  accomplished 
*^inkle,  the  plump  Tupman,  and  the  poetical  Snodgrass 
^ere  doubtless  enacted  with  great  spirit  by  the  four 
J^erry  sisters,  and  their  paper,  as  given  by  its  former 
^tor,  is  certainly  attractive  reading. 

The  blast  of  war  sounded  in  the  ears  of  this  young 
^ter,  the  child  of  an  enthusiast.  She  was  one  of  tlvQ 
^omen  in  New  England  who  volunteered  ior  €>^t\\^^  \w 
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the  military  hospitals  during  the  late  war.  She  waf 
promptly  at  her  work,  and  in  circumstances  that  would 
soon  have  discouraged  luer  if  the  impulse  which  broughl 
her  thither  had  been  but  a  romantic  fancy.  She  had 
charge  at  first,  all  inexperienced  as  she  was,  of  a  ward 
•  containing  forty  beds,  where  she  spent  her  days,  as  she 
remarks,  in  "  washing  faces,  serving  rations,  giving  medi- 
cine, and  sitting  in  a  very  hard  chair,  with  pneumonia  on 
one  side,  diphtheria  on  the  other,  two  typhoids  opposite 
and  a  dozen  dilapidated  patriots  hopping,  lying,  and 
lounging  about,  all  staring  more  or  less  at  the  ne^ 
*  Nuss '." 

What  a  change  from  the  tranquil  life  of  a  New  England 
home !  She  almost  desired  the  arrival  of  wounded  men, 
since  unhappily  there  were  such,  for  there  was  nothing 
heroic  in  rheumatism  or  liver  comi)laint. 

The  wounded  men  came  all  too  soon. 

In  the  gray  of  early  morning,  but  three  days  after  her 
arrival,  she  was  roused  by  a  hurried  knock  at  her  door, 
and  an  excited  black  contraband  of  six  years  thrust  in  his 
woolly  head  and  told  her  j;hat  forty  ambulances,  filled 
with  the  wounded  from  Fredericksburg,  were  at  the  door, 
and  the  matron  required  her  help  at  once. 

She  hastened  down,  and  was  greeted  as  she  descended 
by  dreadful  odors,  which  she  was  told  would  thenceforth 
pervade  the  place,  since  there  was  no  way  to  get  rid  of 
them.  On  reaching  the  large  hall,  she  found  numbers  of 
soldiers  lying  about  on  the  floor  or  seated  with  their  backs 
against  the  wall,  while  more  were  continually  arriving, 
some  staggering  in  supported  upon  rude  crutches,  others 
borne  upon  stretchers  or  carried  in  men's  arms.  Nurses, 
surgeons,  and  attendants  were  hurrying  to  and  fro,  and 
the  scene  was  one  of  horror  and  confusion.  She  remained 
a  moment,  dazed  with  wonder  and  compassion,  looking 
ouy  and  then  repaired  to  \\er  \^^vx\:'i  to  receive  orders  from 
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the  matron.    They  were  brief  and  to  the  point ;  all  her 
patieuts  were  to  be  washed  and  put  to  bed  as  quickly  as 

possible. 

These  directions,  although  simple,  did  not  appear  to 
the  new  nurse  very  easy  to  follow,  but  sensibly  resolving 
to  put  away  her  scruples,  and  do  as  much  good  as  she 
could,  she  took  her  basin  and  towels  and  approached  the 
nearest  sufferer.  He  was  an  old  Irishman,  wounded  in 
the  head,  and  was  at  once  so  brave,  so  grateful,  and  so 
fiinuy,  that  her  task  did  not  seem  difficult.  Most  of  the 
men  were  at  first  far  too  exhausted  and  sleepy  to  talk, 
and  merely  dozed  wherever  they  chanced  to  drop  down 
nntil  the  smell  of  food  aroused  them.  But  after  receiving 
their  rations  many  became  quite  communicative,  and  the 
new  nurse,  eager  for  news,  received  numerous  graphic 
WJcounts  of  the  battle,  some  fierce  and  brief,  some  spiced 
^ith  genuine  Yankee  humor,  as  she  passed  from  one  bed 
to  another,  bathing,  bandaging,  and  feeding  her  way  down 
the  long  aisle. 

The  courage  with  which  the  wounded  men  endured 
Ikeir  sufferings.  Miss  Alcott  describes  as  sometliing  mar- 
velous. Rarely  did  a  cry  or  a  groan  escape  their  lips, 
although  during  the  painful  exann'nation  and  dressing 
^  neglected  wounds  tliat  day,  there  was  no  el  her  used, 
fte  doctors  considering  it  unnecessary  because  the  ampu- 
tations were  deferred  until  the  morrow.  One  or  two 
^epressible  Irishmen  swore  at  the  surgeons  or  called 
^n  the  Virgin,  "  but  as  a  general  thing  the  work  went 
on  in  silence,  broken   only  by  some   quiet  request  for 

I   instruments   or  plaster,  a   sigh  from   the  patient,  or  a 

I    Vttipathizing  murmur  from  the  nurse." 

The  hospital  in  which  Miss  Alcott  served,  and  which 
Ae  has  exhibited  to  the  public  under  the  expressive  title 
rf"flurlyburly  House,"  had  been  a  hotel  before  the  war 
tod  was  by  no  means  well-auitcd  for  the  purpose  to  ^V& 
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it  was  afterwards  put.  The  arrangement  of  the  w 
was  inconvenient,  and  there  were  no  proper  quarters  f< 
the  nurses  and  attendants.  Her  own  room,  whicli  si 
shared  with  another  lady,  the  daj-nurse  of  the  ward,  wi 
a  small,  uncarpeted  apartment  in  the  fourth  story,  wil 
a  window  every  pane  of  which  was  cracked,  a  firepla< 
possessing  neither  tongs  nor  shovel,  and  a  miserab 
closet  infested  by  rats  and  black  bugs.  Its  furnitii 
consisted  of  two  iron  bedsteads  provided  with  unples 
antly  meager  mattresses,  two  trunks,  two  tables,  t\ 
chairs,  a  tiny  mirror,  a  tin  basin,  a  blue  pitcher,  and 
pair  of  yellow  mugs.  The  walls  were  whitewashed,  ai 
the  windows  were  draped  with  sheets. 

Her  fare  was  in  accordance  with  these  surrounding 
It  rarely  varied,  and  it  was  not  good.  Moreover,  she  di 
not  have  enough  of  it,  since  if  she  did  not  appea 
promptly  at  table  she  found  nothing  left  there  for  her  t 
eat,  and  it  was  impossible  for  her  to  be  punctual  witi 
BO  many  sick  men  demanding  her  attention.  Tlie  attcud 
ants,  too,  were  convalescents,  and  were  not  physicall; 
able  to  cope  with  the  tasks  assigned  them,  so  that  t' 
spare  them  she  did  the  work  of  at  least  three  persone 
Under  such  circumstances  it  is  scarcely  to  be  wondere< 
at  that  her  health  broke  down  and  hey  hospital  experience 
terminated  in  a  dangerous  attack  of  ty])hoid  fever. 

Her  struggle  with  the  disease  was  protracted  an' 
severe,  and  although,  thanks  to  an  originally  fine  const 
tution,  she  at  last  recovered,  she  lost  her  beautiful  haii 
and  has  never  since  been  the  strong  and  healthy  woma 
she  was  before  she  enlisted  as  a  nurse. 

The  "Hospital  Sketches,"  in  which  she  describes  th 

scenes  among  which  she  labored,  first  appeared  senaratel 

in  a  Boston  paper,  and  were  afterwards  gathered  togetb^ 

j'nto  a  volume.    They  were  her  first  great  literary  success 

Issued  at  a  time  when  t\\c  p\i\iVve.  \^«u^\v\xx^^  fet  eveO 
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scrap  of  news  from  camp  or  hospital,  these  articles, 
hasty,  faulty,  often  extravagant  in  fancy  and  diction,  but 
yet  written  in  the  spirit  of  patriotism  and  with  an 
honest  desire  to  tell  the  truth,  were  read  with  passionate 
iifterest. 

Five  years  later,  she  gained  her  second  popular  triumph : 
she  published  "  Little  Women."  This  story  —  for  novel 
it  was  not  —  was  at  once  received  into  wide  favor,  and  is 
still  pre-eminently  the  book  of  the  American  girl.  Its 
charm  lies  in  the  reality  of  its  incidents,  the  bright 
every-day  character  of  its  four  heroines  and  their  friends, 
and  the  breezy  spirit  with  which  the  simple  narrative  is 
given.  An  ill-natured  critic  might  descant  upon  the 
occasional  hasty  workmanship,  but  the  best  answer  to  all 
carping  is  the  unflagging  interest  with  which  our  young 
ladies  still  discuss  the  question,  whether  or  not  Jo  should 
have  married  Laurie.  Most  of  them,  it  may  be  added,  - 
think  she  should  ;  indeed,  the  amiable  Bhaer  has  scarcely 
inet  with  the  favor  he  deserves. 

Miss  Alcott  is  a  busy  and  voluminous  writer.  Her 
"Eijrlit  Cousins,"  '"  Rose  in  Bloom,"  "  Under  the  Lilacs," 
"Old-fashioned  Girl,"  "Jack  and  Jill,"  together  with 
"Aunt  Jo's  Scrap-Bag  Series,"  and  several  volumes  of 
short  stories,  are  now  established  favorites,  and  a  new 
story  appearing  above  her  signature  in  one  of  the  maga- 
zines creates  a  pleasant  stir  among  the  younger  members 
of  many  households,  and  in  some  of  the  older  ones,  too. 
Several  hundred  thousand  copies  of  her  works  have  been 
sold  in  America,  and  nearly  as  many  more  in  England 
and  other  European  countries.  A  translation  of  "  Little 
"Omen"  was  published  not  long  ago  in  a  children's 
Magazine  in  Paris,  under  the  title  of  Les  Quatre  Filles 
^uDocteur  Marsch  (The  Four  Daughters  of  Dr.  March). 
It  included,  however,  only  the  first  volume,  vr\l\\  ?iw  ^^^^Sl 
chapter  in  which  the  interesting  sisters  are  su\t^^A^  ^^^ 
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vided  with  husbands  according  to  the  pleasure  of  the 
translator,  who  owns  to  never  having  seen  the  second 
volume.  The  eminently  respectable  Bhaer,  therefore, 
does  not  appear,  and  Jo  and  Laurie  are  comfortably 
established  upon  a  farm  in  wedded  happiness. 

The  home  of  Miss  Alcott  in  Concord,  Massachusetts,  is 
an  object  of  interest  to  visitors.  It  is  described  in  one  of 
the  letters  of  Lydia  Maria  Child,  written  in  1876 : 

"The  house  of  the  Alcotts  took  my  fancy  greatly. 
When  they  bought  the  place  the  house  was  so  very  old, 
that  it  was  thrown  into  the  bargain  with  the  supposition 
that  it  was  fit  for  nothing  but  fire-wood.  But  Mr.  Alcott 
has  an  architectural  taste  more  intelligible  than  his 
Orphic  sayings.  He  let  every  old  rafter  and  beam  stay 
in  its  place,  changed  old  ovens  and  ash-holes  into  Saxon 
arched  alcoves,  and  added  a  wash-woman's  old  shanty  to 
the  rear.  The  result  is  a  house  full  of  queer  nooks  and 
corners  and  all  manner  of  juttings  in  and  out.  It  seems 
as  if  the  spirit  of  some  old  architect  had  brought  it  from 
the  Middle  Ages  and  dropped  it  down  in  Concord,  pre- 
serving, much  better  resemblance  to  the  place  whence  it 
was  brought  than  does  the  Virgin  Mary's  house,  wliick 
the  angel  carried  from  Bethlehem  to  Loretto.  The 
capable  Alcott  daughters  painted  and  papered  the  inte- 
rior themselves.  And  gradually  the  artist  daughter  filled 
up  all  the  nooks  and  corners  with  panels  on  which  she 
had  painted  birds  or  flowers,  and  over  the  open  fire-places 
she  painted  mottoes  in  ancient  English  characters.  Owls 
blink  at  you  and  faces  peep  from  the  most  unexpected 
places.  The  whole  leaves  a  general  impression  of  har- 
mony of  a  mediaeval  sort,  though  different  parts  of  the 
house  seem  to  have  stopped  in  a  dance  that  became  con- 
fused because  some  of  the  party  did  not  keep  time.  Tb^ 
walls  are  covered  with  choice  engravings  and  painting^ 
by  the  artist  daughter.    S\\e  xeaWy  \%  «a\  ^\\^&l;» " 
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GEORGE  ELIOT. 

THE  illustrious  author  of  Adam  Bede  and  Middle- 
march   was    born    November   22,  1819,  at  South 
Farm,  in  the  parish  of  Colton,  Warwickshire. 

To   this   county,  the  birthplace  of  the  greatest  man 
who  ever  wrote,  and  of  \he  greatest  woman  who  ever 
wrote,   we   might  well    apply  the    words  of   Cliarlotte 
Bronte  when  she  speaks  of  her  heroine  as  having  been 
reared  in  "  the  healthy  heart  of  England  "     Warwick- 
shire is   a   small   county  in   the   center   of  the   island, 
hemmed  in  by  such  English  shires  as  Oxford,  Leicester, 
and  Stafford ;  but  whatever  in  England  is  most  English, 
whether   men,  nature,  towns,  homes,  traditions,  relics, 
usages  ;  whether  we  seek  the  England  of  romance,  the 
England  of  history,  or  the  England  of  industry,  we  find 
it  in  Warwickshire.     Birmingham  is  there,  but  Kenil- 
worth  also.     There  are  Warwick   Castle,  and  Alccstcr, 
the  seat  of  the  needle  manufacture.     Dr.  Arnold's  Rug;by 
is  there.     It  is  a  land  of  ancient  forest  and  broad  mead- 
ows, where   the   beeves   of    Justice    Shallow    fattened. 
Rosalind  wandered  in  its  forest  of  Arden,  and  melan- 
choly Jaques  soliloquized,  and  one  of   his  merry  com- 
panions sang: 

**  Under  the  greenwood  tree 

Who  loves  to  lie  with  me, 

And  tune  his  merry  note 

Unto  the  sweet  bird's  throat, 
Come  hither,  come  hither,  come  hither; 

Here  shall  he  see 

No  enemy 
But  winter  and  roush  weather." 
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Above  all  other  distinctions,  this  is  the  county  of  (1 
softly-flowing  Avon,  a^id  of  that  Stratford  which  is  upo 
it,  and  of  Shakespeare  who  was  born  there. 

Near  one  of  the  towns  of  this  county,  a  railroa 
junction  now,  called  Nuneaton,  an  obscure  country  plac 
then,  containing  an  ancient  Gk)thic  church,  an  anciei 
grammar-school,  and  the  ruins  of  an  abbey  connectin 
it  with  the  life  and  sentiment  of  the  Middle  Ages,  wr 
born  the  writer  nearest  akin  to  Shakespeare  in  tl: 
qualities  of  her  mind,  Mary  An^ne  Evans,  who  gave  hcrse 
the  name  of  George  Eliot.  I  prefer  the  name  by  wliic 
she  was  known  in  her  father's  house ;  and  the  more,  a 
she  assumed  the  masculine  appellative  merely  to  serve 
transient  convenience.  She  was  a  plain  English  countr 
lass,  a  carpenter's  daughter,  whose  father  called  her  lii 
"Little  Wench,"  and  one  of  whose  hands  remainci 
larger  than  the  other  to  her  dying  day  from  making  am 
shaping  with  it  so  many  pounds  and  pats  of  butter 
She  was  the  youngest  of  the  children  of  Robert  Evan? 
who  was  twice  married,  and  who  had  by  the  first  mar 
riage  two  children,  and  by  the  second  three. 

This  stalwart  and  right  worthy  Robert  Evans  bc^^ai 
his  active  life,  like  Adam  Bede,  as  a  carpenter,  rising  ii 
due  time  to  master  carpenter,  becoming  afterwards  foi 
ester,  land-surveyor,  land-agent,  stewai'd  of  estates,  hole 
ing  positions  similar  to  those  which  his  gifted  daughle 
afterwards  assigned  to  Caleb  Garth,  one  of  the  noblci: 
of  her  creations.  Although  Caleb  Garth  was  by  n 
means  intended  for  an  exact  delineation  of  her  fathei 
we  know  that  his  most  prominent  characteristics,  noti 
bly  his  veneration  for  "  business,"  and  his  instinct  t 
perform  all  tasks  thoroughly,  were  marked  traits  < 
Robert  Evans.  It  would  be  difficult,  after  readiii 
Middlcmarch,  for  us  to  think  otherwise  of  him  than  tlia 
like  Caleb, 
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He  thought  very  well  of  all  ranks,  but  would  not 
himself  liave  liked  to  be  of  any  rank  in  which  he  had  noi 
such  close  contact  with  '  business '  as  to  get  often  honora- 
bly decorated  with  marks  of  dust  and  mortar,  the  damp 
of  the  engine,  or  the  sweet  soil  of  the  woods  and  fields. 
Though  he  had  never  regarded  himself  as  other  than  an 
orthodox  Christian,  and  would  argue  on  prevenient  grace 
if  the  subject  were  proposed  to  him,  I  think  his  virtual 
divinities  were  good  practical  scliemes,  accurate  work, 
and  the  faithful  completion  of  undertakings ;  his  prince 
of  darkness  was  a  slack  workman." 

The  mother  of  the  authoress  was  chiefly  noted  for  her 
qualities  as  a  vigorous  and  punctual  housekeeper.  Miss 
Mathilde  Blind  describes  her  as  much  resembling  Mrs. 
Hackit  in  Amos  Barton,  "  a  thin  woman  with  a  chronic 
liver  complaint,  of  indefatigable  industry  and  epigram- 
Diatic  speech  ;  who,  '  in  the  utmost  enjoyment  of  spoiling 
a  friend's  self-satisfaction,  was  never  known  to  spoil  a 
stocking.'  A  notable  housewife,  whose  clock-work  regu- 
larity in  all  domestic  a£fairs  was  such  that  all  her  farm 
'^vork  was  done  by  nine  o'clock  in  the  morning,  when  she 
^'ould  sit  down  to  her  loom." 

Of  the  special  incidents  of  the  childhood  of  Mary  Anne 
Evans  we  know  little ;  but  many  of  the  experiences  of 
Tom  and  Maggie  Tulliver  are  drawn  from  her  own  early 
We,  and  the  sonnets  entitled  Brother  and  Sister  are  still 
niore  "plainly  autobiographical.  Her  early  wanderings 
^ith  her  brother  through  the  lovely  country  scenes  about 
Nuneaton  were  always  cherished  as  among  the  dearest 
Daemories  of  her  life  ;  indeed,  she  tells  us  they 

"  Were  seed  to  all  my  after  good. 

My  infant  gladness  through  eye,  ear,  and  touch, 
Took  easily  as  warmth  a  various  food 
To  nourish  the  sweet  skill  of  loving  much." 

Many  of  the  scenes  witli  wliich  she  then  "bcc^Tcie  iajcrSv 
^  T^ew  reproduced  with  the  most  perfect  f\do\\ty  \\\\\^t 
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novels.  The  Red  Deeps  which  figure  so  prominently  in 
the  Mill  on  the  Floss  were  a  favorite  resort  of  hers  close 
to  her  own  home.  Cheveril  Manor,  so  beautifully 
depicted  in  Mr.  Gilfil's  Love  Story,  was  Arbury  Hall,  the 
seat  of  the  Newdegate  family,  her  father's  early  employ- 
ers. Knebley,  described  in  the  same  story,  was  Astley 
Church.  The  Shepperton  of  Amos  Barton  was  Chilvera 
Coton,  and  Milby,  in  Janet's  Repentance,  was  Nuneaton 
itself. 

When  Miss  Evans  was  fifteen  her  mother  died,  and  the 
family  removed  to  Foleshill,  near  Coventry,  where  she 
remained  until  the  death  of  her  father  in  1849.  Her 
education  had  been  commenced  at  Nuneaton  under  the 
charge  of  Mrs.  Wallingford,  an  excellent  teacher,  to 
whom  she  probably  owed  much  of  her  beauty  of  intonJt- 
tion  in  reading  poetry.  It  was  continued  at  Coventi7> 
where  she  received  instruction  from  Miss  Franklin,  a 
lady  of  whom  she  always  spoke  with  deep  gratitude  and 
respect,  and  from  Mr.  Sheepshanks,  the  head-master  of 
the  grammar-school,  who  taught  her  Greek  and  Latin. 
She  also  received  lessons  in  French,  German,  and  Italian, 
and  acquired  through  her  own  unaided  efforts  a  consid- 
erable knowledge  of  Hebrew,  and  studied  music,  of  which 
she  was  passionately  fond,  with  the  organist  of  a  neigh- 
boring church.  Later  in  life  she  played  well  upon  the 
piano. 

It  is  a  satisfaction  to  be  assured  by  her  biographer 
that  her  education  was  not  merely  an  affair  of  the  brain. 
Ilcr  hands  acquired  skill,  and  she  learned  in  early  life 
the  priceless  art  of  laboring  with  patient  cheerfulness  at 
homely  tasks.     Miss  Blind  tells  us,  that, 

"  For  some  years  after  her  mother's  death,  Miss  Evan8 

and  her  father  remained  alone  together  at  Griff  House. 

He  offered  to  get  a  housekeeper,  as  not  the  house  only, 

but  farm  matters,  had  to  \)G  \ooV^3l  vyi\,^\^^wd  he  was 
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always  tenderly  considerate  of  'the  little  wench/ as  he 
called  her.  But  his  daughter  preferred  taking  the  whole 
management  of  the  place  into  her  own  hands,  and  she 
was  as  conscientious  and  diligent  in  the  discharge  of  her 
domestic  duties  as  in.  the  prosecution  of  the  studies  she 
carried  on  at  the  same  time.  One  of  her  chief  beauties 
was  in  her  large,  finely  shaped,  feminine  hands — hands 
which  she  has,  indeed,  described  as  characteristic  of 
several  of  her  heroines ;  but  she  once  pointed  out  to  a 
friend  at  Foleshill  that  one  of  them  was  broader  across 
than  the  other,  saying,  with  some  pride,  that  it  was  due 
to  the  quantity  of  butter  and  cheese  she  had  made  during 
her  housekeeping  days  at  Grifif." 
Her  appearance  at  this  time  is  thus  described : 
"She  had  a  quantity  of  soft  pale-brown  hair,  worn  in 
ringlets.  Her  head  was  massive,  her  features  powerful 
and  rugged,  her  mouth  large,  but  shapely,  the  jaw  singu- 
larly square  for  a  woman,  yet  having  a  certain  delicacy 
of  outline.  A  neutral  tone  of  coloring  did  not  help  to 
relieve  this  general  heaviness  of  structure,  the  com])lex- 
ion  being  pale,  but  not  fair.  Nevertheless,  the  play  of 
expression  and  the  wonderful  mobility  of  the  mouth, 
^hich  increased  with  age,  gave  a  womanly  softness  to 
the  countenance  in  curious  contrast  with  its  framework. 
Her  eyes,  of  a  gray  blue,  constantly  varying  in  color, 
striking  some  as  intensely  blue,  others  as  of  a  pale, 
hashed  out  gray,  were  small  and  not  beautiful  in  them- 
selves, but,  when  she  grew  animated  in  conversation, 
those  eyes  lit  up  the  whole  face,  seeming  in  a  manner  to 
transfigure  it.  So  much  was  this  the  case  that  a  young 
lady,  who  had  once  enjoyed  an  hour's  conversation  with 
W,  came  away  under  its  spell  with  the  impression  that 
she  was  beautiful,  but  afterward,  on  seeing  George  Eliot 
again  when  she  was  not  talking,  she  could  hardly  believe 
1^  to  be  the  same  person.     The  charm  of  b  ^r  natuvo  di 
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closed  itself  in  her  manner  and  in  her  voice,  the  latter 
recalling  that  of  Dorothea,  in  being  like  the  voice  of  a 
soul  that  has  once  lived  in  an  -^olian  harp.  It  was  low 
and  deep,  vibrating  with  sympathy." 

At  this  period  of  her  life,  she  was  known  among  the 
residents  of  the  vicinity  as  a  quiet  and  retiring  young 
lady  of  unusual  learning,  who  was  also  an  excellent 
housekeeper  for  her  father.  Her  ability  in  conversation 
was  also  recognized^  for,  although  she  did  not  talk  much, 
she  never  failed  to  say  something  woith  hearing  when 
she  spoke,  whether  discussing  profound  topics  of  science 
or  politics,  or  the  simple  affairs  of  her  neighbors,  in  which 
she  took  an  unaffected  interest. 

Among  the  more  intimate  friends  whom  she  made  at 
Coventry  were  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Bray,  of  Rosehill,  and  at 
their  house  she  met  many  distinguished  people,  all  of 
whom  soon  leurned  to  listen  with  attention  and  respect 
when  she  joined  in  Hie  conversation.  Sometimes  it  was 
very  amusing  to  observe  the  astonishment  displayed  by 
authors  and  scientists 'who  met  her  for  the  first  time, 
when  some  incidental  remark  betrayed  her  unexpected 
knowledge  of  profound  subjects.  Upon  one  occasion 
an  eminent  doctor,  venturing  to  quote  Epictetus  in  the 
presence  of  this  pale,  gray-eyed,  pensive  young  lady,  was 
dazed  at  having  her  turn  towards  him  and  promptly, 
£^lt hough  with  the  utmost  modesty  and  politeness,  correct 
him  in  his  Greek. 

It  was  at  Rosehill,  too,  that  she  made  the  acquaintance 
of  Emerson,  of  whose  essays  she  had  been  a  frequent  and 
appreciative  reader.  They  had  talked  together  buL  a 
short  time  when  Emerson  asked  abruptly : 

"  What  one  book  do  you  like  best  ?  " 

"Rousseau's  Confessions,"  she  replied  without  hesita- 
tion. 

^'So  do  I,"  said  he  wittv  a  ^taY\,  ot  i^leased  surprise. 
^^  There  i.s  a  point  of  sympa'AAy  \>eV\Nec;Yv>\^r 
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He  had  the  pleasure  of  visiting  Stratford  in  her  com- 
pany and  that  of  the  Brays,  going,  as  he  said,  "  to  see 
Shakespeare.'*  Later  they  met  again  in  London,  wliero 
she  played  for  him  upon  the  piano,  being  unaware  that 
his  ear  was  what  he  described  as  "  marble  to  such  music." 
The  impression  which  she  retained  of  him  was  in  every 
way  agreeable,  wliile  he  expressed  his  opinion  of  her  to 
Mr.  Charles  Bray  in  these  words  : 

"  That  young  lady  has  a  calm,  serious  soul !  " 

Miss  Evans'  first  literary  work  was  a  translation  of 
Strauss's  Life  of  Jesus,  undertaken  at  the  request  of  Mr. 
Charles  Hennell,  a  brother  of  Mrs.  Bray.  This  work  had 
been  first  entrusted  to  the  lady  to  whom  he  was  engaged. 
She  had  accomplished  about  a  fourth  of  it,  and  now  wished 
to  relinquish  the  task  on  account  of  her  impending  mar- 
riage. Miss  Evans  took  it  up  and  completed  it,  and 
received  for  her  careful  and  accurate  labor  of  three  years 
the  sum  of  twenty  pounds. 

After  the  death  of  her  father  she  went  abroad  with  the 
Brays,  and  remained  for  some  time  at  Geneva  for  pur- 
poses of  study.  On  her  return  to  England  she  removed 
to  London  and  boarded  with  Dr.  Chapman,  the  editor  of 
the  Westminster  Review.  She  assisted  him  for  several 
years  in  the  editorship  of  this  periodical,  although  the 
articles,  always  anonymous,  which  slie  contributed  to  its 
pages  are  not  very  numerous.  The  most  important 
among  them  are  entitled:  "  Woman  in  France — Madame 
De  Sable ; "  "  Evangelical  Teaching,"  "  The  Natural  His- 
tory of  German  Life,"  "German  Wit"  (on  Heine), 
"Worldliness  and  Other  Worldliness  "  (on  Young  and 
Uwper).  Her  literary  work  in  London  brought  her 
into  acquaintance  with  many  eminent  men,  including 
Herbert  Spencer,  always  her  warm  friend,  and  George 
Henry  Lewes,  whom  she  afterwards  married. 

It  was  Mr  Lewes  who  induced  her  to  attempt,  ^fiWoTi^ 
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and  it  was  he  who  sent  her  first  story,  "  The  Sad  For- 
tunes of  the  Rev.  Amos  Barton/*  to  Mr.  Blackwood, 
editor  of  Blackwood's  Magazine,  as  the  work  of  an 
anonymous  friend.  The  editor  at  once  perceived  the 
merit  of  the  tale ;  but  as  it  was  oflFered  as  the  first  of  a 
series,  he  requested  to  see  the  others  before  coming  to  a 
decision.  His  letter  to  Mr.  Lewes  concluded  with  the 
words : 

"  If  the  author  is  a  new  writer,  I  beg  to  congratulate 
him  on  being  worthy  of  the  honors  of  print  and  pay.  I 
shall  be  very  glad  to  hear  from  him  or  you  soon." 

The  first  half  of  the  story  occupied  the  place  of  honor 
in  Blackwood's  Magazine  for  January,  1857,  and  it  was 
concluded  in  tlie  following  number.  By  that  time  "Mr. 
Gilfil's  Love  Story ''  was  completed.  It  had  not  been 
even  begun  when  the  editor  desired  to  see  the  rest  of  the 
series,  and  the  "  Scenes  of  Clerical  Life  "  appeared  regu- 
larly each  month  until  they  concluded  in  the  November 
number  for  the  same  year,  with  "  Janet's  Repentance." 
As  they  proceeded,  Mr.  Blackwood  became  more  and 
more  firmly  convinced  of  the  genius  of  his  new  contribu- 
tor. He  did  not  know  her  sex  or  name,  and  during  the 
earlier  portion  of  their  connection  she  had  not  even 
assumed  a  nom-de-plume. 

In  one  letter,  referring  to  her  first  story,  he  addresses 
her,  for  lack  of  any  more  definite  title,  as  "  My  dear 
Amos." 

"  I  forgot,"  he  writes,  "  whether  I  told  you  or  Lewes 
that  1  had  shown  part  of  the  MS.  to  Thackeray.  He  was 
staying  with  me,  and  having  been  out  at  dinner,  came  in 
about  eleven  o'clock,  when  I  had  just  finished  reading  it. 
I  said  to  him, '  Do  you  know  that  I  think  I  have  hghted 
upon  a  new  author  who  is  uncommonly  like  a  first-class 
passenger.'  I  showed  him  a  page  or  two — I  think  the' 
passage  wliere  the  cura?te  letvxYw^  \\Q\xi^  vv.ud  Milly  is  first 
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ntroduced.  He  would  not  pronounce  whether  it  came  up 
:o  my  ideas,  but  remarked  afterwards  that  he  would  have 
liked  to  read  more,  which  I  thought  a  good  sign." 

Dickens,  less  guarded  in  his  praise,  had  the  perception 
to  discover  the  sex  of  the  new  author,  which  was  then 
much  discussed,  the  prevailing  idea  being  that  she  was  a 
clergyman.  He  wrote  a  letter  which  he  knew  would  be 
read  to  her,  in  which  he  gave  her  the  generous  welcome 
which  he  never  failed  to  bestow  upon  merit,  whether 
known  or  not  yet  known. 

Adam  Bede  was  begun  as  soon  as  the  "  Scenes"  were 
finished,  and  it  was  hailed  by  Mr.  Blackwood  with 
delight. 

"  Tell  George  Eliot,"  he  wrote  to  Mr.  Lewes,  "  that  I 
think  'Adam  Bede'  all  right  —  most  lifelike  and  real. 
I  shall  read  the  MS.  quietly  over  again  before  writing  in 
datail  about  it.  .  .  .  For  the  first  reading  it  did  not  sig- 
nify how  many  things  I  had  to  think  of ;  I  would  have 
hurried  through  it  with  eager  pleasure.  I  write  this  note 
to  allay  all  anxiety  on  the  part  of  George  Eliot  as  to  my 
appreciation  of  the  merits  of  this  most  promising  opening 
of  a  picture  of  life.  In  spite  of  all  injunctions,  I  began 
*Adam  Bede'  in  the  railway,  and  felt  \Qry  savage  when 
the  waning  light  stopped  me  as  we  neared  the  Scottish 
border." 

The  book  was  publislied  in  January,  1859,  the  greater 
part  of  the  second  volume  being  sent  from  Munich,  George 
Eliot  being  in  Germany  at  that  time.  Its  power  was  at 
once  recognized,  and  public  curiosity  about  the  autlior 
grew  more  and  more  intense.  She  had,  in  her  previous 
work,  described  with  close  accuracy  many  of  the  scenes 
around  Nuneaton  and  Coventry ;  moreover,  she  had  not 
contented  herself  with  painting  merely  tlie  background  of 
'her  scenes  from  life,  but,  in  "  Amos  Barton,"  had  chosen 
as  her  theme  a  story  well  known  in  the  ne\g)aboY\\oo^, 
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Amos,  Milly,  and  the  Countess,  under  their  real  names, 
were  a  familiar  tradition  of  the  place,  and  Milly's  grave  is 
still  pointed  out  in  the  quiet  country  churchyard.  These 
portraits  of  places  and  people  were  soon  recognized,  and 
the  only  question  remaining  to  be  solved  was, who  among 
the  residents  of  the  regions  described  was  capable  of 
writing  such  a  story? 

The  popular  voice  soon  fixed  upon  a  gentleman  by  the 
name  of  Liggins,  who  had  once  run  through  a  fortune  at 
Cambridge  and  was  accordingly  considered  a  person  of 
marked  accomplishments.  Mr.  Liggins  at  first  denied 
the  authorship  imputed  to  him,  but  he  was  not  believed, 
and  made  no  very  earnest  endeavors  to  convince  his 
admiring  neighbors  of  tlicir  mistake.  At  last,  indeed,  he 
ceased  altogether  to  make  denials,  aiid  a  claim  was  put 
forward  in  the   Times  in  his  behalf.     It  ran  as  follows: 

"Sir,  —  The  author  of  'Scenes  of  Clerical  Life'  aftd 
'  Adam  Bede,'  is  Mr.  Joseph  Liggins,  of  Nuneaton,  War- 
wickshire. You  may  easily  satisfy  yourself  of  my  cor- 
rectness by  inquiring  of  any  one  in  that  neighborhood. 
Mr.  Liggins  himself  and  the  characters  whom  he  paints 
are  as  familiar  there  as  the  twin  spires  of  Coventry. 
Yours  obediently,  II.  Anders,  Rector  of  Kirkby." 

The  next  day,  appeared  George  Eliot's  reply: 

"Sir,  —  The  Rev.  II.  Anders  has  with  questionable 
delicacy  and  unquestionable  inaccuracy  assured  the  world 
through  your  columns  that  the  author  of  '  Scenes  of  Cleri- 
cal Life '  and  '  Adam  Bede '  is  Mr.  Joseph  Liggins,  of 
Nuneaton.  I  beg  distinctly  to  deny  that  statement.  I 
declare  on  my  honor  tliat  that  gentleman  never  saw  aline 
of  those  works  until  they  were  printed,  nor  had  he  any 
knowledge  of  thom  whatever.  Allow  me  to  ask  whether 
the  act  of  publishing  a  book  deprives  a  man  of  all  claim  ^^ 
the  courtesies  usual  among  ge\\Uc\\\e\\*l  \i  \\cA,.,W\^^\Xkos^ 
to  pry  into  what  is  obviously  meawt  \^>  >a^  >«\>Mc^^^— ^ 
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name — and  to  publish  the  rumors  which  such  prying 
maj  give  rise  to,  seems  to  me  quite  indefensible,  still 
mere  so  to  state  these  rumors  as  ascertained  truths.  I 
am  Sir,  yours,  etc.,  George  Eliot." 

This  very  gentleman-like  letter  carried  conviction  to 
most  minds,  although  there  were  still  a  few  who  con- 
tinued to  place  their  faith  in  Liggins.  Gradually,  how- 
ever, it  came  to  be  known  in  literary  circles,  and  later  to 
the  public,  that  George  Eliot  was  no  other  than  Mrs. 
Lewes,  formerly  Mary  Anne  Evans. 

Most  readers  are  aware  that  the  circumstances  attend- 
ing the  marriage  of  this  gifted  lady  to  Mr.  Lewes  were 
peculiar.  Miss  Evans,  as  I  have  been  told  by  one  of  her 
neighbors,  lived  for  some  years  within  a  short  distance  of 
the  house  of  Mr.  Lewes,  and  was  thus  drawn  into  an 
intimacy  with  his  family.  She  became,  of  necessity,  a 
confidante  of  its  fatal  secret.  His  wife  had  been  false  to 
him.  She  had  left  his  house,  and  had  lived  for  some  time 
in  dishonorable  relations  with  another.  She  had  returned 
to  him  penitent,  as  he  believed ;  he  had  forgiven  her,  and 
she  had  resumed  her  place  at  the  head  of  his  household, 
and  her  duties  as  the  mother  of  his  children.  Durino: 
this  interval,  Miss  Evans  became  warmly  attached  to  the 
children  of  the  house,  who  were  very  young,  and  often 
lieeded  the  tender  care  and  aid  which  mothers  alone 
usually  know  how  to  render,  but  which  in  this  instance 
the  mother  not  unfrequently  left  to  another  to  bestow, 
ilore  than  once,  I  have  been  credibly  assured,  when  their 
mother  was  absent  from  her  home  in  quest  of  pleasure, 
her  duties  were  performed  by  Miss  Evans,  hastily  sum- 
moned for  the  purpose. 

Time  passed.  Late  one  afternoon,  Miss  Evans  was 
sent  for  again,  and,  on  reaching  the  house,  she  learned 
that  Mrs.  Lewes  had  once  more  abandoned  her  l\omci^\\^x 
children,  her  duties^  and  had  rejoined  \\er  ps^v^ixiO'a^. 
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The  household,  as  we  may  readily  conceive,  was  throw: 
into  confusion.  The  husband,  overwhelmed,  was  unabl 
to  lend  his  usual  helping  hand  to  the  indispensable  routine 
and,  in  particular,  there  was  no  one  competent  to  pui 
little  children  to  bed,  and  attend  to  them  during  the  night. 
Miss  Evans,  quite  as  a  matter  of  course,  took  the  place  of 
the  absent  mother,  as  she  had  done  before,  and  remained 
an  inmate  of  the  house  until  the  affairs  of  the  family 
were  again  in  some  orderly  train.  She  continued  to 
watch  over  them,  as  any  affectionate  woman  would  who 
saw  little  children  left  worse  than  motherless. 

These  things  had  their  natural  effect  upon  the  feelings 
of  the  injured  husband.  In  due  time  he  proposed  to  her, 
and  she  accepted  him,  both  assuming  that,  in  so  plain  a 
case,  there  could  be  neither  difficulty  nor  delay  in  com- 
pleting the  requisite  divorce.  The  wife,  who  was  living 
in  open  defiance  of  law,  it  was  well  known  would  offer 
no  opposition  to  the  formal  severance  of  a  tie  already 
rudely  broken  by  her.  Nevertheless,  an  obstacle  arose. 
An  ancient  and  originally  well-meant  provision  of  English 
law  debars  an  injured  husband  from  obtaining  a  divorce 
if  he  has  once  forgiven  an  erring  wife  and  resumed 
cohabitation  with  her. 

The  discovery  of  this  statute  threw  the  parties  con- 
cerned into  painful  embarrassment.  They  thought  at 
first  of  marrying  abroad,  but  no  foreign  marriage  is 
valid  in  England  against  English  law ;  nor  indeed  can  a 
lawful  marriage  be  contracted  in  the  continent  of  Europe 
unless  the  authorities  of  the  country  are  legally  notified 
that  no  obstacle  exists  in  the  laws  of  the  country  to 
which  the  couple  belong.  In  these  circumstances,  Mr. 
Lewes  invited  a  number  of  his  friends  to  his  house,  in 
whose  presence  and  with  whose  sanction  they  contracted 
matrimony,  deeming  it  within  their  right,  both  as  human 
beings  and  as  citizens,  to  dis^re^^^^Si  ^  Va,w  so  manifestlj 
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unjust.  It  may  have  been  an  error  of  judgment  on  their 
part;  biit,  so  far  as  appears,  no  inconveniences  resulted 
from  their  action.  Even  those  who  disapproved  made 
charitable  allowance  for  the  peculiarities  of  the  case,  and 
others  felt  that  what  George  Eliot  deliberately  concluded 
to  be  right  could  not  be  wrong. 

In  Adam  Bede,  her  first  long  novel,  George  Eliot  had 
kft  Warwickshire,  and  souglit  her  scene  in  Derbyshire, 
the  ancient  home  of  her  ancestors.  In  Adam  himself,  as 
in  Caleb  Garth,  she  depicts  some  of  her  father's  traits  of 
character,  while  Dinah  Morris,  though  by  no  means,  as 
has  been  claimed,  an  exact  portrait,  was  undoubtedly 
suggested  by  her  aunt,  Elizabeth  Evans.  This  lady  was 
a  Methodist,  and  had  been  a  preacher ;  she  was  sweet  and 
gentle  in  manner,  and  possessed  the  clear  grey  eyes  and 
pleasant  voice  attributed  by  the  great  novelist  to  Dinah. 
She  used  to  hold  long  conversations  with  her  niece,  aiid 
on  one  occasion  related  how  she  had  converted  a  young 
^oman  who  was  in  prison  for  the  crime  of  child-murder. 
The  woman  was  hardened,  ordinary,  and  uninteresting, 
she  said,  and  she  entered  into  no  details  regarding  the 
matter.  Prom  this  simple  incident  arose  Hetty  and 
Dinah,  and  that  marvelous  scene  in  the  prison.  Other 
portions  of  the  book  have  also  their  foundation  in  life — 
the  death  of  Adam's  father,  for  example — but  in  all  a 
mere  hint  has  sufficed,  and  she  has  not  sought  to  retain 
the  actual  details.  Many  people,  however,  insisted  that 
she  was  much  more  indebted  to  her  aunt  than  this  ;  and, 
of  one  of  their  most  frequent  assertions,  she  writes  to 
W  friend.  Miss  Hennell : 

"How  curious  it  seems  to  me  that  people  should  think 
Dinah's  sermon,  prayers,  and  speeches  were  copied,  when 

they  were  written,  with  hot  tears,  as  they  surged  up  in 

%  own  mind !  " 
Her  next  book^  issued  in  April,  1860,  was  ^^T\i^  ^^ 
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on  the  Floss.'*  It  sustained  the  reputation  which  Adai 
Bede  had  won  for  her,  but  did  not  enhance  it.  The  tit! 
first  given  to  the  work  was  "  Sister  Maggie,"  but  this  wa 
afterwards  discarded  as  not  being  sufficiently  distinctive 
and  the  title  which  it  now  bears  was  suggested  by  th( 
editor  of  Blackwood. 

In  the  description  of  Maggie  Tulliver,  and,  more 
especially,  in  the  awakening  and  development  of  her 
religious  nature,  George  Eliot  spoke  from  the  heart. 
Many  of  Maggie's  struggles,  failures,  and  triumphs  were 
her  own.  It  is  well  known  that,  in  her  early  youth,  she 
was  deeply  religious,  perhaps  even  morbidly  so.  She 
spent  much  of  her  time  in  prayer  and  tears  ;  and  she  did 
not  escape  into  a  healthy  clearness  of  view  until  she  came 
under  the  influence  of  her  friends,  the  Brays.  The 
"Imitation  of  Christ"  of  Thomas  h  Kempis,  which 
plays  so  important  a  part  in  the  novel,  was  one  of  her 
own  favorite  books ;  and  she  has  given  us  few  more 
touching  pictures  than  that  of  poor,  untaught,  passionate 
Maggie  Tulliver  poring  over  the  little  worn  volume  with 
the  faded  pen  marks  running  along  its  leaves,  where  some 
one  else  before  her  had  sought  and  found  comfort ;  she 
now  reading  "  where  the  quiet  hand  pointed." 

"  Silas  Marner,"  which  many  consider  the  most  perfect 
of  all  her  works,  and  the  noblest  of  all  fictions,  came 
after  "  The  Mill  on  the  Floss."  Romola,  that  wonderful 
living  picture  of  ancient  Florence,  followed ;  then,  after 
three  years,  "  Felix  Holt ;  "  then,  after  a  longer  pause  of 
five  years,  "Middlenlarch;"  then  Daniel  Deronda,  her  last 
novel,  and  finally  the  little  volume  of  sketches,  entitled, 
"  Theophrastus  Such."  The  Spanish  Gypsy  and  othei 
poems,  beside  one  or  two  short  stories,  formed  an  inter 
lude  between  the  periods  of  her  more  extended  labors. 

Among  the  few  letters  of  George  Eliot  which  havi 
been  printed  since  her  Ae^W\,  t\\ft\:Q  are  two  or  thre 
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addressed  to  a  German  critic,  Professor  Kaufmann, 
who  had  written,  a  generous  review  of  Daniel  Deronda, 
and  sent  the  authoress  a  copy  of  it.  Her  acknowledg- 
ment of  the  courtesy  led  to  a  correspondence,  which  was 
continued  to  near  the  close  of  her  life.  The  letters  were 
furnished  by  Professor  Kauf  mann  to  an  English  periodical : 

I. 
"The  Priory,  21  North  Bank, May  81,  77. 

"  My  Dear  Sir. — Hardly,  since  I  became  an  author, 
have  I  had  a  deeper  satisfaction,  I  may  say  a  more  heart- 
felt joy,  than  you  have  given  me  in  your  estimate  of 
*  Daniel  Deronda.' 

"  I  must  tell  you  that  it  is  my  rule,  very  strictly  observed, 
not  to  read  the  criticisms  on  my  writings.  For  years  I 
have  found  this  abstinence  necessary  to  preserve  me 
from  that  discouragement  as  an  artist  which  ill-judged 
praise,  no  less  than  ill-judged  blame,  tends  to  produce  in 
me.  For  far  worse  than  any  verdict  as  to  the  proportion 
of  good  and  evil  in  our  work,  is  the  painful  impression 
that  we  write  for  a  public  which  has  no  discernment  of 
good  and  evil. 

"  My  husband  reads  any  notices  of  me  that  comes  before 
him,  and  reports  to  me  (or  else  refrains  from  reporting) 
the  general  character  of  the  notice  or  something  in  par- 
ticular which  strikes  him  as  showing  either  an  excep- 
tional insight  or  an  obtuseness  that  is  gross  enough  to 
be  amusing.  Very  rarely,  when  he  has  read  a  critique  of 
me,  he  has  handed  it  to  me,  saying,  "  You  must  read 
this."  And  your  estimate  of  'Daniel  Deronda'  made  one 
of  these  rare  instances. 

"Certainly,  if  I  had  been  asked  to  choose  what  sliould 
be  written  about  my  book  and  who  should  write  it,  I 
should  have  sketched — well,  not  anything  as  good  «i^  ^ovjl 
have  written,  but  an  articje  ivhicli  must  be  wY\tte\\\i^  ^ 


106  OEOBOE  EUOT. 

Jew  who  showed  not  merely  sympathy  with  the  best 
aspirations  of  his  race,  but  a  remarkable  insight  into  the 
nature  of  art  and  the  processes  of  the  artistic  mind. 
Believe  me,  I  should  not  have  cared  to  devour  even 
ardent  praise  if  it  had  not  come  from  one  who  showed 
the  discriminating  sensibility,  the  perfect  response  to  the 
artist's  intention,  which  must  make  the  fullest,  rarest 
joy  to  one  who  works  from  inward  conviction  and  not  in 

•  compliance  with  current  fashions.  Such  a  response 
holds  for  an  author  not  only  what  is  best  in  "  the  life 
that  now  is,"  but  the  promise  of  "  that  which  is  to  come." 
I  mean  that  the  usual  approximative,  narrow  perception 
of  what  one  has  been  intending  and  professedly  feeling 
in  one's  work,  impresses  one  with  the  sense  that  it  must 
be  poor,  perishable  stuflF,  without  roots  to  take  any  lasting 
hold  in  the  minds  of  men;  while  any  instance  of  com- 
plete comprehension  encourages  me  to  hope  that  the 
creative  prompting  has  foreshadowed,  and  will  continue 
to  satisfy,  a  need  in  other  minds. 

"Excuse  me  that  I  write  but  imperfectly,  and  perhaps 
dimly,  what  I  have  felt  in  reading  your  article.     It  lia 
affected  me  deeply,  and  though  the  prejudice  and  ignc 
rant  obtuscness  which  has  met  my  effort  to  contribut 
something  to  the  ennobling  of  Judaism  in  the  concoptic 
of  the  Christian  community,  and  in  the  consciousness 
the  Jewish  community  has  never  for  a  moment  made  j 
repent  my  choice,  but  rather  has  been  added  proof  to 
that  the  effort  was  needed — vet  I  confess  that  I  had 
unsatisfied  hunger  for  certain  signs  of  sympathetic 
cernment,  which  you  only  have  given.     I  may  mentio 
one  instance  your  clear  perception  of  the  relation  bet^ 
the   presentation   of  the  Jewish   element   and   thog 
English  social  life. 
"J  work  under  the  pressure  of  small  hurries;  f 

are  just  moving  into  the  couutYy  lox  W\^  ^vixcvmer^  a 
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things  are  in  a  vagrant  condition  around  me.      But  I 

wished  not  to  defer  answering  your  letter  to  an  uncertain 

opportunity.     .... 

"  My   husband  has  said  more  than  once  that  he  feels 

grateful  to  you.    For  he  is  more  sensitive  on  my  behalf 

than  on  his  own. 

"Always  yours  faithfully, 

.  Lewes.'* 


"  M.  E.  Lewes.'*     j 


II. 

«  October  12,  77. 

"  My  Dear  Sir, — x  trust  it  will  not  be  otherwise  than 
gratifying  to  you  to  know  that  your  stirring  .article  on 
*  Daniel  Deronda'  is  now  translated  into  English  by  a 
son  of  Professor  Ferrier,  who  was  a  philosophical  writer 
of  considerable  mark.  It  will  be  issued  in  a  handsomer 
form  than  that  of  the  pamphlet,  and  will  appear  within 
tills  autumnal  publishing  season,  Messrs.  Blackwood 
having  already  advertised  it.  Whenever  a  copy  is  ready 
^'0  shall  have  the  pleasure  of  sending  it  to  you.  There 
is  often  something  to  be  borne  with  in  readhig  one's  own 
writing  in  a  translation,  but  I  hope  that  in  this  case  you 
will  not  be  made  to  wince  severely. 

*'ln  waiting  to  send  you  this  news  I  seem  to  have 
deferred  too  long  the  expression  of  my  warm  thanks  for 
your  kindness  in  sending  me  the  Hebrew  translations  of 
l^essing  and  the  collection  of  Hebrew  poems,  a  kindness 
which  I  felt  myself  rather  presumptuous  in  asking  for, 
since  your  time  must  be  filled  with  more  important 
demands.  Yet  I  must  further  beg  you,  when  you  have 
'^^  opportunity,  to  assure  Herr  Bacher  that  I  was  most 
J-'iatefully  touched  by  the  sympathetic  verses  with  which 
he  enriched  the  gift  of  his  work. 

"  I  see  by  your  last  letter  to  my  husband  that  yo\i\! 
Geological  Seniinarjr  was  to  open   on  the  4t\\  oi  ^i\i^a» 


108  GEORGE   ELIOT. 

month,  so  that  this  too  retrospective  letter  of  mine  wil 
reach  you  in  the  midst  of  your  new  duties.  I  trust  tha 
this  new  Institution  will  be  a  great  good  to  professor  an( 
students,  and  that  your  position  is  of  a  kind  that  yoi 
contemplate  as  permanent.  To  teach  the  young  per 
sonally  has  always  seemed  to  me  the  most  satisfactor; 
supplement  to  teaching  the  world  through  books,  and 
have  often  wished  that  I  had  such  a  means  of  havin 
fresh,  living,  spiritual  children  within  sight. 

"  One  can  hardly  turn  one's  thought  toward  Easter: 
Europe  just  now  without  a  mingling  of  pain  and  dread 
but  we  mass  together  distant  scenes  and  events  in  a: 
unreal  way,  and  one  would  like  to  .believe  that  the  presen 
troubles  will  not  at  any  time  press  on  you  in  Hungary  witi 
more  external  misfortune  than  on  us  in  England. 

"  Mr.  Lewes  is  happily  occupied  in  his  psychological 
studies.  We  both  look  forward  to  the  reception  of  the 
work  you  kindly  promised  us,  and  he  begs  me  to  offer 
you  his  best  regards. 

"  Believe  me,  my  dear  sir, 

"  Yours  with  much  esteem, 

'*M.  E.  Lewes." 

Apart  Irom  her  works  George  Eliot  was  little  known 
to  the  public.  She  was  always  in  delicate  health,  and 
led  a  retired  life,  visiting  but  little,  and  caring  nothing 
for  general  society,  although  delighting  to  receive  and 
entertain  her  chosen  friends. 

An  American  lady,  who  enjoyed  the  privilege  of 
attending  one  of  her  receptions,  describes  her  as  the 
most  charming  of  liostesses,  her  conversation  simple  yet 
often  profound,  and  often  "  when  you  least  looked  for  it 
taking  an  odd,  quaint  turn  that  produced  the  effect  oi 
wit."  Not  only  did  she  talk  herself,  but  she  possessed 
/Ae  gift  of  making  others  talk,  and  of  drawing  from  each 
tJje  best  that  was  in  him.    H-Gv:  \o\^^  ^'sva»\i^^w\X&al^and 
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3ininded    the    hearer,  as  before  remarked,  of    Caleb 
rarth's  description  of  Dorothea  Brooke: 

^*  Slie  speaks  in  such  plain  words,  and  a  voice  like 
>iisic.  Bless  me,  it  reminds  me  of  bits  in  the  '  Messiali!' 
— '  and  straightway  there  appeared  a  multitude  of  the 
eavenly  host,  praising  God  and  saying ; '  it  has  a  tone 
rith  it  which  satisfies  your  ear." 

George  Eliot's  features,  as  is  well  known,  remained  to 

lie  last  imposing  rather  than  pleasing,  bearing  a  striking 

'esemblance  to  those  of  Savonarola.     But  she  retained 

iier  abundant  hair,  and  her  clear,  expressive  grey  eyes, 

and  her  face  continued  to  lighten  up  so  beautifully  when 

she  smiled  or  became  interested,  that  no  one  who  knew 

her  well  could  think  of  her  as  plain.     Iler  head,  although 

very  massive,  did  seem  out  of  proportion  to  her  small 

and  fragile  figure.     Slie  wore,  as  her  American  visitor 

reports,  a  high-bodied  black  velvet  dress,  with  rich  lace 

III  the  neck  and  sleeves.     At  her  throat  was  a  fine  cameo 

set  ill  pearls.     Her  hair  was  brought  low  upon  her  fore- 

liead  and  around  her  ears,  and  coiled  at  the  back  ;  and  a 

square  of  lace,  matching  that  in  her  dress,  was  pinned 

lightly  upon  the  top  of  her  head. 

Her  reception  room  was  both  home-like  and  elegant. 
f^ver  tlie  piano  hung  a  fine  engraving  of  Guide's  Aurora, 
^valor-color  paintings  of  bright  flowers  adorned  the 
^wiers  of  the  wall,  and  small  tables  standing  upon  soft 
Persian  rugs  supported  vases  filled  with  flowers,  easel 
pictures,  and  small  casts  of  antique  statues.  Books 
^'er3  everywhere. 

This  is  surely  a  pleasant  picture  of  her  winter  home. 
^er  summers  were  passed  sometimes  in  visiting  the  con- 
tiuout,  and  later  at  Witley,  among  the  lovely  hills  of 
Surrey. 

Her  married  life  was  one  of  great  happme«>».    IW.^'^ 
^liud  tells  vs  thai;  ''it  seemed  to  those  v^Yvo  s>aN<j  Wvc.\si 
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:  their  union  that  they  could  never  be  apart.     Eacl 
ned  to  gain  strength  by  contact  with  the  other.     Mr 
ves'  mercurial   disposition  now   assumed  a  stability 
iatly  enhancing  his  brilliant  talents,  and  for  the  fir&.  ^ 
ne  facilitating  that  concentration  of  intellect  so  nece^^ 
.ry   for  the  production   of  really  lasting    philosophic^ 
ork.     On  the  other  hand,  George  Eliot's  still  dormatzra^ 
acuities  were  roused  and  stimulated  to  the  utmost  by  tL^e 
.nan  to  whom  this  union  with  her  formed  the  most  meH^-o 
rable  year  of  his  life.     By  his  enthusiastic  belief  in  li-e;r 
he  gave   her  the  only  thing   she  wanted — a  thorough 
belief  in  herself.     Indeed,  he  was  more  than  a  husbaad; 
he  was,  as  an  intimate  friend  once  pithily  remarked,  a 
very  mother  to  her.     Tenderly  watching  over  her  delicate 
health,  cheering  the  grave  tenor  of  her  thoughts  by  his 
inexhaustible  buoyancy,  jealously  shielding  her  from, every 
adverse  breath  of  criticism,  Mr.  Lewes  in  a  manner  cre- 
ated the  spiritual  atmosphere  in  which  George  Eliot  could 
best  put  forth  all  the  flowers  and  fruits  of  her  genius." 

He  died  in  1878.  Among  the  many  letters  of  sympathy 
which  she  received  after  her  loss,  was  one  from  Professor 
Kaufmann,  her  reply  to  which  Las  been  published  sine© 
her  death. 

"  My  dear   Sir,"    she  writes,   "  your  kind  letter  ha^ 
touched  me  very  deeply.     I  confess  that  my  mind  ha' 
more  than  once  gone  out  to  you  as  one  from  whom 
should  like  to  have  some  sign  of  sympathy  with  my  los 
But  you  were  rightly  inspired  in  waiting  until  now,  i 
during  many  weeks  I  was  unable  even  to  listen  to  ' 
letters  which  my  generous  friends  were  continually  se 
ing  me.     Now,  at  last,  I  am  eagerly  interested  in  e^ 
comm[unication  that  springs  out  of  an  acquaintance 
my  husband  and  his  works. 

^^I  thank  you  for  telling  me   about  the  Hung 
--^of /on  of  his  '  History  ol  'P\\y\o«»o^\v'3  ^  \i\i\.^\v«.t 


GEORGE   ELIOT.  Ill 

I  not  have  given  if  the  volumes  could  have  come  a  few 

davs  before  his  death ;  for  his  mind  was  perfectly  clear, 
and  he  would  have  felt  some  joy  in  that  sign  of  his  work 
being  effective.  I  do  not  know  whether  you  enter  into 
the  comfort  I  feel  that  he  never  knew  he  was  dying,  and 
fell  gently  asleep  after  ten  days  of  illness,  in  which  the 
8ufferiDg  was  comparatively  mild. 

"One  of  the  last  things  he  did  at  his  desk  was  to 
despatch  a  manuscript  of  mine  to  the  publishers.  The 
book  (not  a  story  and  not  bulky)  is  to  appear  near  the 
end  of  May,  and  as  it  contains  some  words  I  wanted  to 
8ay  about  the  Jews,  I  will -order  a  copy  to  be  sent  to  you. 

"  1  hope  that  your  labors  have  gone  on  uninterruptedly 
for  the  benefit  of  others,  in  spite  of  public  troubles.  The 
aspect  of  affairs  with  us  is  grievous  —  industry  languish- 
ing aad  the  best  part  of  our  nation  indignant  at  our 
having  been  betrayed  into  an  unjustifiable  war  (in  South 
Africa). 

"I  have  been  occupied  in  editing  my  husband's  MSS., 
so  far  as  they. are  left  in  sufficient  completeness  ^o  be 
prepared  for  publication  without  the  obtrusion  of  aliothcr 
fliind  instead  of  his.  A  brief  volume  on  'The  Study 
ef  Psychology '  will  appear  immediately,  and  a  further 
Volume  of  psychological  studies  will  follow  in  the  autumn. 
8ut  his  work  was  cut  short  while  he  still  thought  of  it  as 
the  happy  occupation  of  far-reaching  months.  Once  more 
^^t  me  thank  you  for  remembering  me  in  my  sorrow,  and 
believe  me, 

^'  Yours  with  high  regard, 

"M.  E.  Lewes." 

In  1880,  George  Eliot  again  married,  becoming  the 
^e  of  Mr.  John  Walter  Cross,  long  the  friend  of  herself 
*nd  her  husband.  Her  second  union  gave  every  promise 
^f  happiness,  and  a  wedding  tour  in  Italy  appeateA.  to 
^^^^^  her  health,  which  had  been  drooping  Bm^Q  ^iXv^ 
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death  of  Mr.  Lewes.  But  the  winter  which  followed  her 
return  to  England  was  unusually  rigorous,  and  she  w^s 
unable  to  bear  its  severity.  She  died  only  two  weefcs 
after  removing  to  her  new  home  at  Cheyne  Walk,  Chelsei^* 

She  lies  buried  in  Highgate. Cemetery,  beside  the  grave 
of  George  Henry  Lewes.     Her  funeral  took  place  on     a 
day  of  mist  and  rain;  yet,  in  addition  to  the  numeroi^s 
friends,  distinguished,  most  of  them,  in  science,  art,  or 
philanthropy,   who    came  to   do  her  honor,   there  w^^s 
gathered  a  crowd,  quiet,  orderly,  and  sorrowful,  of  peopT^? 
friends  also,  who  had  never  known  her  face  or  voice.    A-H 
stood  silent  while  the  Unitarian,  service  was  concluded  toy 
her  grave ;  then  they  slowly  dispersed,  each   pausing      ^ 
moment  to   look  down    upon   the   coffin  covered  wi'tl"^ 
flowers. 

If  George  Eliot's  work  in  literature  is  of  the  highest, 
so,  too,  is  her  place  as  a  friend  and  helper  among  mc^n* 
No  one  reading  her  works  can  think  of  her  as  an  artist 
merely,  high  and  honorable  although  that  title  is.  Sh^ 
is  much  more;  she  is  that  which  she  longed  to  be  wlicii 
she  wfote  the  aspiration  that  closes  her  volume  ol 
poems : 

*^0  may  I  join  the  choir  invisible 
Of  those  immortal  dead  who  live  again 
In  minds  made  better  by  their  presence ;  live 
In  pulses  stirred  to  generosity, 
In  deeds  of  daring  rectitude,  in  scorn 
For  miserable  aims  that  end  with  self, 
In  thoughts  sublime  that  pierc(5  the  night  like  stars, 
And  with  their  mild  persistence  urge  man's  search 
To  vaster  issues." 
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VIII. 

THE  PRINCESS  LOUISB. 

THIS  lady,  who  has  been  for  some  years  past  our 
neighbor   and  our  occasional   visitor,  always   wel- 
come, is  the  sixth  child  of  the  Queen  of  England.     If 
any  suppose  that  people  who  inhabit  royal  palaces  are 
exempt  either  from  the  sorrows  or  from  the  apprehen- 
sions of  the  human  lot,  they  have  but  to  turn  to  the 
letters  of  Prince  Albert  in  which   the  Prince  mentions 
the  birth  of  this  daughter,  to  discover  their  mistake.     It 
was  in  1848,  the  year  of  revolution  in  Europe,  when 
Louis  Philippe  of  Prance  fled  across  the  sea,  and  every 
throne  on  the   continent   seemed  tottering  to  its   fail. 
There  was  panic,  in  every  royal  abode.     At  Buckingham 
Palace,  where  the  Queen  of  England  was  then  expecting 
the  birth  of  her  child,  if  there  was  less  alarm,  there  was 
not  less  grief  for  the  troubles  and  perils  of  near  and  dear 
relations.      In   the   midst   of    the   political    convulsion, 
Prince  Albei-t  received  the  news  of  the   death   of  his 
grandmother,  and  he  wrote  of  this  sad  event  quite  in  the 
human  style,  as  though  he  were  no  Prince  at  all. 

"  Alas ! "  said  he,  "  the  news  you  sent  were  heavy  news 
indeed.  The  dear,  good  grandmamma !  She  was  an  angel 
upon  earth,  and  to  us  ever  so  good  and  loving.  What 
dismal  times  are  these !  I  cannot  give  full  way  to  my 
own  grief,  harrassed  as  we  both  are  with  the  terrible 
present.  Augustus,  Cldmentine  Nemours,  and  the  Duch- 
ess of  Montpensier  have  come  to  us,  one  by  one,  like 
People  shipwrecked ;  Victorie,  Alexander,  the  King,  the 
Queen,  are  still  tossing  upon  the  waves,  or  have  drifted 
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to  Other  shores ;  we  know  nothing  of  them.  France  is  in 
flames;  Celgiom  is  menaced.  We  have  a  ministerial, 
mone}'.  and  tax  crisis;  and  Victoria  is  on  the  point  of 
lieini?  coiifiiie<L     ilv  heart  is  heavy." 

Tliese  words  were  written  Febmarr  29,  1848.  Oiie 
after  anotlier,  the  French  princes  and  ministers  came 
straj^gling  in  from  frantic  France  to  steadv-going  Eng- 
land, finding  refuge  in  her  rojal  palaces.  In  a  few  days 
the  Prince  wrote  joyfull/  to  his  staunch  and  able  friend, 
Baron  Stockmar: 

**I  have  good  news  for  you  to-day.  Victoria  was 
safely  deliyered  this  morning,  and,  though  it  be  a 
daughter,  still  my  joy  and  gratitude  are  very  great,  as  I 
was  often  full  of  misgiving  because  of  the  many  moral 
shocks  which  have  crowded  upon  Victoria  of  late.  V. 
and  the  ba])y  arc  perfectly  well." 

Thus,  the  Princess  was  born  in  the  midst  of  the  storm 
that  s\vo])t  over  the  world  in  March,  1848.  The  tempest 
was  of  such  a  nature  that  no  precautions  could  prevent 
the  thunder  of  it  penetrating  the  apartments  of  the 
Queen.  Slie  was  able,  nevertheless,  to  preserve  her 
tranquility  through  it  all. 

"  From  the  first,"  she  wrote  to  King  Leopold,  as  sooii 
as  she  held  a  pen,  "I  heard  all  that  passed;  and  my 
only  thoughts  and  talk  were  politics.  But  I  never  was 
calmer,  and  quieter,  or  less  nervous.  Great  events  make 
nic  calm  ;  it  is  only  trifles  that  irritate  my  nerves." 

A  few  weeks  later,  while  public  affairs  were  still 
strinircnt  and  alarming,  the  child  was  baptized  in  the 
chapel  of  Buckingham  Palace,  when  she  received  the 
names  of  Louise  Caroline  Alberta.  For  this  interesting 
occasi(m  Prince  Albert  adapted  the  music  of  a  chorale 
which  he  had  composed  some  years  before.  It  was 
porlormcd  at  the  christening,  and  has  since  become  » 
popular  tune  iJi  England  wwdoi:  W\^  wvvxxva  of  Gotha,    I 
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was  about  this  time  that  Prince  Albert  made  his  first 
public  address  in  England,  which  was  •  well  received  by 
the  people,  and  caused  him  to  write  with  exultation  that 
"  monarchy  never  stood  higher  in  England  than  it  does 
at  the  present  moment." 

The  life  of  a  Princess,  viewed  from  the  exterior,  is  but 
a  series  of  pageants,  of  which  in  this  country  it  is  impossi- 
ble to  tell  the  significance,  and  therefore  they  need  not 
occupy  us.     The  Princess  Louise  shares  to  the  full  that 
temperament   of    the   artist,   that  taste  for  everything 
beautiful  and  high,  which  characterizes  several  of  Prince 
Albert's  children.     Her  talents  were  cultivated  under  the 
best  influences  and  appliances.     At  the  age  of  twenty- 
three  years  she  departed  from  the  usage  of  royal  families 
in  marrying  the  Marquis  of  Lome,  the   eldest  son  and 
heir  of  the  Duke  of  Argyle,  the  author  of  the  "  Reign  of 
Law,"  and  of  other  works  that  hover  along  the  verge  of 
heterodoxy.      In  1878,  the  late  Lord  Beaconsfield,  who 
knew  so  well  how  to  pay  court  to  the  royal  family,  named 
Lord  Lome  Governor-General  of  the  Dominion  of  Canada, 
to  succeed   Lord   Dufferin,  the  most  gifted  person  who 
ever  held  the  office.     It  was  a  severe  test  to  a  young  man 
of  twenty-three,  though  invested  with  the  prestige  of  a 
royal  alliance.      It   will   probably  be  found   when   the 
account  comes  to  be  made  up,  that  the  young  Governor, 
by  his  extensive  tours  in  the  remote  parts  of  the  Domin- 
ion, has  done  as  much  to  make  Canada  known,  and  to 
attract  emigration,  as  the  brilliant  and  humorous  speeches 
of  his  more  experienced  predecessor. 

Certainly,  our  friends,  the  people  of  Canada,  have  been 
Very  happy  of  late  in  seeing  the  Marquis  of  Lome  and 
the  Princess  Louise  the  occupants  of  their  Governor- 
General's  mansion.  The  British  empire  in  general  gets  a 
great  deal  of  comfort  and  exhilaration  from  its  royal 
family,  and  no  portion  of   the  empire  mor^    n^^^ycX^ 
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cherishes    the    sentiment  of   loyalty  than   the  distant 
colonies. 

Wo  can  observe  this  by  just  stepping  across  the  border 
line  between  Canada  and  the  United  States.     Recently,  I 
spent  a  day  or  two  at  Calais,  in  Maine,  wliicli  is  separated 
from  St.  Stephens,  in  New  Brunswick,  by  the  river  St. 
Croix,  a  stream  so  narrow  that  it  is  crossed  by  a  covered 
wooden  bridge.      The  two  towns  are  not  more  than  a 
hundred  yards  apart.     People  cross  and  recross  as  freely 
as  they  go  from  one  streqt  to  another  of  their  own  town. 
Calais  ladies  who  want  a  pair  of  kid  gloves  step  over  to 
New  Brunswick  and  buy  them  ;  and  St.  Stephens  ladies 
in  quest  of  a  patent  nutmeg-grater  cross  to  the  United 
States  and  supply  their  want.     Between  the  inhabitants 
of  the  two  places  there  is  the  most  perfect  friendliness  of 
feeling.      They   intermarry ;    they  become    partners  iu 
business  ;  they  go  to  one  another's  parties,  lectures,  con- 
certs, churches  ;  in  short,  they  mingle  in  every  way,  and 
co-operate  in  everything — exce[)t  one  ! 

The  exception,  is  politics.  Over  Calais  wave  the  stars 
and  stripes  ;  over  St.  Stephens  "  the  meteor  flag  of  Eng- 
land." At  Calais — town  meetings,  republican  rallies, 
democratic  caucuses,  the  Maine  Law,  Fourth  of  July,  and 
Hurrah  for  Blaine.  At  St.  Stephens — our  gracious  queen, 
gossip  of  changes  in  the  dominion  ministry,  and  portraits 
of  the  Marquis  of  Lome  and  the  Princess  Louise.  Itislike 
two  people  sitting  side  by  side  with  their  hands  almost 
touching ;  but,  near  as  those  hands  are,  each  draws  its 
life  blood  from  another  heart,  and  its  nervous  force  from 
another  brain. 

Some  of  the  polite  inhabitants  of  St.  Stephens  have  a 

"Peerage"  upon  their  tables;    wliilc  two-thirds  of  the 

people  of  Calais  scarcely  have  an  idea  what  a  Peerage  is. 

A    little    information,  therefore,   concerning    the    new 

Crorc27ior-General  may  not  \i^  uiv"auQ.Q.^^^.^ii^^  ^\\  o^ir  side  ol 
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lie  river.  Lord  Duflferin,  in  speaking  ot  his  successor, 
aid  that  the  Marquis  of  Lome  "  came  of  good  Whig 
tock,"  or,  in  other  words,  of  a  family  whose  historical 
mportance  was  founded  upon  "the  sacrifices  they  had 
aade  in  the  cause  of  constitutional  liberty." 

"  When  a  couple  of  a  man's  ancestors,"  added  Lord 
L)ufferin,  "have  perished  on  the  scaffold  as  martyrs  to 
the  cause  of  political  and  religious  freedom,  you  may  be 
sure  there  is  little  likelihood  of  this  descendant  seeking 
to  encroach  upon  the  privileges  of  Parliament,  or  the 
independence  of  the  people." 

Lord  Dufferin  referred  in  this  passage,  first,  to  the  Earl 
of  Argyll,  executed  in  1660,  for  the  firmness  with  which 
he  maintained  the  independence  of  the  Scottish  Presby- 
terian Church.  It  was  he  who  said,  as  he  laid  his  head 
upon  the  block  : 

"  I  could  die  like  a  Roman,  but  choose  rather  to  die  as 
a  Christian." 

The  son  of  this  nobleman,  another  Earl  of  Argyll,  lost 
his  head  a  few  years  after,  in  the  reign  of  James  IL 
Being  called  upon  to  take  what  was  called  the  test  oath 
of  1661,  he  refused  on  two  grounds:  first,  that  the  oatli 
Was  inconsistent  with  itself;  and,  secondly,  that  it  was 
inconsistent  with  the  Protestant  religion.  Upon  this  he 
Was  convicted  of  high  treason,  sentenced  to  death,  his 
^states  confiscated,  and  his  arms  torn  down.  He  escaped 
into  Holland;  whence  returning,  after  the  death  of 
Charles  the  Second,  he  joined  the  Duke  of  Monmouth  in 
Ills  rebellion,  and  soon  shared  the  misfortunes  of  that 
^competent  leader.  Argyll  being  taken  prisoner,  was 
Executed  upon  his  former  sentence,  and  met  his  death 
^ith  fortitude. 

The  family  from  which  the  Marquis  of  Lome  descends 
A  one  of  the  most  ancient  in  Europe ;  it  may  even  be 
^  most  ancient ;  lor  there  is  some  reason  to  tYiiiilk  >^\^^ 
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while  the  Romans  possessed  Britain  one  of  his  ancestors 
was  already  chief  of  a  Scottish  clan,  afterwards  known 
as  the  Clan  Campbell.     From  about  the  year  1250  the 
history  of  the  family  is  recorded  and  traceable  ;  the  pres- 
ent Duke  of  Argyll,  father  of  the   Marquis  of    Lome, 
being  the    twenty-first  lineal    inheritor  of    the   family 
honors.     Two  centuries  before  the  discovery  of  America 
the  head  of  the  Campbells  fought  for  Robert  Bruce  ;  and 
one  of  his  sons  appears  to  have  founded  a  line  from  which 
sprang  Duncan,  King  of  Scotland,  who  was  murdered  by 
Macbeth.     About  the  year  13C0  the  chief  of  the  Camp- 
bells married  Marguerite,  daughter  of  the  King  of  Scot- 
land.    Two   centuries  later,   Colin  V,   the  first  of   the 
Campbells  who  was  called   Count  of    Argyll,  married 
Isabelle  Stuart,  another  princess  of  the  blood  royal.     The 
present  Marquis  of  Lome,  therefore,  is  the  third  of  his 
family  who  has  married  a  princess  of  royal  lineage. 

During  many  ages  the  chief  of  a  Scottish  clan  was  little 
•  more  than  tlie  head  of  a  numerous  band  of  robbers,  who 
lived  in  rude,  precarious  abundance,  in  habitations  which 
had  no  other  desirable  quality  but  that  of  strength  to 
repel  attacks.  His  landed  possessions  were  extensive, 
but  Httle  productive,  until  better  modes  of  culture  and 
the  working  of  mines  and  quarries  enabled  the  lands  to 
support  a  more  numerous  population.  The  present  Duke 
of  Argyll  is  one  of  the  few  great  landowners  of  his  coun- 
try. He  has,  it  is  said,  an  estate  so  extensive  that  he 
can  ride  thirty  miles  in  a  straight  line  without  going  off; 
his  own  land.  This  seems  highly  absurd ;  and  it  is 
reasonable  to  think  that,  in  the  course  of  another  cen- 
tury or  so,  social  science  will  have  devised  some  agreea- 
ble and  just  mode  of  relieving  the  family  of  a  part  of 
this  burden. 

During  the  last  two  or  three  generations  the  Dukes  of 
Argyll,  though  descended  itoml\\\^  loug  line  of  mail-da' 
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chiefs,  men  of  the  spear  and  the  battle-axe,  have  been 

noted  for  literary  tastes,  a  love  of  science,  and  a  devotion 

to  the  general  intellectual  interests  of  their  country.    A 

Duke  of  Argyll  of  the  last  century  collected  one  of.  the 

best  private  libraries  in  Europe.     The  present  Duke,  as 

just  remarked,  has   written  a  work  of  much  celebrity 

called,  "  The  Reign  of  Law."     He  has  written  also  an 

essay  upon  the  ecclesiastical  history  of   Scotland  from 

the  time  of  John  Knox.     His  eldest   son,  tlie  Marquis 

of  Lome,  is  the  author  of  a  small  book  of  travels,  called 

'^  A  Trip  to  the  Tropics  and  Home  through  America." 

lie  also  gave  the  world,  a  year  or  two  since,  a  book  of 

poems,  which  I  should  judge,  from  the  extracts  published 

in  the   English   papers,  to  be  of   a  mild  and  harmless 

quality,  not  exactly   what    we    should   expect   from    a 

descendant  of  the  Scottish  Chiefs. 

The  reader,  perhaps,  may  like  to  know  the  name  of  the 
Governor-General.     He  is  well  supplied  with  the  article 
of  name.      It  is  John  George  Edward  Henry  Douglas 
Sutherland   Campbell,  Marquis  of   Lome.      He  is   now 
thirty-eight  years  of  age.     He  has  served*  in  the  House 
of  Commons,  and  as  private  secretary  to  his  father,  when 
his  father  was  in  the  ministry,     hi  1871  lie  married  the 
Princess  Louise,  a  princess  of  whom  such  good  things 
are  spoken  that,  doubtless,  she  would  have  been  beloved 
if  she   had  not   been   a   princess.     Lord   Dufferin,  who 
be^'an  his  public  life  as  Lord-in-waiting  to  Queen  Victoria./ 
an  office    which   brought  him   into  familiar  intercourse 
^ith  the  Queen  and  her  children,  pronounced   a   noble 
eulogium   upon   her,  on  taking  leave  of  the   people   of 
-  Canada.     He  spoke  of  her  "  artistic  genius,"  of  her  devo- 
tion to  good  objects,  of  her  ready  sympathy  with  the  poor 
^tid  lowly.     He  described  her  as  being  not  only  a  princess 
of  what  he  called  "  majestic  lineage,"  but  a  good  aud  tvoVil^ 
^oman,  in  whom  the  humblest  settler  in  Canada  >nq\A^ 

Sad  an  JBteUigent  and  sympathetic  friend- 
s 
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"  She  will  soon  be  among  you,"  said  he,  "  taking  all 
hearts  by  storm  by  the  grace,  the  suavity,  the  sweet  sim- 
plicity of  her  manners,  life,  and  conversation.  Gentle- 
men, if  ever  there  wa«  a  lady  who  in  her  earliest  youth 
had  formed  a  high  ideal  of  what  a  noble  life  should  be— 
if  ever  there  was  a  human  being  who  tried  to  make  the 
most  of  the  opportunities  within  her  reach,  and  to  create 
for  herself,  in  spite  of  every  possible  trammel  and  impedi- 
ment, a  useful  career  and  occasions  of  benefiting  her 
fellow-creatures,  it  is  the  Princess  Louise,  whose  unpre- 
tending exertions  in  a  hundred  different  directions  to  b'e 
of  service  to  her  country  and  generation  have  already 
won  for  her  an  extraordinary  amount  of  popularity  at 
home." 

The  people  of  Canada  are  to  be  congratulated  upon 
having  at  the  head  of  their  government  two  individuals ; 
who  are  exempt  from  the  harsh  criticism  to  which  pa^ 
tisan  strife  usually  subjects  party  leaders.  This,  indeed, 
is  one  of  the  excellent  points  of  their  system ;  the  head 
of  the  government  being  removed  from  party  contests, 
not  affected  ty  party  changes,  not  liable  to  party  animosi- 
ties, a  center  to  which  all  eyes  are  directed  with  fond- 
ness and  pride.  The  republicans  of  the  future  will  proba- 
bly have  this  advantage,  without  the  inconvenieneefl 
attached  to  hereditary  rank.  The  French  Republic  enjoys 
it,  in  some  degree,  at  the  present  moment,  since  tha 
president  governs  through  ministers,  who  go  out  of  office 
when  they  cannot  command  a  majority  of  the  natioiu 
legislature.  Thus  there  is  a  happy  blending  of  the  fix( 
and  the  cliangeable ;  of  the  useful  and  the  »ornamentali 
of  the  conservative  and  the  progressive. 

It  is  not  improbable  that  we  may  have  something 
the  kind  in  due  time ;  a  president  elected  for  a  somewhi 
longer  term  than  at  present,  not  eligible  for  a  sec( 
terniy  and  governing  t\\TO\x^\  xcCvcySsXav^  sitting  in 
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House  of  Representatives.  The  president  could  then  be 
something  more  of  an  ornamental  person  than  he  now  is, 
and  be  free  from  the  excessive  toils  of  administration. 
I  am  glad  we  have  the  Dominion  of  Canada  for  a  neigh- 
bor, that  each  country  may,  now  and  then,  get  a  valuable 
notion  from  the  other* 


IX. 

FANNY  MENDELSSOHN. 

WOMEN  occupy  themselves  so  much  with  music, 
that  it  is  surprising  so  few  of  them  compose  it 
In  some  branches  of  the  fine  arts  women  have  won  the 
first  rank  ;  in  others,  high  rank  ;  but  the  sex  has  not  yet 
furnished  one  composer  of  music  who  can  be  named  with 
the  great  masters,  nor  with  any  masters.     The  career  of 
Fanny  Mendelssohn  may  throw  some  light  upon  the  reason 
why  this  is  so.     She  had  the  requisite  genius ;  she  was 
nurtured  in  the  atmosphere  of  music ;  she  was  trained  in 
her  art  to  a  certain  point;  she  gave  more  than  promise 
of  original  power.     But  she  was  a  woman,  and  the  tradi-j 
tions  of  all  the  past  ages,  speaking  to  her  with  the  voiced 
of  her  father,  said:   Thus  far^  and  no  farther!     Living 
when  she  did,  and  where  she  did",  her  cheerful  obedience 
was  wise. 

She  was  the  child  of  a  gifted  and  noble  race.    H 
grandfather,  Moses  Mendelssohn  Bartholdy,  once  said : 

"  Formerly,  I  was  the  son  of  my  father ;  now,  I  am  tb 
father  of  my  son." 

That  father  of  whom  he  spoke,  was  the  famous  Jewi 
philosopher,  Moses  Mendelssohn ;  his  son  was  the  g 
composer,  Felix  Mendelssohn  Bartholdy.     The  family  (i 
which  these  two  men  were  the  public  representatives,  was 
most  remarkable  one,  for  there  was  not  a  member  of 
who  was  not  endowed  in  an  unusual  degree  with  inte 
^ence  and  talent.     These  hereditary  powers,  combr 
with  a  family  afTection  bcautviul  to  witness,  reached  i 
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!St  development  in  the  four  children  of  Abraham 
elssohn  Bartholdy — ^Pauny,  Felix,  Rebecca,  and 
-the  most  brilliant  of  whom  were  the  eldest 
iter  Fanny,  and  her  renowned  brother  Felix, 
my  Mendelssohn  was  born  at  Hamburg,  Nov.  14, 
in  a  pretty,  irregular  little  cottage,  called  Martin's 
the  balcony  of  which  commanded  a  view  of  the 
Elbe.  Her  father,  in  writing  to  announce  the  birth 
Madame  Salomon,  his  mother-in-law,  mentions  a 
isly  prophetic  remark  of  his  wife's  concerning  her 
orn,  then  but  a  few  days  old : 
3ah  says  that  the  child  has  Bach-fugue  fingers." 
m  her  earliest  years  the  little  girl  showed  the  same 
lous  musical  talent  as  her  brother  Felix,  who  was 
n  1809.  The  two  were  educated  together,  receiving 
est  instruction  obtainable,  and  displaying  equal 
de  and  application.  Both  began  to  compose  at  a 
arly  age,  and  both  displayed  extraordinary  memory. 
,  when  only  thirteen,  learnt  twenty-four  of  Bach's 
es,  and  played  them  without  notes  as  a  surprise  for 
Lher.  At  fifteen,  while  she  was  away  from  home, 
nt  him  in  a  letter  a  number  of  songs  of  her  own 
sition. 

icy- went  over  your  Romances  yesterday  at  Viry," 
)te  to  her,  "  and  you  will  be  glad  to  hear  that  Fanny 
iani  sang  '  Les  Soins  de  men  Troupeau,'  very  nicely 
>rrcctly,  and  likes  them  much.  I  confess  that  I 
that  song  to  all  the  others — so  far  as  I  can  judge 
tn,  for  they  were  only  very  imperfectly  performed, 
right,  and  has  an  easy,  natural  flow,  which  most  of 
lers  have  not ;  some  of  them  are  too  ambitious  for 
rds.  But  that  one  song  I  like  so  much  that  since 
lay  I  have  often  sung  it  to  myself,  whilst  I  remem* 
thing  of  the  others,  and  I  think  facility  owe  oi  l\v^ 
mportoDt  qualities  of  a  song.     At  tho  samci  Wrcka, 
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it  is  far  from  trivial,  and  the  passage  *  si  j'ai  trouv6  po 
eux  une  foiitaino  claire '  is  even  very  felicitous ;  only 
appears  to  me  to  give  too  decided  an  end  to  the  Un 
immediately  following  the  words  *  s'ils  sont  heureux/ 
strongly  advise  you  to  keep  as  much  as  possible  to  tl 
lightness  and  naturalness  in  your  future  compositions/' 

It  is  a  curious  fact  that  the  author  of  this  card 
criticism  (he  was  a  man  of  business)  had  no  technic 
knowledge  of  music,  yet  his  e^ir  was  so  exquisite  and  1 
taste  so  perfect,  that  his  children,  including  Felix  wh 
at  the  height  of  his  fame,  always  considered  him  as  t 
highest  authority  upon  their  compositions. 

Fanny's  music,  while  she  was  yet  a  child,  earned  h 
two  triumphs,  of  which  she  fully  appreciated  the  valu 
Felix,  when  eleven  years  of  age,  spent  some  time 
Weimar,  where  he  was  constantly  in  the  society  of  Goetli 
who  became  very  fond  of  him,  and  listened  every  day ' 
his  playing.  Sometimes  he  improvised,  or  played  cor 
positions  of  his  own  or  Fanny's.  In  a  letter  to  tl 
family  he  says,  after  relating  various  bits  of  news : 

"  Now  something  for  you,  my  dear  cqughing  Fannj 
Yesterday  morning  I  took  your  songs  to  Frau  von  Gocth 
who  has  a  good  voice  and  will  sing  them  to  the  old  gentl 
man.  I  told  him  that  you  had  written  them,  and  I  askc 
him  whether  he  would  like  to  hear  them.  He  said,  *  Yc 
yes,  with  pleasure.'  Frau  von  Goethe  likes  them  vei 
much  indeed,  and  that  is  a  good  omeii.  To-day  < 
to-morrow  he  is  to  hear  them." 

Goethe  was  so  pleased  with  the  songs  when  he  did  liei 
them,  that  he  at  once  composed  a  beautiful  little  poeip  f' 
Fanny,  wrote  it  down  himself,  and  gave  it  to  Zelter  (h 
music  teacher  and  her  brother's)  with  the  words : 

"  Take  that  to  the  dear  child." 

Her  second  success,  although  it  won  her  no  such  hoft 
as  this,  was  perhaps  even  mox^  ^ic^\;\lf\tv%VDL  \^  iwsuli 
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Fanny's  father  and  mother  had  been  brought  up  in  the 
Jewish  faith,  but  were  extremely  liberal  in  their  ideas, 
regarding  the  spirit  as  all,  the  form  as  nothing,  and  they 
desired  to  have  their  cliildren  educated  as  Christians. 
This  was  done,  though  at  first  secretly,  in  order  not  to 
wound  the  feelings  of  their  grandparents,  who  were  much 
more  strict  in  their  adherence  to  the  ancient  belief. 
Madame  Salomon,  especially,  was  so  orthodox  a  Jewess, 
that  she  had  cursed  and  cast  off  her  own  son  for  adopting 
Christianity.  With  this  formidable  old  lady,  however, 
Fanny  was  a  great  favorite,  and  she  used  often  to  visit 
her  and  play  to  her.  One  day,  after  she  had  been  playing  * 
exquisitely  well,  Madame  Salomon  told  her  to  choose 
what  she  would  like  best  for  her  reward.  To  Madame's 
great  surprise^  the  reply,  given  without  a  moment's  hesita- 
tion, was : 

•  _ 

"Forgive  Uncle  Bartholdy.'* 

The  request,  so  earnest  and  so  unexpected,  touched  the 
old  lady's  heart,  and  eventually  brought  about  a  recon- 
ciliation, "  for  Fanny's  sake,"  as  she  wrote  to  her  son. 

Although  Fanny  Mendelssohn  received  a  thorough 
musical  education,  studying  always  with  her  brother,  and 
as  earnestly  and  aptly  as  he,  and  although  her  talent  was 
recognized  by  the  family  as  being  almost,  if  not  quite, 
equal  to  his,  yet  none  of  them  for  a  moment  thought  of 
regarding  music  as  her  career.  In  the  eyes  of  Abraham 
Mendelssohn,  as  in  those  of  most  men  at  that  time,  there 
was  but  one  worthy  profession  for  a  woman  —  that  of 
housewife ;  and  so  Fanny,  in  spite  of  some  irrepressible 
longings  for  the  distinction  which  she  felt  it  within  her 
power  to  attain,  acquiesced  in  liis  views.  In  the  very 
letter  in  which  he  praiscjd  her  Romances,  her  father  wrote 
}     to  her : 

i       **What  you  said  to  me  about  your  musical  oecu^^XKiciw^ 
I    with  TBterence  to  and  in  comparison  with  Fe\\^,  v^a.^  Xi^^N** 
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rightly  thought  and  expressed.  Music  will  perhaps 
become  his  profession,  whilst  for  you  it  can  and  musi 
only  be  an  ornament,  never  the  root  of  your  being  and 
doing.  We  may  therefore  pardon  him  some  ambitior 
and  desire  to  be  acknowledged  in  a  pursuit  which  appean 
very  important  to  him,  because  he  feels  a  vocation  for  it 
whilst  it  docs  you  credit  that  you  have  always  showi 
yourself  good  and  sensible  in  these  matters;  and  you 
very  joy  at  the  praise  he  earns  proves  that  you  might,  ii 
his  place,  have  merited  equal  applause.  Remain  true  t' 
these  sentiments  and  to  this  line  of  conduct;  they  ar 
» feminine,  and  only  what  is  truly  feminine  is  an  ornamen 
to  your  sex." 

Between  Felix  and  Fanny  there  was,  from  the  first, 
beautifully  intimate  relation.  They  worked  togethe 
daily,  each  fully  appreciating  and  admiring  the  labors  c 
the  other.  Felix  concealed  nothing  from  his  sister,  anc 
as  she  afterwards  declared,  she  was  acquainted  witli  hi 
compositions  from  their  birth. 

"  Up  to  the  present  moment,"  she  wrote  after  many  years 
"  I  possess  his  unbounded  confidence,  I  have  watched  tlr 
progress  of  his  talent,  step  by  step,  and  may  even  say, 
have  contributed  to  his  development.  I  have  alway 
been  his  only  musical  adviser,  and  he  never  writes  dowi 
a  thought  before  submitting  it  to  my  judgment.  Fo: 
instance,  I  have  known  his  operas  by  heart  Ijefore  a  not< 
was  written." 

When  she  was  seventeen,  a  plump,  pleasing  girl,  witl 
a  face  spirited  and  refined  rather  than  beautiful,  and  J 
pair  of  magnificent  dark  eyes,  Fanny  won  the  heart  o 
Wilhelm  Hensel,  a  young  artist  of  great  promise,  whos' 
affection  she  reciprocated.  The  young  man,  howevei 
had  as  yet  attained  no  recognized  position ;  he  was  pooi 
and  had.  relatives  dependent  upon  him  for  support 
Marriage  wa.«  as  yet  \mpos>e\\Ae^  ^w^  ^^wwj'^  ^\scre€ 
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parents  would  not  permit  her  as  yet  to  become  formally 
engaged. 

It  was  in  1821  that  the  young  people  made  each  other's 
acquaintance.  In  that  year  the  Grand  Duke  Nicholas  of 
Russia  and  his  wife  visited  Berlin,  and  court  festivities  of 
the  most  elaborate  description  were  given  in  their  honor. 
The  entertainment  provided  for  one  evening  in  particular 
was  a  representation,  by  means  of  tableaux  and  panto- 
mime, of  scenes  from  Moore's  Oriental  poem,  Lalla  Rookh, 
the  characters  being  assumed  by  the  Iddies  and  gentlemen 
of  the  court.  The  exhibition  was  characterized  by 
artistically  grouped  figures,  beautiful  faces,  and  a  lavish 
display  of  costly  draperies,  gorgeous  jewels,  and  rare 
articles  of  Eastern  manufacture.  When  the  performance 
was  at  last  ended,  Lalla  Rookh  (represented  by  the  Grand 
Duchess  herself)  exclaimed  with  a  sigh : 

"Is  it  really  over  now?  And  are  those  who  come 
after  us  to  have  no  remembrance  of  tin's  happy  evening  ? " 

These  words  reaching  the  ear  of  the  King,  he  resolved 
to  have  the  scenes  painted  in  an  album,  the  performers 
all  sitting  for  their  portraits,  and  the  work  when  complete 
to  be  presented  to  the  Grand  Duchess.  This  commission 
was  awarded  to  Wilhclm  Hensel,  who,  before  the  book 
was  sent  away  to  St.  Petersburg,  exhibited  it  for  a  few 
days  in  his  studio,  where  it  was  viewed  by  many  visitors, 
among  whom  came  Fanny  Mendelssohn  and  her  parents. 
The  exquisite  manner  in  which  these  drawings  were 
executed  brought  the  young  artist  at  once  into  favorable 
Jiotice,  and  he  soon  received  from  the  Prussian  govern- 
fiient  a  scholarship,  which  enabled  him  to  study  in  Rome, 
accompanied  by  an  order  for  a  copy  of  Raphael's  Trans- 
fig^iration,  to  be  of  the  size  of  the  original.  Before 
^ting  out  he  wished  to  become  engaged  to  Fanny ;  but 
^Ws,  as  we  have  seen,  her  parents  would  not  ^Tm\\>, 

^Itboi^gi  tbef  were  not  opposed  to  lu»  ami,  Wi^y  c,ovW 
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not  feel  convinced  of  the  depth  of  a  love  founded  upon  s 
short  an  acquaintance,  and  they  were,  besides,  afraid  c 
his  becoming  a  Catholic,  as  his  sister  Louise  had  done. 

Fanny,  although  she  had  perfect  confidence  in  hiir 
submitted  without  protest  to  the  family  decree,  and  tli 
two  were  not  even  allowed  to  correspond.  Her  mothei 
however,  wrote  to  him  frequently,  so  that  he  did  not  lac 
news  of  his  sweetheart ;  while  she,  in  her  turn,  knew  the 
she  was  not  forgotten,  for  the  young  lover,  when  the  pe 
was  forbidden  to  him,  turned  to  his  old  ally,  the  penci 
Beautiful  drawings,  from  memory,  of  her  four  lovel 
children  were  constantly  received  by  Madam  Mendelssohn 
whose  heart  could  not  fail  to  be  softened  by  such  plcasin 
homage.  They  were  all  addressed  to  her,  none  to  h^ 
daughter,  but  in  each  picture  Fanny  held  the  post 
honor,  and  it  was  her  face  that  was  most  carefully  ai 
delicately  elaborated ;  her  dark  eyes  that  gazed  with  tl 
most  lifelike  expression  from  the  paper.  Wilhelm  lie 
sel  spent  five  years  in  Italy. 

In  1825,  Abraham  Mendelssohn  purchased  the  hon 
and  grounds  known  as  No.  3  Leipsick  Street.  Here 
and  his  wife  passed  the  remainder  of  their  lives,  a; 
here,  too,  Fanny  was  married  and  lived  until  her  deal 
The  house  was  spacious  and  beautiful,  with  lofty  ceiliii 
and  large  windows.  One  room,  in  particular,  so  co 
structed  as  to  overlook  the  garden,  and  opening  by 
series  of  three  arches  into  an  adjoining  apartment,  ws 
of  stately  proportions,  and  peculiarly  adapted  to  theatricc 
purposes.  Ordinarily,  it  was  Madam  Mendelssohn's  sii 
ting-room,  but,  upon  Christmas,  birth-days,  and  otlie 
festive  occasions,  it  was  the  scene  of  all  kinds  of  joyou 
celebrations  —  songs,  plays,  tableaux,  and  operettas.  Th 
garden  was  still  more  attractive,  being,  as  Madar 
Mendelssohn  wrote  to  Hensel,  "  quite  a  park,  with  spier 
did  treesy  a  field,  grass-plots,  aji^  ^  ^^\^\S»L  wimmc 
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residence."  This  summer  residence  was  a  roomy,  ram- 
bling, one-storied  garden-house,  freezing  cold  in  winter, 
but  a  paradise  in  summer,  where  Wilhelm  Hensel  and 
Fanny  afterwards  lived. 

Leipziger  Strasse,  No.  3,  soon  became  the  scene  of  what 
Fanny's  son,  Sebastian  Hensel,  described  as  a  "  singularly 
beautiful,  poetic  life."  Indeed,  there  can  be  no  lovelier 
thing  to  contemplate  than  a  gifted,  affectionate,  and  united 
family,  surrounded  by  a  circle  of  faithful  friends,  passing 
their  time,  after  the  performance  of  their  daily  duties,  in 
the  enjoyment  of  music,  literature,  and  the  natural 
gayeties  of  youth.  Tlieir  dearest  and  merriest  friend  was 
Klingemann,  a  diplomatist,  and  the  author  of  the  words 
of  Felix's  opera,  "  Son  and  Stranger,"  whose  correspond- 
ence with  Fanny  and  Felix  it  is  a  delight  to  read.  Rietz, 
a  violinist,  was  another  member  of  the  circle,  and  Marx, 
the  editor  of  a  musical  paper,  besides  several  more.  In 
the  garden-house,  too,  lived  an  old  lady  w^itli  a  bevy  of 
nieces  and  granddaughters,  all  bright,  pretty,  and  intel- 
ligent, who  added  their  share  to  the  general  enjoyment. 

During  the  summer  of  1826,  this  gay  party,  favored 
^  beautiful  weather,  passed  the  greater  part  of  their 
time  out  of  doors,  wandering  at  will  in  the  old  garden, 
filling  their  hours  with  music,  poetry,  games,  tricks,  and 
dramatic  representations.  In  one  of  the  summer-houses 
^vriting  materials  were  kept  constantly  at  hand,  and  who- 
ever had  any  pretty  fancy  or  odd  conceit,  hastened  to  put  it 
down  on  paper.     From  these  jottings  they  formed  a  little 

• 

journal  called  the  Garden  Times,  which  was  afterwards 
continued  in  winter  under  the  name  of  Tea  and  Snow 
Times,  and  proved  a  great  success.  At  this  period,  too, 
^l^ey  read  much,  the  favorites  being  Jean  Paul  and 
Shakespeare.  Shakespeare's  comedies  especially  they 
Wghted  in,  and,  above  all,  the  M\da\\mmciY-'^\^NJ ^ 
Dreazo,    It  was  here,  among  the  trees  aw^  ^lo^^^^^m 
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the  quiet  walks  and  shady  alleys  of  the  old  garden,  in  the 
company  of  congenial  friends,  surrounded  by  the  spirit 
of  lightness,  grace, and  affection,  that  Felix  Mendelssohn 
became  acquainted  with  that  airy  fantasy  and  set  it  to 
music  worthy  of  it.  It  was  in  this  year  that  he  com- 
posed the  overture  to  the  Midsummer-Night's  Dream,  and 
so  fully  did  it  express  the  spirit  of  tlie  play  that,  when 
twenty  years  after  he  wished  to  continue  the  work,  ho 
allowed  the  overture  to  remain  untouched,  not  finding  it 
necessary  to  alter  a  note  in  the  work  of  his  youth. 

At  this  time,  too,  and  evidently  inspired  by  the*  same 
feeling,  he  set  to  music,  as  a  birthday  present  for  his 
friend  Rietz,  the  stanza  from  the  Walpurgis-Night  Dream 
in  Faust: 

"  The  flight  of  the  clouds  and  the  veil  of  the  mist 
Are  lighted  from  above, 
A  breeze  in  the  leaves,  a  wind  in  the  reeds 
And  all  has  vanished." 

"And  he  has  been  really  successful,"  says  Fanny, 
proudly.  "  To  me  alone  he  told  his  idea :  the  whole  piece 
is  to  be  played  staccato  and  pianissimo,  the  tremulandos 
coming  in  now  and  then,  the  trills  passing  away  with  the 
quickness  of  lightning ;  everything  new  and  strange,  and, 
at  the  same  time,  most  insinuating  and  pleasing.  One 
feels  so  near  the  world  of  spirits,  carried  away  in  the 
air,  and  half  inclined  to  snatch  up  a  broomstick  and 
follow  t'he  aerial  procession.  At  the  end,  the  first  violin 
takes  a  flight  with  feather-like  lightness,  and — all  has 
vanished." 

.  In  the  autumn  of  1827,  the  merry  Klingemann  went 

to  London,  and  his  friends  of  Leipziger  Strasse,  No.  8, 

missed  him  sadly,  although  an  animated  correspondence 

was  kept  up  between  him  and  Fanny. 

"J  only  wish  I  were  less  near-sighted,"  he  writes  in  his 

jSrst  letter,  "  especially  for  t\ic  sa\L^  oi  \iv^  ^w^Uah  ladies* 
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Tliey  do  not  know  how  to  bake  a  pancake,  and  are  mostly 
occupied  with  useless  things,  but  they  look  desperately 
pretty.  A  peripatetic  girls'  school,  dozens  of  which  you 
see  daily  in  Regent's  Park,  where  they  come  for  fresh 
air,  appears  to  me  like  as  many  pathetic  Peris,  one  more 
beautiful  than  the  other,  marching  two  and  two,  the 
grown-up  ones  together  and  conscious  enough  of  their 
victorious  gifts,  the  severe  Ayah  in  the  rear  looking 
daggers  at  every  male  person.  My  idea  of  English 
ladies  formed  long  ago  at  Paris  was  quite  erroneous.  .  .  . 
By  the-  way,  they  are  ridiculously  learned." 

"  If  you  were  here,"  Fanny  wrote  in  reply, "  you  would 
find  plenty  of  scope  for  your  wit  and  fun  in  the  taste  for 
learning  which  the  public  exhibits  this  year.  Of  Alex- 
ander von  Humboldt's  lecture  on  physical  geography  at 
the  university,  you  must  have  heard.  But  do  you  know 
that  at  His  Majesty's  desire  he  has  begun  a  second  course 
of  lectures  in  the  hall  of  the  Singakademie  attended  by 
everybody  who  lays  any  claim  to  good  breeding  and 
feshion,  from  the  king  and  the  whole  court,  ministers, 
generals,  officers,  artists,  authors,  beaux  esprits  (and  ugly 
ojies,  too),  students,  and  ladies,  down  to  your  unworthy 
correspondent  ?  The  crowd  is  fearful,  the  public  is 
ittiposing,  and  the  lectures  are  very  interesting  indeed. 
^'Cntlemen  may  laugh  as  much  as  they  like,  but  it  is 
delightful  that  we,  too,  have  the  opportunity  given  u^  of 
listening  to  clever  men.  We  fully  enjoy  this  happiness, 
^nd  must  try  to  bear  the  scoffing.  And  now  1  will  give 
^^P  completely  to  your  mockery,  by  confessing  that  we  arc 
hearing  another  course  of  lectures,  from  a  foreigner,  about 
experimental  physics." 

These  confessions  sound  oddly  in  our  day  of  lady 
doctors  and  female  colleges.  Poor  Fanny  was  evidently 
^^  doubt  as  to  how  they  would  be  received  by  the  sarcastic 
^Mngemann,  but  he  was  quite  gracious  iu  \\va  xe^\^. 
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"  Now  do  not,  for  heaven's  salce,"  he  wrote,  "  believe 
that  1  mean  to  become  satirical  as  regards  the  progress 
of  my  young  lady  friends  in  the  knowledge  of  the  chem- 
ical elements  of  a  collar  or  a  cake;   they  are  deeply 
important  and  necessary  things.     And  why  should  not  a 
young  lady  know  how  and  where  her  shawl  has  grown, 
quite  as  well  as  the  professor,  who  is  behind  her  in  the 
knowledge   of    its  practical   use  ?    And    another  great 
advantage :    suppose  you  were   suddenly   cast  away  in. 
Mongolia,  you  would  only  have  to  submit  some  mountain 
or  river  or  earth  to  a  trifling  investigation  to  say  for 
certain,  here  I  am  in  Mongolia  ;  consequently  so  and  so 
many  post  stages  from  Leipziger  Strasse,  No.  3,  and 
quietly  order  your  horses.     .     .     One  thing,  however,   3 
have  to  reproach  you  with,  which  is,  that  you  follow  th»-^ 
false  principle  that  prevails  among  women  and  do  no^ 
carry  your  knowledge  into  life  and  letters.     I  find  (i- ^ 
your  letter)  no  comparison  or  metaphor  from  chemistry") 
and  yet  they. would  be  so  ornamental !     If  I  tlid  butkno^^ 
anything  of  the  matter,  I  would  make  a  better  use  of  it  L 

In  October,  1828,  Willichn  Ilensel  returned  from  ItaL^^- 
He  found  Fanny  grown  from  a  gay  girl  of  seventeen  to    a 
brilliant  young  woman  of  twenty-two,  surrounded  by     ^ 
circle  of  intimate  and  admiring  friends,  whom  she  won 
alike  by  her  personal  charms  and  by  her  art.     The  circlt'j 
which  went  by  the  name  of  "  The  Wheel,"  was  so  close, 
so  complete  in  itself,  it  possessed  so  many  jokes  and 
by-words  that  he  could  not  understand,  so  many  memories 
that  he  did  not  share,  that  at  first  he  felt  himself  a 
stranger,  and  was  jealous.     Fanny's  friends  in  their  turn 
regarded  him  somewhat  in  the  light  of  an  intruder,  come 
to  carry  away  a  prize  which  several  secretly  coveted  for 
themselves,  and  few  were  willing  to  see  bestowed  upon 
another.     But  tliese  feelings  were  but  transient  and  super- 
Scial,  as  IJensel  himseli  sooxv  Y^cowwlzed,    It  was,  bB     i 
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usual,  his  art  to  which  he  resorted  to  break  down  the 
barrier. 

In  a  daintily  executed  drawing  he  depicted  the  Leip- 
ziger  Strasse  coterie  as  a  real  wheel,  the  hub  formed  by 
Felix  in  a  Scotch  costume  (an  allusion  to  the  journey  he 
was  about  to  undertake)  and  occupied  with  his  music, 
while  the  spokes  were  composed  of  the  various  members 
of  the  little  society,  two  and  two,  with  costumes  and 
attributes  suggested  by  the  nicknames  which  they  had 
bestowed  upon  each  other.  Fanny  and  Rebecca,  embrac- 
ing, each  'holding  a  sheet  of  music,  formed  one  spoke, 
while  upon  the  outside  of  the  wheel  appeared  Hensel  him- 
self, bound  like  Ixion,  one  end  of  the  chain  which  fettered 
him  being  held  in  the  hand  of  Fanny,  who  seemed  about 
to  draw  him  into  the  charmed  circle.  This  bright  little 
plea  had  its  due  effect,  and  Hensel  soon  became  one  of 
the  most  animating  members  of  the  Order  of  The  Wheel. 

The  formal  betrothal  took  place  in  January,  1829,  a 
iif^onth  before  Felix's  journey  to  England,  so  that  between 
lier  brother's  near  departure  and  her  own  approaching 
ttiarriage,  Fanny's  days  passed  in  unusual  excitement. 

''We  are  going  to  send  you  Felix,"  she  wrote  to  the 
^vmpathctic  Klingemann.  "  He  has  left  himself  a  beauti- 
^^il  memorial  here  by  two  crowded  representations  of  the 
*  Passion'  for  the  benefit  of  the  poor.  What  used  to 
appear  to  us  as  a  dream,  to  be  realized  in  the  far-off 
future  times,  has  now  become  real :  the  '  Passion '  has 
toeu  given  to  the  public,  and  is  everybody's  property. 
More  I  can  tell  you  more  about  it,  there  are  other  sub- 
jects— Felix's  journey  and  my  engagement ;  and  I  really 
^l^ould  not  know  in  this  throng  of  events  how  to  begin, 
^f  I  made  this  at  all  a  matter  of  reflection.  So  then. 
Yom*  last  letter,  in  which,  not  guessing  what  has  happened 
"6re,  you  gave  us  a  minute  description  of  all  the  misery 
^d  ridicule  of  the  affianced  state,  has  amMse^  \\s»  ^^^<5^^ 
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sively,  and  I  assure  you  that  your  sarcasms  did  not  touch 
us  in  the  least.  You  may  believe  my  assurance,  that  we 
lielong  to  the  better  class  of  our  order,  and  are  not  a 
nuisance  to  other  people.  Only  ask  my  brother  and  sister 
Nor  do  I  tliink  it  difficult  to  appear  merry  when  one  is 
inwardly  happy,  and  to  behave  decently  when  one  has 
been  well  brought  up.  I  repeat  it,  I  cannot  comprehend^ 
those  couples  who  are  intolerably  sentimental.  I  must 
not  forego  the  pleasure  I  have  in  telling  you  that  your 
letters  have  acquired  you  the  affection  of  Hensel,  who 
formerly,  like  all  the  rest  of  your  far^ff  friends,  did  not 
know  you.  And  last,  not  least,  let  me  thank  you  for 
offering  to  become  one  of  my  female  friends,  and  accept 
my  assurance  that  our  friendship  will  remain  unchanged, 
as  my  speedy  answer  may  show.  My  memory,  such  a 
bad  one  for  learning,  is  faithfully  retentive  for  all 
experiences  in  life,  nor  shall  new  ties  or  any  decree  of 
fate  make  me  forget  the  friends  and  companions  of  my 
happy  youth.  Our  correspondence,  moreover,  will  gain  a 
new  impulse  by  Felix's  visit  to  England.  .  .  Take 
good  care  of  him,  and  let  him  find  one  warm  heart  for 
the  many  he  leaves  behind  ! " 

In  a  later  letter  to  the  same  faithful  frieijd  we  get 
another  glimpse  of  her  tender  relation  to  her  brother,  and 
her  anxiety  to  accommodate  herself  to  his  mood  in  spite 
of  time  and  distance. 

*'  Here  comes  again  a  little  request,"  she  says  ;  "  Felix 
will  receive  by  the  next  courier  a  parcel  containing  love- 
tokens  and  sentimental  keepsakes ;  be  so  kind  and  carry 
it  to  him  yourself,  and  take  care  that  it  finds  him  iu 
good  humor;  and  should  a  copyist  or  a  fly  just  then  have 
vexed  him,  better   keep  it  till  some  better  day." 

Felix  and  Klingemann  both  deserved  all  the  affection 

which  Fanny  bestowed  upon  them.     They  traveled  through 

Scotland  together  and  were  m\lmiv^e.oi:\Qi«»^ndents,send* 
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iiigLerthe  most  delightful  letters,  long,  graphic,  gossipy, 
and  gay,  interspersed  with  rhymes  by  the  one,  and  music 
bj  the  other.  Felix  had  of  course  intended  to  return  in 
time  for  Fanny's  wedding,  but  while  in  London  he  was 
thrown  from  a  carriage  and  his  knee  so  severely  injured 
that  it  was  impossible  for  him  to  leave  in  season.  He 
was  terribly  disappointed,  and  so  was  Fanny.  He  could 
but  submit  and  console  himself  as  best  he  might  with 
the  friendly  nonsense  of  KJingemann,  who  promi)tly  in- 
stalled himself  as  nurse,  and  the  devoted  attentions  of 
the  many  friends  he  had  in  England. 

"Live  and  prosper,"  he  wrote  to  his  sister;  "get  mar- 
ried and  be  happy  ;  shape  your  household  so  that  I  shall 
find  you  in  a  beautiful  home  when  I  come  (that  will  not 
be  long),  and  remain  yourselves,  you  two,  whatever 
storms  may  rage  outside.  However,  I  know  you  both, 
and  that  is  enough.  Whether  I  address  my  sister  hence- 
forward as  Mademoiselle  or  Madame  is  of  no  consequence. 
What  is  there  in  a  name  ?  .  .  Much  better  things  I 
ought  to  have  written,  but  it  will  not  do.  Say  what  you 
like,  body  and  mind  are  too  closely  connected.  -I  saw  it 
the  other  day  with  real  vexation  when  they  bled  me,  and 
all  those  free  and  fresh  ideas  which  I  had  before,  trickled 
drop  by  drop  into  the  basin,  and  I  became  weak  and  weary. 
Klingemann's  epigram  proves  also  how  they  rob  me  of 
the  little  bit  of  poetry  left ;  and  this  letter  shows  it — I 

am  sure  in  every  line  it  is  written  that  I  may  not  bend 

my  leg." 

Klingemann,  too,  wrote  her  a  congratulatory  letter, 
half  merry  and  half  serious,  wishing  her  joy  and  hoping 
the  clergyman  would  keep  his  oration  within  due  bounds. 

The  wedding  took  place  upon  the  third  of  October,  and 
^as  a  joyful  and  beautiful  occasion.  Fanny  passed  up 
^e  aisle  of  the  church  in  her  bridal  array  to  the  sound 

9 
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of  a  wedding  anthem  of  her  own  composition,  m  which 
her  hopes  and  happiness  found  lovely  musical  expression. 
She  was  a  happy  and  confident  bride,  and  it  was  her  good 
fortune  to  become  also  a  happy  wife  and  a  happy  mother. 

In  the  summer  of  1830  her  son  Sebastian  was  born, 
and  she  and  her  husband  took  possession  of  the  garden- 
house  at  Leipziger  Strasse,  No.  3,  which  had  received  the 
addition  of  a  studio  built  to  accommodate  Hensel.  Here 
the  greater  part  of  Fanny's. future  life  was  passed,  and 
here  the  young  couple  soon  became  the  center  of  another 
and  a  wider '*  Wheel,"  frequented  by  authors,  artists, 
actors,  singers,  musicians,  and  scientists.  Here  Hansel 
began  and  carried  to  completion  that  marvelous  collec- 
tion of  pencil  and  crayon  portraits,  which  at  the  time  of 
his  death  filled  forty-seven  volumes,  and  contained 
upwards  of  a  thousand  drawings.  These  were  likenesses 
of  relations,  friends,  and  visitors,  all  made  without  foi' 
mal  sittings,  being  sketched  in,  frequently  without  the 
knowledge  of  the  subject,  during  tlie  conversation  or 
music  which  usually  passed  away  the  time  of  an  evening. 
The  faces,  probably  for  this  reason,  haye  a  singularly 
animated  look,  and  the  value  of  the  collection  is  enhanced 
by  the  autograph  signatures  attached  to  the  portraits  by 
their  originals. 

Even  more  famous  than  her  husband's  portrait  gallery 
were  Fanny  Hensel's  musical  matinees,  which  took  place 
every  Sunday  morning.  These  beautiful  celebrations, 
originating  in  the  meeting  of  a  few  musical -friends  to 
play  or  sing  together  upon  holidays  and  Sundays,  gradu- 
ally developed  into  regular  concerts  with  choral  and  solo 
singing,  trios  and  quartets,  participated  in  by  the  hest 
musicians  in  Berlin,  and  listened  to  by  an  audience  that 
crowded  the  beautiful  parlor  which  opened  into  HenseFs 
studio  upon  the  one  hand,  and  upon  the  other  on  the  gar* 
don  terrace.  i 
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lu  the  spring  of  1836,  Fanny  received  from  Felix  a 
letter  describing  his  first  performance  of  one  of  her  songs 
in  public. 

"  I  must  write  you  about  your  song  yesterday,"  he  said. 
"How  beautiful  it  was !  you  know  what  my  opinion  of  it 
always  has  been,  but  I  was  curious  to  see  whether  my  old 
favorite,  which  I  had  only  heard  liitherto  sung  by  Rebecca 
to  your  accompaniment  in  the  gray  room  with  the  engrav- 
ings, would  have  the  same  effect  here  in  the  crowded 
h^ill,  with  the  glare  of  the  lamps,  and  after  I  had  been 
listening  to  noisy  orchestral  music.  I  felt  so  strange 
^lien  I  began  your  soft,  pretty  symphony,  imitating  the 
vaves,  with  all  the  people  listening  in  perfect  silence ; 
but  never  did  the  song  please  me  better.  The  people 
iinderstood  it,  too,  for  there  was  a  hum  of  approbation 
Bach  time  the  refrain  returned  witli  the  long  E,  and 
Diuch  applause  when  it  was  over.  Mme.  Grabow  sang  it 
correctly,  though  not  nearly  as  well  as  Rebecca,  but  she 
^id  the  last  bars  very  prettily.  Bennett,  who  was  in  the 
orchestra,  sends  his  compliments,  and  begs  me  to  tell  you 
all  that  you  already  know  about  the  song,  and  I  thank 
you  in  the  name  of  the  public  of  Leipzig  and  elsewhere 
wr  publishing  it  against  my  wish." 

The  last  sentence  refers  to  a  song,  which  Fanny  had 
published  and  which  had  met  with  great  success.  Several 
of  her  songs  had  appeared  among  her  brother's  works, 
out  without  her  name,  and  with  nothing  to  distinguish 
*'iem  as  the  work  of  another,  although  Felix  made  no 
^cret  of  their  authorship,  which  was  well  known  to  the 
friends  of  the  family.  An  incident  which  took  place 
•luring  a  later  visit  of  Felix  to  England  owed  its  origin  to 
ftisfact.  He  visited  Prince  Albert  and  Queen  Victoria 
•^t  Buckingham  Palace,  and  wrote  home  a  glowing 
"^count  of  the  event.  Pi'ince  Albert  played  aivA  s»a\\^l^Y 
hifl),  aad  then,  after  some  coaxing,  the  Quecii  eow^etiX.^.^ 
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"After  some  consultation  with  her  husband,"  wrot^ 
Felix, "  he  said :  '  She  will  sing  you  something  of  Gluck's* 
Meantime,  the  Princess  of  Gotha  had  come  in,  and  v^ 
five  proceeded  tlirough  various  corridors  and  rooms  io 
the  Queen's  sitting-room,  where  tliere  stood  by  the  piana 
a  mighty  rocking-horse  and  two  great  bird-cages.  Tlier 
walls  were  decorated  witli  pictures ;  beautifully  bound 
books  lay  on  the  tables,  and  music  on  tlie  piano.  The 
Duchess  of  Kent  came  in,  too,  and  wliile  they  were  all 
talking  I  rummaged  about  amongst  the  music,  and  soon 
discovered  my  first  set  of  songs.  So,  of  course,  I  begged 
her  rather  to  sing  one  of  those  than  the  Gluck,  to  which 
slie  very  kindly  consented ;  and  which  did  she  choose?  — 
SSchoncr  und  schoner  schmiickt  sich' — sang  it  quite 
charmingly,  in  strict  time  and  tune,  and  with  very  good 
execution.  .  .  .  Then  I  was  obliged  to  confess  thai 
Fanny  had  written  the  song  (which  I  found  very  hard, 
but  pride  must  have  a  fall),  and  to  beg  her  to  sing  one  of 
my  own  also." 

The  Queen  complied,  singing,  as  Felix  declares, 
"really  quite  faultlessly,  and  with  charming  feeling  and 
exjiression ; "  and  when  she  had  concluded  he  sat  down 
to  play,  introducing  into  a  beautiful  improvisation  the 
songs  wiiich  she  and  the  Prince  had  sung.  A  handsome 
ring,  the  gift  of  the  Queen,  remained  to  keep  fresh  the 
memory  of  this  pleasant  visit  when  it  was  numbered 
among  the  things  of  the  past. 

Later  in  her  life,  in  fac^t,  only  a  year  before  she  died, 
Fanny  Hensel  issued  a  volume  of  her  own  compositions 
which  met  with  the  success  it  deserved.  Felix,  who 
never  quite  desired  her  to  publish,  generously  conquered 
his  j)rejudice  on  this  occasion,  and  wrote  to  wish  her  good 
fortune  in  her  venture: 

"My  dearest  Fance — Not  till  to-day,  just  as  I  am  on 
the  point  of  starting,  do  1,  wmmlMv^  \i\Ql\\^r  that  I  ami 
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find  time  to  thank  you  for  your  charming  letter,  and  send 
you  my  professional  blessing  on  your  becoming  a  member 
of  the  craft.  This  I  do  now  in  full,  Fance,  and  may  you 
liave  much  happiness  in  giving  pleasure  to  others ;  may 
)'X  taste  only  the  sweets,  and  none  of  the  bitternesses  of 
authorship;  may  the  public  pelt  you  with  roses,  and 
never  with  sand ;  and  may  th«3  printer's  ink  never  draw 
black  lines  upon  your  soul  —  all  of  which  I  devoutly 
bcHeve  will  be  the  case ;  so  what  is  the  use  of  my  wish- 

« 

iiig  it  ?  But  it  is  the  custom  of  the  guild,  so  take  my 
blessing  under  my  hand  and  seal.  Th-e  journeyman 
tailor,  Felix  Mendelssohn-Bartholdy." 

The  greatest  joys  of  Fanny  Hensel's  life,  apart  from 
her  music  and  her  pride  in  the  successes  of  her  husband 
and  brother,  were  })robably  her  two  journeys  to  Italy,  of 
wliich  a  full  account  is  given  in  her  delightful  diary. 
Yet  her  home  life  was  most  beautiful  and  most  happy, 
and  slie  seemed  continually  learning  to  appreciate  it 
more.  One  of  the  last  entries  in  her  diary  bears  touch- 
ing witness  to  this  fact : 

"Yesterday,"  she  wrote,  "the  first  breath  of  spring 
Was  in  the  air.  It  has  been  a  long  winter,  with  much 
frost  and  snow,  universal  dearth  and  distress ;  indeed,  a 
winter  full  of  suffering.  What  have  we  done  to  deserve 
being  among  the  few  happy  ones  in  the  world?  My 
iinnost  heart  is  at  any  rate  full  of  thankfulness,  and 
Hiien  in  the  morning,  after  breakfasting  with  Wilhelui, 
We  each  go  to  our  own  work  with  a  pleasant  day  to  look 
Jiack  upon  and  another  to  Icok  forward  to,  I  am  quite 
Overcome  with  my  own  happiness." 

On  the  afternoon  of  May  14, 1847,  while  sitting  at  the 
piano  playing  the  accompaniment  for  her  little  choir 
which  was  rehearsing  for  the  performance  of  the  next 
Sunday,  she  was  suddenly  seized  with  mortal  illness* 
Her  hands  fell  at  bor  sides ;  she  could  neittiet  s^^^vvk  woft 
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move;  and  soon  she  became  unconscious.     Before  mii 
niglit  she  was  dead. 

While  she  lay  in  her  coffin,  surrounded  by  flowers,  her 
husband  drew  her  likeness.  It  was  one  of  the  most  per- 
fect portraits  he  ever  made,  and  it  was  his  last.  He 
resigned  all  his  commissions  and  never  again  painted 
anything  Avorthy  of  himself.  The  happiness  and  inspira- 
tion of  his  life  were  gone,  and  during  his  fifteen  remain- 
ing years  he  was  restless  and  unhappy,  and  devoted 
himself  to  politics,  which  he  had  formerly  abhorred.  He 
died  at  length  of  injuries  received  in  saving  a  child  from 
being  run  over. 

Upon  Felix,  although  he  was  in  the  full  enjoyment  of  a 
happy  household  of  his  own,  the  blow  fell  with  yet  more 
crushing  weight.  He  never  recovered  from  it.  He  sur- 
vived his  sister  only  a  year. 

Fanny  Hensel  lies  buried  in  the  church-yard  of  the 
Holy  Trinity  at  Berlin,  between  the  brother  and  husbaud 
to  whom  she  was  so  devoted. 

It  is  to  her  son,  Sebastian  Hensel,  that  we  owe  the 
precious  volume  upon  the  Mendelssohn  Family  in  which 
her  story  is  given  to  the  world.  It  is  one  of  the  most 
pleasing  exhibitions  of  domestic  happiness,  ennobled  by 
high  feeling  and  great  talent,  ever  given  to  the  world.* 


*  The  Mendelssohn  Family.  From  Letters  and  Journals.  By  Sebastian  Honsel. 
Translated  by  Carl  Elingeniami  and  An  Americau  Cloliaboiator.  2  vols.  Uarpei  A 
BroUiere,  N.  T.,  1883. 


X. 

.       ANGELICA  KAUFMANN. 

THE  name  of  Angelica  Kaufmanii  has  otitlivcd  tli« 
celebrity  of  her  works.  Mo^  of  us  have  heard 
enough  of  her  to  know  that  she  was  in  her  day  an  artisti 
rf  note ;  but  few  besides  those  who  have  read  the  charm- 
ing romance  of  "  Miss  Angel,"  which  Mrs.  Richmond 
Ritcliie  (Miss  Thackeray)  has  founded  upon  her  career, 
know  or  care  to  know  much  more.  Some  of  her  pictures, 
but  chiefly  those  which  she  considered  as  of  minor  impoilr 
ance,  are  still  popular  in  the  form  of  engravings  and 
photographs ;  but  the  originals  are  little  cared  for,  and 
liold,  in  the  opinion  of  critics,  by  no  means  so  high  a 
place  as  was  once  avvarded  them. 

The  truth  seems  to  be  that,  although  she  was  a  pains- 
taking and  gifted  artist,  deserving  of  recognition,  the 
extent  and  duration  of  her  fame  arc  due  rather  to  her 
precocity,  her  sex,  and  her  attractive  personality,  than 
to  the  merit  of  her  work. 

Maria  Anne  Angelica  Catharine  Kaufmann  —  she  was 
^vcll  provided  with  names  —  was  born  at  Coire,  in 
^^^vitzerland,  October  30,  1741.  She  was  the  daughter 
of  John  Joseph  Kaufmann,  an  artist  of  limited  reputa- 
tion. He  was  one  of  those  artists  who,  if  his  own 
paintings  were  mediocre,  was  an  excellent  teacher.  Yery 
early  in  life  she  displayed  a  marked  inclination  for  music 
^nd  painting,  and  her  father  cultivated  these  tastes  to 
the  uttermost.  Her  instruction  in  art  and  its  theories 
^as,  under  his  care,  exceptionally   thorough,  and  €>ha 
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proved  herself  an  apt  and  diligent  pupil.  While  still 
child  she  was  deep  in  the  mysteries  of  light  and  shad( 
of  perspective  and  coloring,  working  many  hours  a  da 
and  delighting  in  the  ever-increasing  mastery  which  sli 
obtained  over  her  pencil  and  brush.  Her  progress  at  tlii 
stage  of  her  career  was  indeed  extraordinary.  No 
were  tlie  other  elements  of  her  education  neglected.  SIk 
studied  all  the  ordinary  branches,  acquired  several  Ian 
guages,  read  history  and  poetry  with  an  eagerness  an( 
intelligence  beyond  her  years,  while  of  music  she  made  i 
serious  pursuit,  devoting  to  it  nearly  as  much  time  as  t( 
painting.  Yet  in  spite  of  this  unusual  mental  activit} 
she  preserved  her  health  and  her  simplicity,  retaining  alj 
the  frankness  and  grace  of  ordinary  childhood. 

While  residing  with  her  father  at  "Morbegno  before  she 
was  twelve  years  of  age,  the  Bishop  of  Como,  who  had 
heard  of  her  talents,  came  to  see  her  and  examined  some 
of  her  works.  Iler  youth,  her  beauty,  and  her  modestj 
so  pleased  him  that  he  desired  to  sit  to  her  for  hi^ 
portrait,  and  this  important  commission  she  did  nol 
hesitate  to  undertake.  She  executed  it,  moreover,  witl 
promptitude  and  success,  fully  satisfying  the  prelate  anc 
his  friends,  who  spread  the  fame  of  the  achievement  fai 
and  wide.  She  became  the  fashionable  artist  of  tli< 
moment,  orders  showered  upon  her  from  all  sides,  au( 
the  Duke  of  Modena  became  her  patron.  A  portrait  o 
Cardinal  Roth,  painted  shortly  afterwards,  was  still  mor 
admired  and  revealed  a  great  advance  in  skill.  All  tlii 
occurred  before  she  had  ceased  to  be  a  child. 

At  Milan,  whither  she  removed  at  the  age  of  fifteen 

she  was  placed  under  the  most  famous  masters  of  the  do. 

and  continued  her  studies  with  unabated  eagerness.   Late; 

she  traversed  Italy,  visiting  Bologna,  Venice,  and  E,oitx< 

feted,  admired,  and  made  much  of  wherever  she  went. 

TVinckelmann,  who  met.  \\eT  ^\,lBv.cy\£ia^^^\tA^  of  her  "^ 
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hiss  friend  Franke,  describing  her  "  popularity,  her  pleas- 
hig  manners,  and  her  interesting  conversation,  which  she 
carried  on  witii  equal  fluency  in  Italian,  German,  French, 
or  English. 

"  She  may  be  styled  beautiful,"  he  says,  "  and  in  sing- 
ing may  vie  with  our  best  virtuosi." 

Her  voice  was  excellent  and  well  trained ;  indeed,  she 
had  become  so  proficient  in  music  that  when,  at  twenty, 
she  made  her  final  choice  of  a  profession,  she  hesitated 
long  as  to  whether  she  should  adhere  to  painting,  or 
adopt  music  and  the  operatic  stage.  Many  of  her  best 
friends  advised  the  latter  course,  assuring  her  that 
success  l«iy  within  her  easy  grasp.  She  finally  resolved 
•to  pursue  the  career  in  wliicli  she  had  already  made  so 
liopeful  a  beginning,  rather  than  to  enter  upon  an  untried 
path.  That  the' choice  was  no  easy  one  we  may  infer 
from  that  picture  in  which  she  has  represented  herself  as 
standing  between  music  and  painting,  yielding  to  the 
representations  of  the  latter,  but  addressing  to  the  other 
ail  affectionate  and  regretful  farewell. 

During  her  stay  at  Venice  she  made  the  acquaintance 
of  Lady  Wentworth,  the  wife  of  the  English  ambassador. 
The  acquaintance  ripened  into  intimacy,  and   Angelica 
^as  at  length  induced  by  her  new  fri.end  to  go  with  her 
'     to  England.     In  London,  she  soon  became  as  popular  as 
;     she  had  been  in  Italy.     Lady  Wentworth  introduced  her 
\     into  society,  and  •  her  agreeable  gifts  rendered  her  every- 
where a  welcome  guest.     She  made  the  acquaintance  of 
'     many  distinguished  people,  several  of  whom  became  her 
I     warm  friends  for  life.     Foremost  among  these  was  Sir 
J     Joshua  Reynolds,  in  Avhose  note-books  frequent  references 
i     to  her  appear,  sometimes  as  "  Miss  Angelica,"  but  oftener 

I^nder  the  abbreviated  title  of  "  Miss  Angel." 
Heartily  as  she  entered  into  the  gaitics  of  ll\^  c^^vt^V.^ 
^^gclica  did  not  sacrlGce  bcr  work  to  lier  p\ea^\iYG.    ^\v^ 


L^ 
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painted  constantly  and  successfully,  one  of  her  earliest 
efforts  beinjj^  a  portrait  of  Garrick,  which  was  exhibited, 
as  a  contemporary  chronicle  informs  us,  at  "  Mr.  Moreing's 
great  room  in  Maiden  Lane,"  wliere  it  found  immediate 
favor.  Otiier  works  rapidly  followed.  She  executed 
portraits  of  several  members  of  the  royal  family,  with 
whom  she  was  a  great  favorite,  and  the  marked  kindness 
which  they  showed  Jier  greatly  increased  her  popularity. 
She  also  painted  a  likeness  of  Sir  Joshua  Reynolds,  thus 
courteously  returning  a  compliment  which  the  illustrious 
artist  had  previously  paid  to  her. 

Iler  life  up  to  this  time  appears  to  have  been  a  singu- 
larly hap])y  one.  Her  father,  of  whom  she  was  extremely 
fond,  was  devoted  to  her;  she  had  plenty  of  friends;  she 
was  beautiful,  gifted,  and  admired ;  and  her  career  in  art 
had  been,  even  from  childhood,  a  series  of  notable  suc- 
cesses. But  the  spell  was  soon  to  be  broken.  First, 
according  to  a  well  supj)orted  tradition,  her  dear  friend 
Sir  Josliua  Reynolds  fell  in  love  with  her.  lie  was  then 
a  num  of  middle  age,  hardly  ])ast  his  prime,  and  at  the 
height  of  his  renown.  He  had  already  won  lier  frieud- 
sliip,  even  her  affection,  but  slie  had  no  wisli  to  marry 
liim,  and  it  could  not  but  have  been  painful  to  her  to  dis- 
appoint Iiim.  Their  intimacy,  however,  remained  unbroken, 
and  in  the  bitter  trial  which  was  about  to  come  upon  her 
she  liad  no  friend  more  faithful  or  more  mitiring  in  her 
service  than  he. 

About  tlie  year  1768,  London  society  was  agitated  by 
the  advent  of  a  brilliant  and  dashing  foreigner,  who  gave 
his  name  as  Count  Horn  of  Sweden.  lie  was  handsome; 
he  dressed  elegantly  and  ex])ensively ;  he  employcJ 
numerous  servants  in  gorgeous  liveries ;  he  drove  about 
in  costly  equipages;  and  lived  up(m  a  scale  of  extrava- 
gancc  beyond  what  his  rank  required.  He  wa8,'inoreover, 
fine  lit    and    persuasivo    oi    &vcb^d\,     A^vi^cUca's   fafl*^ 
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attracted  his  notice ;  he  obtained  an  introduction  to  her, 
courted  her,  at  length  faschiated  her,  and  after  a  brief 
delay  they  were  married.  Shortly  after  the  marriaj^e  a 
terrible  truth  came  to  light :  the  pretended  count  was  no 
count  at  all,  but  an  impostor,  a  scoundrel  who  had 
formerly  l^een  in  the  service  of  a  nobleman  bearing  the 
name  and  title  Avhich  he  had  assumed.  , 

For  a  time  his  unfortunate  wife  was  overwhelmed  by 

the  shame  and  horror  of  this  discovery.     She  left  him  at 

once,   and,   at  length,  thanks  to  the  exertions  of   Sir 

Joshua  and  other  influential  friends,  the  marriage  was 

annulled.     She  gradually  recovered  from  the  shock,  and 

devoted  herself  with  increased  earnestness  to  her  art, 

encouraged  and  assisted  by  Reynolds.     It  was  probably 

due  to  him  that  her  name  is  found  among  the  signatures 

to  the  famous  petition  to  the  king  for  the  establishment 

of  the  Royal  Academy.     In  its  first  catalogue  her  name 

appears,  followed  by  the  "  R.  A.,"  and  she  contributed 

four  classical  compositions,  one  representing  the  Parting 

^f  Hector  and  Andromache.     The  honor  of  membership 

s^io  shared  with  one  other  lady,- Mary  Moser.     From  this 

^iine  she  was  an  annual  contributor  to  the  Academy,  send- 

^^^K  occasionally  as  many  as  seven  pictures,  usually  upon 

i     classical  or  allegorical  subjects.     In  1778  she  exhibited 

o>ie  of  her  most  noted  productions,  representing  Leonardo 

d^  Vinci   expiring  in  the   arms  of  Francis   the   First. 

^^'(^vious  to  this  she  had  been,  with  others,  appointed  by 

^''6  Academy  to  the  honorable  task  of  decorating  St. 

P^uPs,  and  it  was  she  who,  in   concert  with  Beaggio 

l^obccca,  painted   the    Academy's   old    lecture-room  at 

•  Somerset  House. 

hi  1781,  after  the  death  of  her  first  husband,  she  was 
^l?aiu  married,  this  time  happily.     The  man  of  her  choice 
^^8  Antonio  Zucchi,  a  Venetian  landscape  painter  then 
i     living  in  England,  where  hia  works  met  mtti  imxe\i  i-^NOt* 
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After  the  wedding  she  and  her  husband  removed  to 
Venice,  and  the  remainder  of  her  life  was  spent  in  Italy. 
For  a  few  years  she  enjoyed  a  life  of  tranquil  industry ; 
then  again  misfortune  came  upon  her.  She  lost  her 
fortune,  and  her  husband  died. 

"  Poverty  does  not  terrify  me,"  she  exclaimed,  "  but 
isolation  kills  me ! " 

Even  her  art  failed  her.  She  ceased  to  paint,  and 
drooped  beneath  a  constantly  increasing  melancholy. 
She  was  in  Rome  when  it  was  invaded  by  the  French,  and 
although  treated  with  distinction  by  the  conquerors,  her 
grief  was  increased  by  the  fall  of  her  beloved  city^  She 
never  recovered  her  health,  but  slowly  sank  under  the 
burden  of  a  sorrow  wliich  she  could  not  control,  and  died 
in  November,  1807.  She  was  buried  in  the  chapel  of  St. 
Andrea  delle  Frate,  and  was  honored  by  a  splendid  funeral 
under  the  direction  of  Canova.  The  Academy  of  St. 
Luke  followed  her  in  a  body  to  the  grave,  and,  as  at  the 
funeral  of  Raphael,  two  of  her  pictures  were  carried  in 
the  procession.     They  were  the  two  last  she  had  painted. 

People  to  day  are  not  fond  of  allegorical  subjects  and 
classical  groups,  unless  exceptionally  treated.  The 
loftier  attempts  of  Angelica  Kaufmann  (she  retained  her 
maiden  name  until  her  death) .have  lost  much  of  their 

« 

charm ;  but  those  who  have  seen  the  photographs  of  her 
"  Vestal  Virgin  "  which  are  to  be  found  in  our  art  stores, 
will  admit  that  in  simpler  subjects  her  style  is  graceful^ 
pleasing,  and  expressive. 


XI. 

BARONESS  BURDETT-COUTTS. 

THERE  was  upon  the  London  stage,  in  the  year  1815, 
a  pretty  actress  named  Harriet  Mellon.  Her  abili- 
ties, though  by  no  means  commanding,  were  yet  consid- 
erable, and  in  a  certain  line  of  parts  she  was  at  that 
time  without  a  superior.  She  played  soubrette  rSles,  for 
which  she  was  fitted  by  her  style  of  beauty  and  her 
vivacious  manners.  Leigh  Hunt  refers  to  her  with 
praise,  speaking  especially  pf  her  acting  of  chamber- 
maids' parts. 

"  She  catches  with  wonderful  discrimination,"  he  says, 
"  their  probable  touches  of  character  and  manner." 

Besides  being  an  agreeable  actress,  Miss  Mellon  was  a 
person  of  unblemished  reputation  at  a  time  when  there 
were  many  engaged  in  her  profession  of  whom  the  same 
could  not  be  said.     Her  first  London  engagement  was 
obtained  through  the  eJForts  of  Sheridan,  who  was  visit- 
ing a  friend,  a  banker,  in  the  town  of  Stafford,  while  she 
was  acting  there  with  a  strolling  company.     This  gentlc- 
*iW8  daughters  had  made  her  acquaintance,  and  avci'c  so 
greatly  pleaged  with  her  that  they  insisted  on  Sheridan's 
going  to  see  her  act.     He  did  this,  and  was  so  Avell  satis- 
fi^'d  that  shortly  afterward  he  obtained  her  a  situation  at 
tne  Drury  Lane   Theatre,  where  she  first    appeared  as 
Ly^lia  Languish  in  his  own  play  of  Tlie  Rivals.      Her 
^^ccess  was  immediate,  and  she  was  for  several  years  a 
^^vorite  with  London  audiences. 
Among  the  frequenters  of  the  theater  ^v\\eTo  v\\^  ^^x- 
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formed  was  Thomas  Coutts,  a  well-known  banker  of  grccirt 
wealtli.  Although  a  man  of  business,  and  famous  for 
his  success  in  the  business  world,  he  possessed  a  marker  ^ 
taste  for  literature  and  the  drama,  and  counted  amoi:»  £ 

.    his  friends  many  of  the  most  noted  authors  and  actors  c:^^ 
the  day.    Nor  was  he  without  a  tinge  of  romance  in  h  ^^ 
composition,  and  the  unusual  circumstances  of  his  fir^^^ 
marriage  were  no  secret.     His  wife,  whoso  maiden  nanc^® 
was  Elizabeth  Starkey,  was  in  the  house  of  his  niece  i^    ^ 
the  capacity  of  a  servant,  when  he  fell  in  love  with  hc:^^ 
and  married  her.     They  lived  together  very  happily  fcn^r 
many  years,  and  had  three  daughters,  Susan,  France  ^s, 
and  Sophia,  all  of  whom  grew  to  womanhood  and  ma^^e 
advantageous  marriages.    About  1815  Mrs.  Coutts  die-*^, 
and  not  very  long  afterward  the  widower,  then  eighth- 
four  years  of  age,  became  enamored  of  Miss  Mellon,  pi-o 
cured  an  introduction  to  her,  courted  her,  and  married 
her. 

The  young  lady  was  accustomed  to  relate  that  the  first 
she  knew  of  her  future  husband  was  his  sending  her  fire 
guineas  on  her  benefit  night ;  and  these  coins  she  never 
spent,  keeping  them  always  laid  carefully  away  by  them- 
selves. Upon  her  marriage  she  retired  from  the  stage, 
and  made  a  most  excellent  and  devoted  wife  to  her  very 
•  aged  husband  during  the  remaining  seven  years  of  his 
life.  When  he  died,  at  the  age  of  ninety-one,  he  be- 
queathed to  her  the  whole  of  his  immense  wealth.  At 
the  expiration  of  five  years  she  married  again,  becoming 
the  wife  of  the  Duke  of  St.  Albans.  Ten  years  later 
she  died,  leaving  the  fortune  which  she  had  received 
from  her  first  husband  to  his  grandchild.  Miss  Angela 
Burdett,  the  youngest  daughter  of  Sir  Francis  Burdett 
and  of  his  wife,  Sophia  Coutts.  Tlie  sole  condition 
nttached  to  the  inheritance  was,  that  the  young  lady,  ia 
addition  to  lier  own  name  aiv4  axrcv^,  ^xovJA.  ^^^t  tto 

name  and  arms  of  Coutts. 
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The  fortune,  at  the  time  Miss  Burdett-Coutts  received 
It,  was  estimated  at  about  three  million  pounds  sterling, 
lb  make  a  proper  use  of  so  vast  a  sum  is  in  itself  a 
career,  and  an  arduous,  difficult  career.      Miss  Burdett- 
Coutts — or  simply  Miss  Coutts,  as  she  was  usually  called 
— ^perceived    this,  and   devoted    herself    with   courage, 
constancy,  and    intelligence    to    the    task    of   wielding 
'^'orthily  the  powerful    instrument  for  good  or  for  evil 
"'^'liich  had  been  entrusted  to  her  hands.     The  mistakes 
'^'Lich  she  has  made  in  this  endeavor  have  not  been  few, 
nor  insignificant ;   her   successes  have  been  many  and 
glorious. 

She  is  a  lady  who  can  listen  to  advice  ;  but,  also,  she 
IS  capable  of    deciding  *  whether  the    advice  is  good  or 
otherwise,  and  of  acting  according  to  her  decision.     She 
^'^ad  common  sense,  reasonable  docility,  and  a  strong  will. 
A.  person  in  her  position  needs  to  be  able  to  say  iVb,  per- 
haps even-  more  than  to  be  able  to  say   Yes,  and  Miss 
Coutts  has  always  been  able  to  utter  the  harder  mono- 
syllable.    This    useful  quality  of  decision  she  probably 
derived  from  her  father.  Sir  Francis  Burdett,  who  was  a 
^an  of  strong  and  peculiar  character.    Impressed  while 
traveling  in  France  at  the  time  of  the  Revolution  with 
the  most  ultra-liberal  ideas.  Sir  Francis,  on  his  return  to 
England,  gave  open  expression  to  them  in  private  and 
lu  Parliament.     For  a  letter  which  he  wrote  to  his  con- 
stituents denying  the  right  of  government  to  commit  for 
liW  (as  had  recently  been  done)  his  arrest  was  ordered 
l^yihe  House  of   Commons.      Officers  were  sent  to  his 
'^ouse,  but  he  refused  to  surrender,  barricaded  the  doors 
SQd  windows,  and  maintained  the  siege  for  three  days,  at 
the  end  of  which  he  was  captured  with  much  difficulty. 
Another  letter,  written  at  the  time  of  the  Manchester 
notg,  brought  upon  him  a  trial  for  libel ;  he  was  found 
Btilty  and  sentenced  to  three  months'  imprisoumewt  «lyv^ 
^Aa  of  a  tboasand  pounds^ 
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A  daughter  of  this  vigorous  gentleman  wo  shoi 
scarcely  oxiK5ct  to  find  lacking  in  firmness 

Miss  Coutts  hus  given  largo  sums  of  money  to  pul 
charities  which  she  knew  to  be  useful  and  carefully  C( 
ducted.  In  this  way  she  has  done  much  good ;  but  g 
has  not  coutonU'd  herself  with  beneficence  made  ea 
She  has  herself  originated  and  founded  charities  ;  she  1 
by  her  own  efforts  abolished  abuses:  and  she  1 
matured  educational  schemes  which  her  government  li 
seen  fit  to  aj)i)rove  and  adopt. 

A  member  of  the  C-hurch  of  England,  liberal  in  1 
views,  always  tolerant  of  those  Avho  differ,  while  ardcii 
upholding  her  own  faitli,  she  has  long  been  known 
her  munificence  toward  religious*  objects.  Slie  has  C( 
tributed  toward  the  building  of  numerous  churches,  n 
has  erected  two  solely  at  her  own  expense — one  at  (-; 
lisle,  the  other  St.'Steijhc^rs  at  Westminster,  a  beautil 
edifice,  with  a  parsonage  and  three  schools  belonginj? 
it.  The  three  colonial  bishoprics  of  Adelaide,  Cn 
Town,  and  British  Ooluml)ia,  were  founded  and  endow* 
by  her  at  an  expense  amounting  in  all  to  nearly  lif 
thousand  j>ounds.  She  also  found(Hl  in  Soutli  Austral 
an  establishment  for  the  improvement  of  the  native 
She  procured  Greek  manuscripts  from  the  East,  for  t! 
purpose  of  verifying  the  New  Testament.  She  suppli' 
the  funds  for  Sir  Henry  James's  Topogra})hical  Survey 
J(U'usalem,  and  offered  to  restore  the  ancient  aiiuediu 
of  Solomon  to  provide  the  city  Avith  water;  but  t 
government,  although  it  accepted  her  proposal  ai 
promised  the  work  should  be  accomplished  (at  li 
expense),  neglected  to  keep  its  Avord. 

With  regard  to  matters  of  education.  Miss  Coutts  h 
been  equally  active  in  her  sympathies.     Observing  that 
the  ]2ational  schools  girlsAvcre  taught  many  things  wlii 
tho  majority  of  them  wou\Ol  uol  ivio^vvQ  upon  leaving  t 
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institution,  wliilo  sewing  and  other  familiar  household 
blanches  were  ignored,  she  exerted  herself  to  the  utmost 
to  reverse  this  arrangement,  and,  in  the  end,  after  much 
delay  and  difficulty,  with  success.  Then  in  order  that 
remote  rural  schools  and  those  of  neglected  city  suburbs 
might  be  enabled  to  undergo  the  government  inspection 
necessary  before  receiving  their  share  of  the  public  money 
granted  for  educational  purposes,  she  worked  out  a  plan 
for  having  them  visited  by  regularly  appointed  traveling 
school-masters.  This  scheme  was  submitted  to  the  Privy 
Council  and  adopted. 

But  it  is  perhaps  within  the  area  of  the  city  of  London 
that  Miss  Coutts'  good  works  have  been  most  successful, 
%  at  least,  that  their  results  are  most  apparent.  She 
founded  there  a  shelter  and  reformatory  for  young  women 
^vho  had  gone  astray.  Of  those  who  received  its  benefits 
during  a  period  of  seven  years,  half  were  known  to  have 
begun  new  lives,  to  have  remained  virtuous  and  become 
fairly  prosperous,  in  the  colonies.  In  Spitalfields,  when  that 
I'ogiou  of  London  had  become  a  haunt  of  misery  and  des- 
titution, she  established  a  sewing  school  for  grown 
women,  where  they  were  not  only  taught,  but  provided 
with  food  and  work — government  contracts  being  under- 
taken for  them  and  executed  by  their  labor.  From  this 
institution  nurses  are  sent  out  among  the  sick  of  the 
^^-igbborhood,  who  are  supplied  with  wine  and  proper  nour- 
ishment. Thence,  too,  outfits  are  provided  for  poor  serv- 
^^ts,  and  winter  clothes  distributed  among  needy  women. 

hi  the  same  squalid  region  was  a  place,  a  plague-spot 
^M^on  the  city  for  years,  known  and  dreaded  by  the  police 
binder  the  title  of  Nova  Scotia  Gardens.  This  place  Miss 
Coutts  purchased,  and,  clearin<]^  the  ground  of  all  the 
f^fuse,  filth,  and  squalor  that  had  so  long  polluted  it,  she 
erected  thereon  the  block  of  model  dwelliiv^s,  ivo\j  0,^^?^^ 
Columbia  Square.     This  block  consists  oi  s>ep^v^\.^  l^w^- 
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mcnts  let  at  low  weekly  rents;  it  is  occupied  to-day  by 
more  than  three  Jiundred  families.  Within  a  short  dis- 
tance stands  Columbia  Market,  one  of  the  most  magnifi- 
cent buildings  in  northeastern  London,  and  connected 
with  the  Great  Eastern  Railway  by  a  horse-car  railroad 
under  especial  parliamentary  regulations.  This  spacious 
and  costly  edifice  was  presented  by  Miss  Coutts  as  a  free 
gift  to  the  Corporation  of  London,  in  order  that  cheap 
and  wholesome  food,  particularly  fish,  might  be  con- 
reniently  supplied  to  a  neighborhood  more  than  all  others 
in  need  of  it. 

In  Victoria  Park  near  by,  stands  a  superb  drinking 
fountain ;  another  for  both  men  and  animals  adorns  the 
entrance  to  the  Zoological  Gardens  in  Regent's  Park,  and 
a  third  stands  close  to  Columbia  Market  itself.  All  these 
arc  the  gifts  of  the  same  generous  lady. 

Among  the  miscellaneous  charities  of  Kiss  Coutts  may 
be  mentioned  an  arrangement  with  Sir  Samuel  Cunard  by 
which,  in  a  time  of  great  distress,  many  families  were 
enabled  to  emigrate.  Again,  when  the  people  of  Girvaii 
in  Scotland  were  reduced  to  extremities,  she  advanced  a 
large  amount  of  money  to  enable  those  wlio  wished  to  do 
so  to  seek  better  fortune  in  Australia.  Li  Ireland,  too, 
wlien  the  i)eoj)le  of  Cape  Clear  near  Skibbercen  Avcre 
perisliing  of  starvation,  she  sent  them  food,  clothes,  and 
money,  assisted  many  to  emigrate,  and  provided  a  vessel 
and  suitable  fishing  tackle  to  enable  others  to  carry  ou 
more  efficiently  their  old  means  of  earning  a  livelihood. 
She  also  greatly  aidcMl  Sir  James  Brooke  in  improving 
and  civilizing  the  Dyaks  of  Sarawak,  and  a  model  fariu 
is  still  carried  on  in  that  region  at  her  expense,  from 
which  the  natives  acquire  some  knowledge  of  agricnl- 
ture.  Already,  it  is  said,  the  productiveness  of  thci^ 
country  has  been  much  improved. 

One  of  her  most  popuVar  Rc\\cme.«>  \s'^'&  \\i^  ^laAilUhraen^ 
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of  the  "Shoe-black  Brigade,"  in  which  boys  were  tested  as 
to  their  real  character  and  general  fitness  for  promotion,  and 
in  due  time  were  provided  with  work  by  railway  companies 
or  were  admitted  to  the  army  or  navy  service.  A  most 
timely  and  helpful  act  was  the  institution  of  an  organization 
and  fund  for  the  relief  of  Turkish  and  Bulgarian  peasantry 
during  the  Russian  invasion,  in  connection  with  which  she 
sent  to  the  British  ambassador  more  than  $160,000.  In 
London,  where  her  labors  were  so  incessant,  she  connected 
with  the  emigration  scheme  a  reformatory  or  home  for  poor 
and  unfortunate  women,  which  was  established  at  Shepherd's 
Bush,  in  London.  After  a  period  of  seven  years'  residence 
and  training  in  this  noble  institution,  the  inmates  were  sent 
to  the  colonies  to  start  life  afresli,  which  many  of  them  did 
Diost  worthily. 

It  will  not  surprise  our  readers  to  learn  that  the  Baroness 
is  the  Patron  of  the  Royal  Society  for  the  Prevention  of 
Cruelty  to  Animals.     The   deep,   tender   feeling   towards 
suffering  humanity  which  is  the  spring  of  all  her  charities 
to  the  poor,  could  not  exist  in  a  bosom  inaccessible  to  the 
unworded  appeals  of  the  lower  animals  in  their  sufferings. 
Her  exertions  on  behalf  of  the  society  have  been  unremit- 
tinij,  and  they  are  singularly  iUustrative  of  her  sympathetic 
and  kindly  nature.     No  pain  that  can  be  spared  or  alleviated 
st'enis  to  escape  her  watchful  eye.     To  mention  a  single  ex- 
ample:  Some  years  ago  she   wrote  to  the  London  Times 
(^pteraber  14th,  1869),  complaining  of  the  cruel  usage  to 
^liich  cattle  were  subjected,  and  suggesting  "to  all  persons 
engaged  in  teaching,  in  whatever  rank  of  life,  that  some 
P^an  should  be  adopted  for  inculcating,  in  a  definite  manner, 
principles  of  humanity  towards  animals,  and  a  knowledge 
^f  their  structure,  treatment  and  value  to  man."     The  cat- 
tle sent  up  to  London  from  the  remote  districts  of  England 
^^^  Scotland  used  to  suffer  intensely  in  thelt  tTa\A%\\.  Vyj 
'^^hvajr  fiv/w  thirstj  and  often  irom  \iunger.     A.t  \iet  a^\i 
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expense  she  provided  the  fittings  for  trucks  constructed 
as  to  enuble  the  cattle  to  eat  and  drink  on  the  road  to  I 
don^  and  such  trucks  are  now  in  general  use  on  all 
great  railroads. 

In  all  tliese  widely  varied  schemes  she  was  a  though 
and  conscientious  worker.  On  coming  into  possessioi 
her  wealth  in  1837,  she  began  a  life  of  studious  and  syst 
atic  beneficence,  giving  largely,  not  to  one  particular  fa 
ite  scheme  of  charity,  but  to  many  and  widely-diffe: 
objects;  and  not  indiscriminately,  but  considerately, 
keeping  statistics  of  work  accomplished  and  to  be  ace 
plished,  and  gathering  innumerable  facts  with  painstal 
care,  that  her  noble  deeds  might  not  fail  of  their  intent 
This  method  of  action  she  never  abandoned.  The 
effects  usually  attending  lavish  gifts,  sucli  as  injuring 
self-reliance  and  self-respect  of  recipients  or  encoura^; 
pauperism,  she  avoided  as  far  as  possible  by  most  vigi 
and  continuous  supervision. 

Miss  Coutts'  private  charities  it  is  of  course  imposs 
to  estimate;  but  they  are  known  to  have  been  large, 
has   always   been   a    liberal  and    discriminating   pal 
of  music,  j)ainting,  and  the  drama.     She  jmssesses  m 
valuable  works  of  art,  selected  with  excellent  taste 
judgment,  and  -  arranged  in  the  most  favorable  man 
The  entertainments  given  at  her  house  have  been 
quently  graced  by  the  presence  and  talents  of  the 
actors  and  singers  of  "the  day,  while  the  conversation 
been   of   the   animated   kind   that   occurs   when  art 
authors,  men  of  science,  and  men  of  the  world  mi 
freely   in   discussion   or  exchange   interesting   glim 
of    their   different  professions    and    experiences, 
hospitality   has   been   at    times    npon   the   most  go 
ous  scale.     Upon   one  occasion  she  gave  a  dinner  p 
(one  of  the  largest  upon  record)  to  two  thousand  Bel] 
Volunteers,  who   wcrii  rnvVtviOi  \.o  TCi^^\»  >\\^  ^Y\\\ce 
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Princess  of  Wales,  and  five  hundred  other  distinguished 
guests.  Yet,  in  spite  of  the  immense  number  to  be 
accommodated,  we  are  assured  that  the  entertainment 
passed  off  as  easily  and  pleasantly  as  if  there  had  been  but 
a  dozen  people  present. 

She  is  hospitable  to  the  poor  as  well  as  to  the  wealthy. 
The  beautiful  garden  and*  grounds  of  lier  villa  at  Higli- 
gate  are  open  to  school  children,  who  visit  them  literally 
iu  thousands. 

The  public  and  patriotic  benevolence  of  Miss  Coutts 
has  not  passed  unrecognized.  She  is,  and  has  long  been, 
one  of  the  most  beloved  womfen  in  England.  Mr.  Julian 
Young  relates  that  in  1868,  when  the  great  Reform  pro- 
cession was  passing  her  house,  slie  was  at  the  window  look- 
lug  on.  accompanied  by  himself  and  a  group  of  friends. 

"  Tliough  she  stood  more  out  of  sight  than  any  of  us," 
he  says, ''  in  one  instant  a  shout  was  raised.  For  upwards 
of  two  hours  and  a  half  the  air  rang  with  the  reiterated 
huzzas — huzzas  unanimous  and  heart-felt,  as  if  represent- 

■ 

ii'P;  a  national  sentiment." 

In  June,  1871,  the  Queen  bestowed  upon  Miss  Coutts  a 
peerage,  and  she  became  Baroness  Burdett-Coutts.  In 
1^T2,  she  was  admitted  to  the  freedom  of  the  city  of 
London,  and  in  1874  to  that  of  tlic  city  of  Edinburgh. 

In  1881,  she  was  married  to  Mr.  William  Ashmead- 
Baitlett,  an  American  gentleman  naturalized  in  England, 
^'lio  had  long  been  her  confidential  adviser,  friend,  and 
"^au  of  business.  Some  were  surprised  by  this  marriage, 
their  grounds  of  objection  being  the  difference  in  age 
between  the  parties,  Mr.  Ashmead-Bartlett  being  tlie 
younger  of  the  two,  and  also  the  fact  that  a  portion  of  the 
baroness's  property  was  held  upon  such  a  tenure  that  she 
'orfeited  it  if  she  married.  For  the  first  objection,  it  was 
certainly  the  affair  of  no  one  but  the  two  mo§>t  \\\\A\«iaX»<^^ 
^ojicerned,  and  their  minds  were  already  itisx^^  \V5  vcw 
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GIRLHOOD  OF  QUEEN  ELIZABETH. 

e  great  Elizabeth  was  the  most  wary  of  sovereigns, 
as  because  she  grew  from  childhood  to  maturity 
I  headsman's  axe  always  before  her,  glittering  and  * 

Her  first  recollection  must  have  been  of  her 
awful  frown.  Henry  VIII  had  put  away  his  law- 
Catherine  of  Aragon,  and  married  Anno  Boleyn, 
thereby  to  get  an  heir  to  his  throne.  He  had 
or  a  son,  and  it  was.  a  daughter  who  came, 
that  hour  the  heart  of  the  king  was  dead  to  his 
i  this  became  more  and  more  manifest  from  day 
Elizabeth  was  born  and  lived  the  first  three  years 
ife  in  the  palace  of  Greenwich  on  the  Thames,  a 
is  below  London,  a  palace  which  is  now  the  naval 
On  the  day  of  Anne  Boleyn's  arrest  she  made 
attempt  to  soften  the  heart  of  her  husband, 
lim  standing  at  a  window  she  approached  as  a 
t,  holding  out  to  him  with  her  hand  their  only 
e  Princess  Elizabeth,  then  a  little  more  than  three 
i.  He  frowned  upon  them  both,  turned  toward 
low  again,  and  with  a  menacing  gesture  ordered* 
ay.  Before  the  sun  set  the  traitor's  gate  of  the 
penod  to  receive  one  of  the  royal  barges,  which 
d  this  hapless  queen,  destined  ere  long  to  lay  her 
1  head  upon  the  block.  ♦ 

ittle  girl  was  sent  to  one  of  the  king's  houses  at 
n,  thirty  miles  north  of  London,  with  her  govern- 
ly  Bryan,  a  relation  of  her  dead   mother,    TUa 
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ippeared  to  have  forgotten  lier  and  left  her  unpro 
witli  many  things  that  a  cliild  needs.     Her  gov 
>8,  not  daring  lo  address  the  king,  wlio  was  absorbei 
in  the  pursuit  of  a  new  wife,  wrote  to  a  gentlenia- 
he  court,  begging  him  to  intercede  and  cause  the  chil 
>e  furnished  with  suitable  clothing  and  other  artich 
pessary  to  her  comfort.     Lady  IJryan  wrote: 
•'  She  liatli  neither  gown  nor  kirtle,  nor  peticoat  nor 
anner  of  linen,  nor  forsmocks  (aprons),  nor  kerchie- 
or  rails,  nor  body  stichets,  nor  handkercliiefs,  nor  slcev 
lor  mulTlers,  norbiggens"  (lioods). 

She  entreats  her  correspondent  to  use  all  his  influcL~^ce 
to  got  the  king  to  supply  these  articles,  and  to  soften     'M)is 
lieart  toward  the  family  of  Anne  Boleyn,  suddenly  rcdu<:?crf 
from  royal  state  to  poverty  and  disgrace.     The  governess 
added  that  her  *'  Lady  Elizabeth  "  had  much  pain  in  get- 
ting  her  large  teeth. 

"  Tliey  come  very  slowly  forth,"  she  wrote,  "  which 
causeth  me  to  suffer  Her  Grace  to  have  her  will  more 
than  I  would." 

Mothers  who  have  teething  children    can   understand 
this  passage  perfectly  well.     The   governess  goes  on  to 
say  that  when  the  little  lady  had  got  all  her  teeth  well 
cut,  she  hoped  to  make  her  better  behaved,  so  that  "tin 
King's  Grace  slmll  have   great  comfort  in   Her  Grnio. 
She  described  her  as  a  ])r()mising  and  gentle  child,  ai 
one  that  would  do  great  honor  to  the  King  by  and  by. 
The  biggins,  the  kerchiefs,  and  the  body  stichets  am 
before  long,  and  the  child  appears  to  Imve  enjoyed  s' 
of  the  comfort    and    dignity    a])pertaining  to  her  r 
Afcanwhile,  Henry  YUI  married    his    third    wife, 
Seymour,  wlio  gave  him  the  long  desired  hejr,  the   i 
who  afterwards  reigned  as  Edward  VL     The    Pr 
J5?Wzabeth's  first  appearance  in  public  was  at  the  b 
'^hild,  born  little  vwotci  W\^\i  \x  ^^^^  ^ftcr  h 
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other's  death.  At  the  baptism  her  sister  Mary,  seven- 
m  years  older  than  herself,  led  Elizabeth  to  the  font, 
lere  she  also  held  the  infant  in  her  arms.  Elizabeth 
.8  then  four  years  old,  but  she  already  showed  a  certain 
jdence  and  propriety  of  demeanor  not  usual  in  so 
ung  a  child. 
These  two  children,  four  years  apart  in  age,  spent  much 

their  childhood  together,  having  some  of  tlie  same 
tchers,  and  pursuing  the  same  studies.     They  appear 

have  been  tenderly  attached  to  one  another.  Once 
len  they  were  parted,  Elizabeth  proposed  a  correspond- 
ce,  and  Edward's  answer  to  the  proposal  has  been  prc- 
rved.  It  is  very  much  such  a  letter  as  an  intelligent 
y  of  ten  might  how  write  to  a  sister  of  fourteen  who 
(1  gone  into  the  country. 

At  length,  that  monstrous  father  of  theirs  died,  and 
e  little  boy  was  styled  king.  They  had  an  interview 
fore  Edward  went  away  to  London  to  be  invested  with 
yal  state,  and,  strange  to  say,  they  both  shed  tears 
bile  conversing  of  their  father's  death.  In  their  subse- 
lent  correspondence,  too,  they  spoke   of  their  father  as 

lie  had  been  an  affectionate  parent,  and  the  young  king 

on  congratulates  his  sister  upon  the  fortitude  with  which 
ic  liad  borne  and  was  bearing  their  father's  death. 

We  should  suppose  that  the  dangers  wliich  had  sur- 
>niuled  the  childhood  of  Elizabeth  were  now  at  an  end. 
lie  l)rother  with  whom  she  had  studied  side  by  side,  and 
^10  was  strongly  attached  to  her,  was  nominally  King  of 
•ntiland ;  but  he  was  only  a  boy ;  studious  indeed,  and 
ionghtful  beyond  his  years,  bnt  not  robust  in  body  or 
iind,  and  doomed  to  early  death.  The  power  of  tlie 
-aim  was  wielded  by  ambitious  nobles,  who  endeavored 
1  various  ways  to  use  the  young  Princess  Elizabeth  for 
leir  own  ends.  Her  head  was  never  quite  safe  upow  l\e\! 
loulders,  antl  even  her  maidenly  character  waaivot^^^Y^^* 
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The  manners  of  the  age  were  rude,  and  she  was  closely 
watched  by  liostile  spies. 

Her  brotlier  Edward,  however,  remained  her  steadfast 
friend,  and  she  herself  acquired  an  extraordinary  tact  and 
caution  in  avoiding  the  perils  which  beset  her.  When 
she  was  seventeen  and  the  king  thirteen,  he  made  her  a 
present  of  a  country  house  at  Hatfield,  a  day's  ride  iiorlh^ 
of  London,  now  the  seat  of  Lord  Salisbury,  a  member  of 
the  last  Beaconsfield  Cabinet.  Here  she  maintained  a 
liberal  establishment,  and  had  a  considerable  retinue  of 
servants  and  retainers. 

In  one  of  these  retainers  she  was  fortunate  above  all 
the  princesses  of  her  time.  I  mean  Roger  Ascham,  her 
tutor,  and  aftorwards  her  secretary.  In  truth  the  school 
children  of  all  the  world  might  very  properly  unite  iu 
building  a  monument  to  Roger  Ascham.  He  was  the 
great  apostle  of  the  gentle  and  kind  system  of  teaching- 
He  was  anion ur  the  first  to  discover  and  to  teach  that 
there  are  other  ways  of  training  and  instructing  the 
young  than  by  the  lash.  He  was  also  the  first  to  come 
out  distinctly  against  tlie  cramming  and  forcing  system. 
Over  and  over  again,  he  advises  schoolmasters  not  to 
teach  their  pupils  too  much  and  too  long. 

"If,"  said  he  in  one  of  his  letters,  "if  you  pour  much 
drink  at  once  into  a  goblet,  the  most  part  will  dash  out 
and  run  over." 

He  was  born  in  England  about  1515,  and  showed  such 
excellent  traits  in  his  childhood  that  a  gentleman  of  rank 
and  wealth  took  him  into  his  familv,  educated  him  with 
liis  own  children,  and  sent  him  to  the  University  of  Cam- 
bridge.    After  graduating,  he  became  a  tutor  at  Cam- 
bridge, where  he  was  the  room-mate  for  several  years  of 
William  Grindall,  who    was   appointed  tutor  to  Queen 
Elizabeth.     Ascham  himself  had  given  lessons  in  pen- 
Juanship  to  the  childvew  ol  ll^vw^^  Xlll.    He  wrote  a 
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beautiful  nand.  Readers  who  have  seen  the  writing,  of 
Queen  Elizabeth  must  have  noticed  how  elegantly  and 
clearly  she  wrote ;  and  it  was  from  Roger  Aecham  that 
she  learued  how  to  use  the  pen  so  well. 

The  princess,  when  she  was  a  young  lady,  remembered 
with  pleasure  her  old  writing  master,  and  William  Grin- 
dall  frequently  wrote  to  his  tutor  at  the  University,  ask- 
ing his  advice  how  to  proceed  with  his  distinguished  pupil. 
The  consequence  was  that  when  Grindall  suddenly  died 
of  the  plague,  the  princess  asked  that  Roger  Aseham 
might  be  appointed  his  successor.  Her  request  was 
granted;  Aseham  resigned  a  Cambridge  professorship, 
and  went  to  live  at  the  court  of  the  princess. 

He  was  one  of  the  most  learned  and  accomplished  men 
then  living ;  an  excellent  mathematician,  well  versed  in 
the  Greek  language,  an  enthusiast  for  Greek  art  and 
learning,  a  musician,  a  man  of  wit,  taste,  and  agreeable 
conversation.  The  princess  became  warmly  attached  to 
bim,  and,  with  some  intervals,  he  remained  in  her  service 
ill  the  rest  of  his  life.  There  was  a  great  revival  of 
learning  in  England  then,  and  man}^  a  promising  child 
fell  a  victim  to  the  excessive  zeal  of  teachers.  Elizabeth's 
)wn  brother,  the  young  King  Edward,  probably  owed  his 
premature  death  to  this  cause.  He  was  early  put  to 
studying  the  works  of  Cyprian,  Jerome,  Augustine,  Plato, 
Cicero,  Seneca,  and  a  long  list  of  other  authors,  Greek 
and  Latin,  pagan  and  Christian.  The  poor,  sickly  little 
king  was  crammed  to  death.  Five  times  a  week,  we  are 
told,  Ins  tutor  and  himself  studied  together  in  the  morn- 
ing, Herodotus,  Isocrates,  and  Demosthenes,  and  in  the 
afternoon,  by  way  of  recreation,  they  translated  one  of 
the  Greek  tragedies. 

Roger  Aseham,  alive  to  the  danger  of  dealing  thus  with 
^^^  tender  mind  of  youth,  pursued  an  opposite  course, 
^i  with  such  success  that  hia  royal  pupil  became  owa  v>i 
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tlip  most  learned  of  women ;  perhaps  the  most  learned 
woman  of  her  day.  Among  his  writings  is  a  treatise  oe 
the  art  of  teaching,  in  which  he  explains  his  metliod ;  a 
work  which,  I  suppose,  has  had  more  effect  in  softening 
the  modes  of  training  the  young  than  any  other  of  tlie 
kind  in  the  English  language.  The  reader  will  be  amused 
at  its  quaint,  old-fashioned  title-page,  which  I  will  here 
copy  with  its  ancient  spelling: 

"The  Scliolcmaster,  or  plaine  and  perfite  way  of 
teachynge  children  to  understand,  write  and  speak  the 
Latin  tongue,  but  specially  purposed  for  the  private 
brynging-up  of  youth  in  Jentlemen  and  Noblemen's 
houses,  and  commodious  also  for  all  such  as  liave  forgot 
the  Latin  tongue,  and  would  by  themselves  without  a 
Scholemaster  in  short  tyme,  and  with  small  paines  recover 
a  sufiicient  habilitie  to  understand  write  and  speak  Latin" 

Before  the  appearance  of  this  wise  and  good  little  hook, 
the  modes  of  education  were  almost  universally  ])arharous, 
and  had  been  so  from  ancient  times.     In  the  buried  citr 
of  Pompeii,  the  common  sign  of  a  school  was  a  ])icturc 
or  carving  which  rei)resented  the  master  whipping  a  boy 
upon  his  naked  back.     Luther  speaks  of  his  school  as  & 
purgatory,  and  mentions  tliat  in  the  com\se  of  one  morn- 
ing he  was  whipped  fifteen  times.     In  Shakespeare  tlicrc 
are  thirteen  allusions  to  going  to  school,  all  of  which  arc 
in  harmony  with  the  well-known  passage  which  re])rcscnt« 
"the    school-boy   creeping  like   a   snail    unwillingly  to 
school."     Children  had  to  learn  most  things  by  rote,  witi 
little  explanation,  or  none,  and  for  every  ofl'encc  and 
every  infirmity  there  was  only  one  remedy,  bodily  torment 
Koger  Ascham  rose  against  this  barbarous  system,  ai 
denounced  it  with  quaint  but  eloquent  indignation.    Ovef 
and  over  again,  he  says  that  a  kind  and  gentle  manncfi 
accompanied  by  just  praise  for  good  conduct,  would  pto| 
diice  better  results  t\\vxu  \L(ie\Avi?,  V\\vi  ^\SL>^\V^\a  perpeti 
fear.  m 
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"  If  ten  gentlemen,"  he  remarks,  "  be  asked  why  they 
orgot  so  soon  in  court  that  which  they  were  learning  so 
3iig  in  school,  eight  of  them,  or  let  me  be  blamed,  will 
ay  the  fault  on  their  ill  liandling  by  their  schoolmasters." 

A  school,  he  says,  should  be  "  a  sanctuary  against  fear," 
nd  nothing  should  be  learned  unless  the  mind  of  the 
lupil  grasps  it  and  goes  along  with  it.  He  enforces  his 
octrine  by  two  illustrious  examples,  Lady  Grey  and 
Jucen  Elizabeth.  It  is  from  Roger  Ascham's  "  School- 
iiaster  "  that  we  have  those  agreeable  glimpses  of  Lady 
ane  Grey  which  have  made  her  name  so  interesting  to 
posterity.'  Ascham  visited  her  at  her  father's  seat  when 
he  was  a  girl  of  fourteen,  and  found  her  reading  Plato, 
rhile  all  the  rest  of  the  family  were  out  hunting  in  the 
lark.  He  asked  her  why  she  did  not  join  in  the  hunt, 
^lie  answered  with  a  smile : 

"  I  wist  all  their  sport  is  but  a  shadow  to  that  pleasure 
hut  I  find  in  Plato.  Alas,  good  folk !  they  never  felt 
viiat  true  pleasure  meant." 

He  asked  her  how  she  acquired  this  taste  for  learning, 
ler  answer  shows  the  barbarous  manners  of  the  period, 
iiul  illustrates  in  the  most  striking  manner  Roger  Ascham's 
loctrine.  She  told  him  that  she  had  been  blessed  with 
>evere  parents  and  a  gentle  schoolmaster.  When  she 
*'as  in  presence  either  of  father  or  mother,  she  was 
ilways  in  trouble  or  disgrace. 

'*  Whether  I  speak,  keep  silence,  sit,  stand,  or  go ;  eat, 
Irink,  be  merry,  or  sad ;  be  sewing,  playing,  dancing,  or 
oing  anything  else,  I  must  do  it,  as  it  were,  in  such 
eight,  measure,  or  number,  and  even  so  perfectly  as  God 
lude  the  world,  or  else  I  am  so  sharply  taunted,  so  cruelly 
ireatened,  yea,  presently,  sometimes  with  pinches,  nips, 
i»d  bobs  (or  in  other  ways  which  I  will  not  name  for 
le  honor  I  bear  them),  so  without  measure  disord^^^d.^ 
lat  I  think  myself  in  hclV 
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But  then,  kIio  added,  would  come  the  summons  to  her 
tutor,  Mr.  Elmer,  wlio  taught  so  gently  and  so  pleasantly 
that  time  passed  without  her  knowing  it,  and  she  cried 
when  obliged  to  leave  him.  Thus  it  was,  she  said,  that 
she  became  so  fond  of  learning. 

Aftcham  dwells  fondly  upon  this  noble,  ill-starred  lady, 
und  chiims  her  as  a  bright  proof  of  the  excellence  of  this 
g(Mitle  system.  Not  less  does  he  extol  his  own  jmpil,  who 
was  Queen  when  he  wrote  this  book.  While  she  was  still 
under  his  care  ho  was  full  of  enthusiasm  for  her  talents 
and  learning.  ''  She  shone  like  a  star  among  all  the 
ladies  of  England."  She  had  "the  genius  of  a  man, 
without  the  weakness  of  a  woman."  She  was  not  only  a 
deep  and  sound  theologian,  but  she  spoke  Latin  and  Greek 
BO  well  that  she  could  defend  her  opinions  so  as  to  be 
victorious  over  the  most  learned  doctors.  When  she  was 
(jueen,  she  still  ke{)t  up  her  habits  of  daily  study  with  her 
old  tutor. 

''  Point  forth,"  he  says,  "  six  of  the  best  given  gentle* 
men  of  tliis  court,  and  they  altogether  show  not  so  much 
good  will,  spend  not  so  nuich  time,  bestow  not  so  many 
hours,  daily,  orderly,  and  constantly,  for  the  increase  of 
learning  and  knowledge,  as  doth  the  Queen's  majesty 
herself." 

Jle  declared  that,  besides  her  familiarity  with  Latin, 
Italian,  French,  and  Spanish, all  of  which  she  liadDCcasion 
to  use  frecpuMitly  in  public  business,  she  read  more  Greek 
everv  dav  than  some  dignitaries  of  the  Church  read  of 
Latin  in  a  whole  week.  Seldom  has  a  work  been  written 
more  adroitlv  than  this  Schoolmaster  of  Rouer  Ascham. 
The  great  examples  which  he  adduces,  and  the  skillful 
manner  in  which  he  introduces  them,  greatly  contributed 
to  its  intluence.  He  is  certainly  entitled  to  the  gratitude 
of  tho  wliolo  world  of  scholars  and  students. 

J/o  died  in  15G8,  iu  \ua  ?\U,^'-lv>\ivWx  ^^"^^Qjaoeu  Eliia* 


GIRLHOOD   OF  QUEEN   ELIZABETH.  169 

etli  being  then  thirty-five  years  of  age.  Wlien  the 
ueen  heard  of  his  death  she  exclaimed  that  she  would 
ather  have  lost  ten  thousand  pounds  than  her  tutor 
Ischam.  Nevertheless,  she  did  not,  in  his  lifetime, 
compensate  him  too  liberally.  His  salary  was  twenty 
wunds  per  annum ;  but  I  think  that  sum  was  fully  equal 
;o  ten  times  the  amount  in  the  money  of  to-day. 

There  can  be  no  doubt  that  the  praises  which  Ascham 
bestowed  upon  the  queen  were  in  some  degree  deserved. 
She  was  in  truth  a  highly  educated  lady,  with  all  her 
foibles  and  faults.  At  Oxford  you  may  see  her  copy  of 
St.  Paul's  Epistles,  with  the  binding  ornamented  with 
designs  by  her  own  hand,  and  with  her  thoughts  written 
ill  Latin  that  were  suggested  by  reading  the  epistles. 
We  have  also  some  verses  of  her  composition  which  are 
not  wanting  in  force  and  fluency.  She  did  credit  to  her 
Bchoolmaster. 

This  renowned  princess  in  some  particulars  lived  with 
extreme  simplicity,  for  even  kings  in  that  age  enjoyed 
few  of  the  comforts  and  decencies  of  civilization.  The 
housekeeping  books  of  some  of  the  great  families  of  that 
\moA  have  been  published,  from  which  we  learn  that  few 
houses  then  had  the  luxury  of  a  chimney,  and  that  only 
princes'  beds  were  provided  with  two  sheets.  Carpets 
^ere  unknown,  and  floors  were  strewn  with  rushes. 

The  householu  of  the  Princess  Elizabeth  were  called  at 
5ix  in  the  morning,  and  the  whole  of  them,  perhaps  sixty 
n  number^  repaired  at  once  to  the  chapel,  where  Mass 
^'as  said,  as  the  Church  of  England  prayers  were  still 
I'equcntly  called.  At  seven  o'clock  the  Princess  and  her 
Klies  sat  down  to  breakfast.  And  what  did  they  have  for 
reakfast  ?  Not  coffee,  tea,  chocolate,  or  cocoa.  Before 
ich  person  was  placed  a  pewter  pot  of  beer,  and 
lother  of  wine.  On  fast  days  the  breakfast  chiefly  cow 
sted  of  Ball  Bsb,  and  on  other  days  a  greu.t  \o\\\\.  oi 
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mutton  or  beef,  with  bread.  Vegetables  were  few  in 
number,  and  only  of  the  coarser  kinds,  such  as  cabbages 
and  turnips.  Tiie  potato  was  unknown,  to  say  nothing 
of  tlie  more  delicate  vegetables,  of  which  the  poorest 
family  now  lias  a  share. 

It  is  really  surprising  to  read  of  the  way  in  which 
people  in  good  circumstances  were  then  accommodated. 
The  Princess  Elizabeth,  when  she  was  eighteen  years  of 
age,  may  have  had  sheets  upon  her  bed,  but  probably  she 
had  no  garment  similar  to  the  modern  nightgown.  Her 
bed  was  probably  stuffed  with  coarse  wool,  and  if  she 
had  a  pillow  at  all,  it  was  filled  with  bran,  or  chaff. 
Prosperous  farmers  in  that  age  slept  upon  straw  beds, 
and  had  "  a  good  round  log  under  their  head  for  a  pillow." 
As  for  servants,  they  lay  upon  the  straw  witliout  any 
intermediate  fabric  to  protect  what  an  old  writer  styles 
their  ''  hardened  livdes." 

The  Princess  Elizabeth  may  have  had  one  or  two  silver 
spoons  for  her  own  use,  though  most  of  her  household 
had  spoons  only  of  pewter  or  wood.  And  yet  at  tliat 
time  people  wrote  of  the  prevalence  of  luxury,  and  of  the 
consequent  degeneracy  of  the  race,  just  as  we  do  in  these 
days.  The  historian  Hume  quotes  a  curious  passage  from 
an  author  of  Queen  Elizabeth's  day  : 

"  In  times  past  men  were  contented  to  dwell  in  houses 
builded  of  sallow,  willow,  etc. ;  so  that  the  use  of  the  oak 
was  in  a  manner  dedicated  wholly  unto  churches,  reliirious 
houses,  princes'  palaces,  navigation,  etc. ;  but  now  willow, 
etc.  are  rejected,  and  nothing  but  oak  anywhere  regarded. 
And  yet  see  the  change;  for  when  our  houses  were 
builded  of  willow,  then  had  we  oaken  men  ;  but  now  that 
our  houses  are  come  to  be  made  of  oak,  our  men  are  not 
only  become  willow,  but  a  great  many  altogether  of  straw, 
which  is  a  sore  alteration.  Now  we  have  many  chimneys; 
and  yet  our  tendcrVmos  com\)VaA\\  ol  ^^x^xjLXSi.^  catarrh,  and 
poses''  (^colds). 
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is  fine  old  conservative  lajnented  that  the  houses 
no  longer  filled  with  smoke,  which,  he  said,  not 
hardened  the  timber  of  a  house,  but  kept  the  good 
and  his  family  from  taking  cold  and  catching  disease, 
e  Princess  Elizabeth  was  twenty  years  of  age  when 
cath  of  her  brother  Edward  VI  raised  to  the  throne 
ister  Mary.  Her  conduct  at  this  terrible  crisis  was 
lly  prudent  and  right.  The  ambitious  Northumber- 
offered  her  money  and  lands  if  she  would  consent  to 
etting  aside  of  Mary,  and  the  elevation  to  the  throne 
ady  Jane  Gray.  She  simply  and  firmly  replied  that, 
iig  as  her  sister  Mary  was  alive,  she  had  no  rights  to 
hrone  either  to  claim  or  to  surrender, 
u'ing  the  reign  of  Mary  she  was  frequently  in  the 
imminent  and  deadly  peril ;  not  from  any  hostility 
e  hereby  her  sister,  but  through  the  intrigues  of  cor- 
and  ill-disposed  men  who  wished  to  use  her  intense 
larity  for  their  own  advantage.  In  her  twenty-fifth 
after  a  scries  of  vicissitudes  and  escapes,  Elizabeth 
led.  On  hearing  the  news  of  her  sister's  death,  she 
ared  stunned.  Drawing  a  deep  sigh,  she  knelt  down 
>aid : 
This  is  the  Lord's  doing,  and  it  is  marvelous  in  our 
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XIII. 

THE  WIFE  OF  THOMAS  CARLYLE. 

•  •  I  A  ON'T  marry  a  man  of  genius,"  Mrs.  Carlyle  used 
I  J  to  say,  in  moments  of  depression,  to  her  intimate 
friends.  Who  would  like  to  be  judged  by  the  words  that 
escape  when  the  burthens  of  life  press  too  heavily,,  or 
when  morbid  conditions  distort  the  view?  Carlyle 
inherited  from  a  line  of  laborious  ancestors  the  frame 
and  constitution  of  a  bricklayer,  with  the  peasant  instinct 
of  mastership  over  the  female.  A  little  Latin,  Greek, 
and  German  do  not  radically  change  a  man's  nature. 
The  old  saying,  that  it  takes  three  generations  to  make  a 
gentleman,  is  not  destitute  of  truth,  and  the  process  did 
not  begin  in  Thomas  Carlyle  till  he  was  already  too  old 
to  take  to  it  kindly.  The  true  moral  to  be  deduced  from 
the  mass  of  Carlylian  material  with  which  we  have  been 
recently  favored,  is:  Destroy  your  letters,  or  else  have 
them  edited  by  a  person  who  can  discriminate  betweeu 
words  that  express  an  exceptional  and  transitory  feeling, 
and  those  which  reveal  the  state  of  mind  which  is  habitual 
and  characteristic. 

Jeannie  Welsh,  at  all  periods  of  her  life,  was  a  cheery, 
fascinating  creature.  The  very  earliest  incidents  related 
of  her  exhibit  to  us  a  little  person  of  will,  opinion,  and 
talent.  She  was  quick  at  her  lessons,  a  capital  mimic, 
and  possessed  by  a  wide  and  intelligent  curiosity  which 
it  was  not  always  easy  to  satisfy.  The  usual  girl's  educa 
tion  was  not  enough  for  her :  modern  languages,  musi 
SLiid  drawing  were  well iiv ttveir  way;  but  she  aspired* 
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bhe  dignity  of  Latin,  undeterred  by  her  father's  good- 
tiatured  indifference  and  her  mother's  opposition.  It  was 
not  her  custom  either  to  tease  or  pout ;  she  simply  took 
tlie  matter  into  her  own  hands,  sought  out  a  school-boy 
whom  she  induced  to  teach  her  the  mysteries  of  nouns  of 
the  first  declension,  and  pursued  her  studies  by  herself. 
One  night  when  she  was  supposed  to  be  in  bed,  a  small 
voice  was  heard  issuing  from  beneath  a  table,  murmuring 
diligently  to  itself,  ^'penna^  a  pen ;  penvae,  of  a  pen." 
Amid  the  laughter  of  the  family  she  crawled  from  her 
hiding  place  and  running  to  her  father,  said : 

"  I  want  to  learn  Latin ;  please  let  me  be  a  boy." 

The  school  of  Haddington,  her  native  place  (a  large 
market  town  twenty  miles  east  of  Edinburgh),  was  but 
a  short  distance  from  her  father's  house,  and  thither  she 
was  soon  afterward  permitted  to  go,  attired,  as  Carlyle 
tells  us,  in  a  light  blue  pelisse,  black  belt,  dainty  little 
cap,  caught  up  with  a  feather,  and  her  satchel  carried  in 
her  hand. 

"Fill  that  little  figure  with  elastic  intellect, love,  and 
generous  vivacity  of  all  kinds,"  he  adds,  "  and  where  in 
iiature  will  you  find  a  prettier  ?  " 

The  little  lady's  vivacity  and  generosity  were  both  soon 
displayed  to  her  school-fellows.  The  boys  and  girls 
Usually  said  their  lessons  in  separate  rooms,  but  arith- 
metic and  algebra  they  recited  together.  Most  of  the  boys 
*^'ere  devoted  to  her,  but  now  and  then  difficulties  arose, 
lue,  perhaps,  to  her  so  easily  surpassing  them  all.  Once, 
^hen  the  master  had  left  the  room,  one  of  them  said 
^omething^  disagreeable  to  her ;  instantly  her  temper  was 
iroused,  and  doubling  up  her  little  fist  she  struck  him  on 
he  nose  and  made  it  bleed.  At  that  moment  the  master 
'etumcd  and  demanded  to  know  who  had  been  fighting. 
tliere  was  silence.  Fighting  was  punished  with  flo^9;\v»^, 
ind  no  one  would  tell  tales  of  a  girl,    TYie  t^«udu^.t 
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declared  that  ho  would  flog  the  whole  school  if  ho  was 
not  told  the  culprit's  name.  It  was  well  known  that  bo 
would  keep  his  word ;  but  still  no  one  spoke  until 
Jeannie,  the  smallest,  most  fairy-like  of  little  girls, 
looked  up  and  announced  : 

"  Please,  it  was  I." 

Severity  was  impossible.  The  teacher  tried  to  kce;) 
his  countenance,  failed,  burst  out  laughing,  called  her  "a 
little  devil,"  and  bade  her  go  her  ways  to  the  girls'  room. 

Soon  afterward  the  school  changed  masters ;  Edward 
Irving,  a  young  man  freshly  laden  with  college  honors, 
came  to  Haddington  to  teach.  Besides  liaving  her  in  liis 
classes  at  the  school,  he  was  entrusted  with  the  cai-e  of 
her  more  private  education.  lie  directed  her  reading, 
assisted  her  in  lier  studies,  taught  her  astronomy  on  sta^ 
light  nights,  and  introduced  her  to  Vergil. 

Vergil  was  to  her,  as  he  has  been  to  so  many  others, 
an  inspiring  revelation.  She  read,  studied,  declaimed  ilic 
poet  with  i)as8ionate  delight.  She  tried  to  conform  hor 
own  life  to  the  Roman  model.  When  she  was  tenqited 
to  commit  an  unworthy  act,  she  said  to  herself  with 
sternness,  "  A  Roman  would  not  have  done  it."  Wlicii 
she  gallantly  caught  by  the  nccl\  and  flung  aside  a  hissing 
gander  of  which  she  had  long  stood  in  dread,  she  felt  that 
she  "  deserved  well  of  the  Roiuiblic,"  and  merited  a  civil 
crown.  Furthermore,  having  become  convinced  that  a 
doll  was  now  beneath  her  dignity,  she  burned  her  ancient 
favorite,  with  all  its  dresses  and  its  cherished  four-post 
bed,  upon  a  funeral  pyre,  constructed  of  "  a  fagot  or  two 
of  cedar  allumettes,  a  few  sticks  of  cinnamon,  and  a  nut- 
meg."  Then,  delivering  with  much  emphasis  and  solem- 
nity the  dying  words  of  Dido  in  their  original  tongue,  the 
doll  (with  Jeannie's  assistance),  kindled  the  pyre,  stabbed 
hcrseli  with  a  i)enknife,  and  a  moment  later,  being  stuffed 
with  sawdust  and  highly  cou\\iU's»\Mft^'v^a  in  a  fine  blaxe- 
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while  her  poor  little  mistress,  repenting  too  late,  stood 
helplessly  by,  shrieking  till  the  household  hastened  to  the 
spot. 

Wliile  she  was  yet  a  child  she  began  to  write,  and  at 
fourteen  she  had  composed  a  tragedy,  rather  inflated  in 
style,  but  of  great  promise.  She  continued  for  many 
years  to  write  poetry,  and  her  two  dearest  friends,  Irving 
and  Carlyle,  both  expected  her  to  shine  in  literature. 
That  she  possessed  the  talent  for  such  a  career  her  clear, 
grapliic  style,  its  witty  allusions,  and  the  appreciative 
humor  of  her  letters  sufficiently  attest. 

She  was  still  a  young  girl  when  her  father.  Dr.  Welsh, 
a  highly  accomplished  physician,  was  prostrated  by  a 
fever  caught  while  attending  an  old  woman  in  the  town 
of  Haddington.  His  disease  being  contagious,  he  gave 
orders  to  exclude  his  daughter  from  the  room.  She 
forced  her  way  to  his  side.  He  sent  her  out,  and  she 
passed  the  night  lying  before  his  door.  His  death,  her 
first  great  sorrow,  was  well  nigh  insupportable  to  her,  and 
perhaps  permanently  impaired  her  health. 

•'A  father  so  loved  and  mourned,"  says  Carlyle,  "I 
have  never  seen.  To  the  end  of  her  life  his  title  even  to 
me  was  'He^  and  ^Svm^  Not  above  twice  or  thrice,  did 
she  ever  mention — and  then  in  a  quiet,  slow  tone — my 
father:' 

His  death  left  her  an  heiress  ;  all  his  property  except  a 
small  annuity  to  his  widow  having  been  bequeathed  to 
lier.  She  was  young,  agreeable,  brilliant,  rich  (for  the 
time  and  place),  and  beautiful.  She  was  fair,  with  black 
hair  and  black  eyes  "  shining  with  soft  mockery,"  as 
Froude  describes  them,  and  an  irregular  nose,  in  harmony 
vith  the  satirical  expression  of  her  face.  Her  forehead 
Was  white  and  broad,  her  figure  ^  slight,  airy,  and  per- 
fectly graceful." 

We  cannot  wonder,  that  this  young  lady  waa\iVe^«>^^ 
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with  many  suitors.  She  made  herself  agreeable  to  th< 
talked,  laughed,  and  danced  with  them,  and  refused  tb 
very  politely  when  they  asked  her  hand.  Many  peo 
considered  her  a  flirt,  and  the  gay  manner  in  which  i 
alludes  to  the  charge  shows  that  she  did  not  resent 
But  if  she  was  merry,  she  was  neither  frivolous  i 
unfeeling.  She  had  bestowed  all  the  love  she  had  to  g 
upon  a  man  who  fully  returned  her  affection,  yet  coi 
not  marry  her.  This  was  her  old  teacher,  Edwi 
Irving.  He  had  become  engaged  to  another  lady  bef« 
again  meeting  the  beautiful  Miss  Welsh  whom  he  had 
long  known  only  as  little  Jeannie.  When  at  length 
saw  her  again,  he  fell  in  love  with  her.  He  would  ] 
break  his  engagement,  nor  would  she  permit  him  to 
so.  At  length,  he  asked  the  young  lady  to  release  hi 
she  would  not,  and  he  married  her. 

This  affair,  so  quickly  told,  lasted  long,  and  while  i 
issue  was  yet  uncertain,  Irving  introduced  Miss  Welsh 
his  friend,  Thomas  Carlyle,  in  the  hope  that  he  woi 
guide  and  assist  her  in  her  studies.  The  friends! 
between  them  soon  became  warmly  affectionate.  Carl, 
discussed  his  projects,  prospects,  and  opinions  with  li 
corrected  her  verses,  and  planned  works  which  they  av( 
to  write  in  concert.  Not  aware  of  Irving's  love  for  h 
he  even  adopted  a  complimentary,  gallant  tone  in  1 
letters  ;  but  this  she  did  not  permit  to  continue.  Gra( 
ally  his  affection  and  admiration  increased,  until  he  f 
that  she  was  the  perfect  woman.  He  was  not  hopeful 
success  in  his  suit,  nor  had  he  reason  to  be,  for  un 
Irving's  marriage  she  persistently  discouraged  him.  ] 
was  very  much  in  love  for  so  austere  a  man,  and  wr( 
verses  which  sound  strangely  to  the  ear  familiar  with  1 
ordinary  —  or. extraordinary  —  style.  They  are  ardei 
at  least : 

**  Bright  maid,  thy  ^cp-Wttj  «.^\Vvi7«, 
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Enrolled  among  earth's  chosen  few, 
Lovely  as  morning,  pure  as  dew, 
Thy  image  stands  before  me. 

**  Oh,  that  on  Fame's  far  shining  peak^ 

With  great  and  mighty  numbered, 
Unfading  laurels  I  could  seek ; 
This  longing  spirit  then  might  speak 

The  thoughts  within  that  slumbered, 

**  Oh,  in  the  battle's  wildest  swell, 

By  hero's  deeds  to  win  thee, 
To  meet  the  charge,  the  stormy  yell, 
The  artillery's  flash,  its  thundering  knell. 

And  thine  the  light  witliin  me. 

"What  man  in  Fate's  dark  day  of  power, 

While  thoughts  of  thee  upbore  him, 
Would  shrink  at  danger's  blackest  lour, 
Or  faint  in  Life's  last  ebbing  hour. 

If  tears  of  thine  fell  o'er  him  ? " 

rving  once  married,  Miss  Welsh  viewed  her  devoted 

imi)racticable  suitor  in  a  different  light.     She  recog- 

d  his  genius,  she  believed  in  his  affection,  she  was 

id  of  his  preference :  why  not  marry  him  ?     She  was 

as  she  frankly  told  him,  in  love  wilh  him;  yet  she 

d  him,  and  at  last  accepted  him.     Their  engagement 

stormy.     If  he  made  impossible  plans  for  the  future, 

with  a  stroke  of  satire,  a  positive  iVo,  or  an  elaborate 

lunation,  upset  them.     Then  he  thought  she  was  dis- 

ed  at  the  prospect  of  sucli  a  retired  life  as  his  j)rofes- 

necessitated,  and  offered  to  release  her.     Then  she 

le  refusing  to  be  released,  soothing  and  reassuring 

,  and    proposing   some    other   arrangement.      Each 

I'led  and  encouraged  the  other  to  such  sacrifices  as  the 

umstances    required,   and    indeed,   as    Mr.    Froudo 

larks :  "  They  comforted  one  another  as  if  they  were 

iig  to  execution." 
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Married  they  were,  Iiowever,  after  much  difficulty  and 
delay,  owing  to  the  impossibility  of  Carlyle's  arranging 
the  necessary  details  as  anybody  else  would  have  done. 
Miss  Welsh  had  to  instruct  him  in  regard  to  each  detail 
of  the  ceremony.  Her  last  letter  before  the  wedding, 
relating  to  something  about  the  banns  which  he  did  uot 
understand,  is  headed : 

"  The  last  Speech  and  marrying  Words  of  that  unfortu- 
nate young  woman,  Jane  Baillie  Welsh^ 

An  unfortunate  young  woman,  her  friends  indeed  con- 
sidered her  to  be,  knowing  as  they  did  her  husband's 
irascible  temper  and  fantastic  whims.  Nor,  bravely  as 
she  faced  the  future,  did  she  herself  expect  otlier  liappi- 
ness  than  was  to  be  won  by  a  life  of  self-sacrifice,  nor  ask 
other  reward  than  the  appreciation  and  confidence  of  the 
man  of  genius  whom  she  had  resolved  to  serve.  Having 
these,  she  had  been  well  content  to  bear  his  irritability 
and  moroseness,  to  stand  between  him  and  poverty's  daily 
worries,  to  accept  menial  duties  to  which  she  was  unaccus- 
tomed, and  to  lose  the  friends  whose  society  he  would  not 
tolerate. 

The  first  eighteen  months  of  their  married  life,  Carlyle 
was  accustomed  to  look  back  upon  as  the  happiest  period 
of  his  existence. 

"  For  my  wife,"  he  wrote  to  his  mother  shortly  after 
taking  possession  of  liis  new  home,  Comely  Bank,  "  I  may 
say  in  my  lieart  that  she  is  far  better  than  any  wife,  and 
loves  me  with  a  devotedness  which  it  is  a  mystery  to  nie 
how  1  have  ever  deserved.  She  is  gay  and  happy  as  a 
lark,  and  looks  with  such  soft  cheerfulness  into  my 
gloomy  countenance,  that  new  hope  passed  into  me  every 
time  1  met  her  eve." 

She,  too,  was  most  happy.     "  My  husband  is  so  kind, 
she  writes  in  a  postscript  to  one  of  his  letters  home,  "so 
in  all  respects  after  my  o^  i\  \a^^a:\).    1  was  sick  one  da/i 
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:d  he  nursed  me  as  well  as  my  own  mother  could  have 
lie,  and  he  never  says  a  hard  word  to  me  unless  I 
jhly  deserve  it.  We  see  great  numbers  of  people,  but 
e  ahvays  most  content  alone.  My  husband  reads  tlien, 
d  I  read  or  work,  or  just  sit  and  look  at  him,  which  I 
ally  find  as  profitable  an  employment  as  any  other." 
Already,  however,  she  was  beginning  to  encounter  the 
cial  and  household  difficulties  which  her  husband's  tem- 
rament  rendered  inevitable.  He  was  dyspeptic,  and 
quired  the  simplest  food,  cooked  with  unvarying  perfec- 
>ii,  storming  at  fate,  or  shrouding  himself  in  deepest 
oom  if  his  oatmeal  was  scorched  or  his  eggs  not  fresh. 
s  no  servant  could  satisfy  him,  Mrs.  Carlyle  went  into 
c  kitchen,  and  studied  cookery.  The  slightest  noises 
stracted  him  when  he  was  at  work ;  Mrs.  Carlyle  was 
er  on  the  alert  to  prevent  doors  from  banging,  dishes 
^m  clattering,  and  shoes  from  creaking.  Visitors  had 
be  received  ;  his  tender  epithet  for  them  was  "  nauseous 
tniders."  Mrs.  Carlyle  managed  with  such  adroitness 
it,  without  offence  to  any,  they  were  so  winnowed  and 
tod  that  only  those  whose  society  he  could  enjoy  or 
"lure,  reached  his  presence.  She  was  a  charmijig 
>^tcss,  and  even  succeededMn  giving  small  tea-parties 
licli  hor  gifted  spouse  found  not  unpleasant. 
Meanwhile,  Carlyle's  literary  and  financial  ventures 
>t  proving  successful,  he  was  possessed  by  a  grow- 
g  restlessness  and  gloom,  and  before  the  first  year 
^s  ended,  made  up  his  mind  to  leave  Edinburgh  and 
tire  to  Craigenputtock,  a  bleak,  barren  little  moorland 
tate  belonging  to  his  wife,  sixteen  miles  from  the 
'arcst  town.  Mrs.  Carlyle,  whose  health  was  impaired, 
'^'aded  the  change,  and  might  even  have  refused  her 
unseat,  but  that  her  mother  then  lived  at  Nithsdale, 
fteeii  miles  from  Craigenputtock.  She  did  remonstviAl^^ 
lit  Carlyle's  mind  was  made  up,  and  to  Crav^eiv^x^XX.^^ 
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they  went.  They  lived  there  seven  years  —  yeafs  of 
alterriating  depression  and  good  cheer  to  Carlyle,  but 
marked  by  improvement  in  l)is  literary  power  and  growing 
reputation.     To  liis  wife  they  were  years  of  desolation. 

As  only  incapable  Scottish  servants  could  be  obtained, 
Mrs.  Carlyle  was  obliged  to  make  good  their  deficiencies, 
fc^hc  cooked,  cleaned  tlie  rooms,  scoured  the  floors,  polished 
grates,  milked  cows,  gathered  eggs,  looked  after  the  gar- 
den, took  charge  of  the  dairy,  and,  in  short,  did  the  work 
herself,  with  occasional  assistance  from  her  blundering 
maid.  If  anything  was  unexpectedly  required  from  the 
village,  it  was  she  who  must  mount  and  gallop  away  iu 
quest  of  it. 

Her  hardest  struggles  were  with  the  cookery.  She  had 
cooked,  indeed,  at  Comely  Bank,  but  only  now  and  then 
the  dainties,  not  as  she  cooked  at  Craigenputtock.  After 
thirty  years,  she  w^rote  to  a  friend  the  comic-pathetic 
story  of  the  baking  of  her  first  loaf  of  bread.  The  bread 
from  Dumfries  not  agreeing  with  her  husband,  she  says: 

"It  was  plainlv  mv  dutv  as  a  Christian  wife  to  bake  at 
home.  So  I  sent  for  Cobbett's  '  Cottage  Economy.'  and 
fell  to  work  at  a  loaf  of  bread.  But  knowunii;  nothing 
of  the  j)rooess  of  fermentation  or  the  heat  of  ovens,  it 
came  to  pass  that  my  loaf  got  put  into  the  oven  at  the 
time  that  myself  ought  to  have  been  put  into  bed ;  and  I 
remained  the  only  [)erson  not  asleep  in  a  house  in  the 
middle  of  a  desert.  One  o'clock  struck,  and  then  two, 
and  tlion  three;  and  still  I  was  sitting  there  \\\  ^^ 
immense  solitude,  mv  whole  bodv  aehins:  with  weariness, 
my  heart  aching  with  a  sense  of  forlornness  and  degT(i' 
datum.  That  I,  who  had  been  so  petted  at  home,  whose 
comfort  had  been  studied  by  everybody  in  the  house,  who 
had  never  been  required  to  do  anything  but  ctdtivate  w'J 

• 

f/i/iiJ^  sJiould  have  to  pass  all  those  hours  of  the  night  in 
watching  a  loaf  of  bread — N\\\\d\\fiA^\Wt  turn  out  hted 
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• 

fter  all !  Such  thoughts  maddened  me,  till  I  laid  down 
ly  head  on  the  table  and  sobbed  aloud.  It  was  then 
lat  somehow  the  idea  of  Benvenuto  Cellini  sitting  up 
II  night  watching  his  Perseus  in  the  furnace  came  into 
ly  head,  and  suddenly  I  asked  myself, '  After  all,  in  the 
ght  of  the  Upper  Powers,  what  is  the  mighty  difference 
etween  a  statue  of  Perseus  and  a  loaf  of  bread,  so  that 
icli'be  the  thing  one's  hand  has  found  to  do  ?  The  man's 
etermined  will,  his  energy,  his  patience,  his  resource, 
ere  the  really  admirable  things,  of  which  his  statue  of 
erseus  was  the  mere  chance  expression.  If  he  had 
3en  a  woman  living  at  Craigenputtock,  with  a  dyspeptic 
usbaiid,  sixteen  miles  from  a  baker,  and  he  a  bad  one. 
I  these  same  qualities  would  have  come  out  more  fully  in 
good  loaf  of  bread.'" 

Of  tliese  labors  she  never  complained  till  her  health 
ive  way,  though  the  solitude  of  the  place  was  terrible  to 
er,  and  Carlyle,  occupied  with  his  work  and  blind  to  her 
lisery,  withdrew  himself  from  her  society,  and  rode, 
noked,  and  mused  by  himself.  His  nervous  condition 
lade  it  impossible  for  him  to  sleep  unless  he  slept 
one:  nt  least,  it  made  him.  think  he  could  not.  Some- 
mes  lor  days  she  scarcely  saw  him,  except  at  meals, 
id  in  the  early  morning  when  she  stole  into  his  room 
>r  the  few  moments  while  he  was  shaving.  It  is  little 
onder  that  she  called  the  place  ''the  Desert,"  or 
luddered  to  remember  that  of  the  three  previous  resi- 
'nts  one  had  taken  to  drink,  and  two  had  gone  mad.  A 
•uching  relic  of  this  time  is  a  little  poem  of  hers, 
^closed  in  a  letter  to  her  friend,  Lord  Jeffrey.  It  is 
illed  "  To  a  Swallow  Building  Under  Our  Eaves" : 

"Thou  too  hast  traveled,  little  fluttering  thing  — 
Hast  seen  the  world,  and  now  thy  weary  wing 

Thou  too  niust  rest. 
But  much  my  little  bird,  couJdst  thou  but  te\l, 
Tdgive  to  know  why  here  thou  lik'st  so  woJl 
To  build  thy  nest 
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"For  thou  hast  passed  fair  places  in  thy  flight; 
A  world  lay  all  beneath  thee  where  to  light; 

And,  strange  thjf  taste, 
Of  all  the  varied  scenes  that  met  thine  eye  — 
Of  all  the  spots  for  building  'neath  the  sky  — 

To  choose  this  waste. 

"Did  fortune  try  thee?  was  thy  little  purse 
Perchance  run  low,  and  thou,  afraid  of  worse, 

Felt  here  secure? 
Ah  no !  thou  need'st  not  gold,  thou  happy  one ! 
Thou  know'st  it  not.     Of  all  God's  creatures,  maa 
Alone  is  poor  I 

"What  was  it,  then?  some  mystic  turn  of  thought, 
Caught  under  German  eaves,  and  hither  brought, 

Marring  thine  eye 
For  the  world's  loveliness,  till  thou  art  grown 
A  sober  thing  that  dost  but  mope  and  moan, 

Isot  knowing  why? 

**Nay,  if  thy  mind  be  sound,  I  need  not  ask, 
Since  here  I  see  thee  working  at  thy  task 

AVitli  wing  and  beak. 
A  well-laid  scheme  doth  that  small  head  contain, 
At  which  thou  work'st,  brave  bird,  with  might  and  maiOf 
Nor  more  need'st  seek. 

"  In  truth,  I  rather  take  it  thou  hast  got 
By  instinct  wise  much  sense  about  thy  lot, 

And  hast  small  care 
Whether  au  Eden  or  a  desert  be 
Thy  home,  so  thou  rcmain'st  alive  and  free 

To  skim  the  air. 

**  God  speed  tliee,  pretty  bird ;  may  thy  small  neit 
With  little  ones  all  in  good  time  be  blest. 

I  love  thee  much ; 
For  well  thou  managest  that  life  of  thine. 
While  I !  oh,  ask  not  what  I  do  with  mine  I 
Would  1  weic  8\3Lc\v\^^ 
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At  length,  in  1834,  they  moved  to  London,  to  the  now 
nous  No.  5  Cheyne  Row,  Chelsea,  their  liome  for  the 
;t  of  their  lives.  They  were  both  pleased  with  the 
xnge,  and  Carlyle  even  enjoyed  the  moving  in  and 
-tling  down,  although  noise  and  bustle  usually  drove 
n  into  his  worst  humor.  A  year  after  the  removal 
s.  Carlyle  writes  merrily  to  her  mother : 
•'  I  have  just  had  a  call  from  an  old  rejected  lover,  who 
3  been  in  India  these  ten  years :  though  he  has  come 
me  with  more  thousands  of  pounds  than  we  are  ever 
ely  to  have  hundreds,  or  even  scores,  the  sight  of  him 
L  not  make  me  doubt  the  wisdom  of  my  preference, 
iecd,  I  continue  quite  content  with  my  bargain;  I 
lid  wish  him  a  little  less  yelloWy  and  a  little  more 
xceable  ;  but  this  is  all." 

She  did  not  add,  "  and  a  little  more  practical,"  but  she 
ght  well  have  done  so.  Throughout  his  life  Carlylc's 
unay  and  helplessness,  when  confronted  with  the  ordi- 
ry  necessities  of  existence,  was  something  which  would 
ve  been  merely  ludicrous  had  it  not  cast  upon  his  brave, 
>  generous  wife,  a  burden  she  was  ill  able  to  bear.  He 
L*aiik  from  ordering  his  own  coats  and  trowsers ;  she 
lit  to  the  tailor's  for  him,  much  to  the  astonishment  of 
xt  functionary.     If  the  house  needed  repairing,  he  took 

flight,  and  enjoyed  a  journey  to  Scotland,  while  she 
mained  among  the  dismantled  rooms,  superintending 
Ci  labors  of  plumbers,  plasterers,  and  paper-hangers, 
hen  a  howling  dog,  a  talkative  parrot,  a  too  cheerful 
ck,  distracted  him  at  his  writing  and  invoked  a  tempest, 
^^as  she  who  by  appealing  letters,  personal  persuasion, 

threats  of  the  law,  induced  the  neighbors  to  abolish 
e  nuisance,  and  so  allayed  the  storm.  She,  too,  it  was 
ho  still  faced  and  routed  inquisitive  visitors,  who  man- 
ned the  household  expenditure,  who  covered  and  remodeled 
acient  sofas^  repaiii ted  oJd  furniture,  kept  t\\^  \iQoV%\\x 
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order,  attended  to  the  taxes,  and  arranged  the  terms  on 
which  they  leased  their  home.     With  regard  to  the  lease, 
she  writes  to  her  husband  at  Llandough,  during  a  period 
when  he  had  escaped  into  the  country,  leaving  her  to 
reign  alone  in  a  house  where  "  the  stairs  were  all  flowing 
with  whitewash,"  and  a  young  man  was  scraping  the  walls 
with   pumice-stone   to  the  tune  of  "  Oh,  rest  thee  my 
darling.  Thy  sire  is  a  Knight." 

"  It  will  be  a  clean,  pretty  house  for  you  to  come  home 
to,  and  should  you  find  that  I  have  exceeded  by  a  few 
pounds  your  modest  allowance  for  painting  and  papering, 
you  will  find  that  T  have  not  been  thoughtless  neverthe- 
less, when  I   show  you  a  document  from  Mr.  Morgan, 
promising  to  '  indemnify  us  for  the  same  in  the  undis- 
turbed possession  of  our  house  for  five  years ! '    A  piece 
of  paper  equivalent  to  a  lease  of  the  house  for  five  years, 
*  with  the  reciprocity  all  on  one  side,'  binding  him  and 
leaving  us  free.  .  .  .  This  was  one  of  those  remarkable 
instances  of  fascination  which  I  exercise  over  gentlemen 
of  a  '  certain  age ; '  before  1  had  spoken  six  words  to  him 
it  was  plain  to  the  meanest  capacity  that  he  had  fallen 
over  lioad  and  cars  in  love  with  me ;  and  if  he  put  off 
time  in  writing  me  the  promise  I  required,  it  was  plainly 
only  because  he  could  not  bear  the  idea  of  my  going  away 
again !     No  wonder !  probably  no  such  beatific  vision  as 
that  of  a  real  live  woman,  in  a  silk  bonnet  and  muslin 
gown,  ever  irradiated  that  dingy,  dusty  law  chamber  of 
his,  and  sat  there  on  a  three-feet-high  stool,  since  he  had 
held  a  pen  behind  his  car ;  and  certainly  never  before  had 
either  man  or  woman,  in  that  place,  addressed  him  as  a 
human  being,  not  as  a  lawyer,  or  he  would  not  have  looked 
at  me  so  struck  dumb  with  admiration  when  I  did  so. 
For  respectability's  sake,  I  said,  in  taking  leave,  that 'my 
husband  was  out  of  town,  or  he  would  have  come  himself.' 
^Better  as  it  is,"  said  l\ie  oVd  ^^ivW^m-iiw,  ^  4a  ^ou  think  1 
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>uld  have  written  to  your  husband's  dictation  as  I  have 
lie  to  yours  ?  *     He  asked  me  if  your  name  were  John 
William — plainly  he  had  lodged  an  angel  unawares." 
Carlyle's   sins,  we   must    own,  were  more    those  of 
aission  than  commission,  but  he  was  liable  to  be  seized 

any  time  by  some  whimsical  desire  that  had  to  be 
•atified  at  once,  whatever  the  inconvenience  to  the  house- 
M,  Thus  his  wife  writes  to  her  friend.  Dr.  Russell, 
iologizing  for  her  delay  in  sending  him  a  photograph 
id  letter : 

"  On  the  New  Year's  morning  itself,  Mr.  C.  *  got  up  off 
is  wrong  side,'  a  by  no  means  uncommon  way  of  getting 
p  for  him  in  these  overworked  times  !  And  he  suddenly 
iscovered  that  his  salvation,  here  and  hereafter,  depended 
fi  having,  'immediately,  without  a  moment's  delay,'  a 
eggarly  pair  of  old  cloth  boots,  that  the  street-sweeper 
ould  liardly  have  thanked  him  for, '  lined  with  flannel, 
fid  new  bound,  and  repaired  generally ! '  and  '  one  of  my 
omen' — that  is,  my  one  woman  and  a  half — was  to  be 
't  upon  the  job !  Alas !  a  regular  shoemaker  would  have 
iken  a  whole  day  to  it,  and  wouldn't  have  undertaken 
Jch  a  piece  of  work  besides !  and  Mr.  C.  scouted  the  idea 
f  employing  a  shoemaker,  as  subversive  of  his  authority 
3  master  of  the  house.  So,  neither  my  one  woman,  nor 
ly  half  one,  having  any  more .  capability  of  repairing 
^'enerally '  these  boots  than  of  repairing  the  Great  East- 
%  there  was  no  help  for  me  but  to  sit  down  on  the  New 
<'ar's  morning,  with  a  great  ugly  beast  of  a  man's  boot 
1  my  lap,  and  scheme,  and  stitch,  and  worry  over  it  till 
ight ;  and  next  morning  begin  on  the  other  !  There,  you 
'e,  were  my  two  days  eaten  up  very  completely,  and 
nexpectedly ;  and  so  it  goes  on, 'always  a  something'- 
as  my  dear  mother  used  to  say)." 

Her  difficulties  with  servants  form  a  tragi-comcdy  by 
lemselves,  ver/  iunny  in  some  of  its  dctaiU^Wt  ^n^y^ 
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real  and  exhausting  misery  to  the  poor  lady  whose  dyspep- 
tic of  genius  had  to  be  guarded  from  every  breath  of 
domestic  disturbance.  She  had  servants  who  stole, 
servants  who  drank,  servants  who  brought  upon  the  house 
the  horror  of  bugs,  servants  who  were  incompetent,  ser- 
vants who  were  insolent.  One,  while  her  mistress  was  ill 
upstairs,  entertained  people  of  evil  character  in  the 
kitchen  and  terrified  her  fellow-servant  into  keeping 
silence  ;  another  was  found  dead-drunk  upon  the  kitchen 
floor  with  a  whisky  bottle  by  her  side,  surrounded  (having 
overturned  the  table  in  her  fall)  by  a  quantity  of  broken 
crockery  that  filled  a  clothes-basket  when  gathered  up. 
All  this  she  had  to  bear  and  set  right  without  help,  and 
with  much  hindrance  from  her  husband's  irritable  temper. 

"  I  should  not  be  at  all  afraid,"  she  once  wrote  to  her 
beloved  friend,  Mrs.  Russell,  "  that  after  a  few  weeks  my 
new  maid  would  do  well  enough  if  it  weren't  for  Mr.  C.'s 
frightful  impatience  with  any  new  servant  uAtraiiied  to 
his  ways,  which  would  drive  a  woman  out  of  the  house 
with  her  hair  on  end  if  allowed  to  act  directly  upon  her! 
So  that  I  have  to  stand  between  them,  and  imitate  in  a 
small',  humble  way  the  Roman  soldier  who  gathered  his 
arms  full  of  the  enemy's  spears,  and  received  them  all 
into  his  own  breast.  It  is  this  which  makes  a  change  of 
servants,  even  when  for  the  better,  a  terror  to  me  in 
prospect,  and  an  agony  in  realization — for  a  time." 

Carlyle,  collecting  and  reading  over  his  wife's  letters 
after  her  death,  added  to  this  one — "Oh  Heavens,  the 
comparison  !     It  was  too  true." 

Even  when  all  was  going  well  and  the  household  in 
perfect  running  order,  he  could  not  spare  her,  and,  much 
as  her  health  demanded  change  of  scene,  rest,  and  the 
careful  attendance  of  friends,  she  dared  make  no  visits. 

"All,  my  dear,"  she  wrote  to  Mrs.  Russell,  "your  kind* 
ness  goes  to  my  heart,  and  xxi^Va^  \si<4  l\kQ  to  cry,  because 
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cannot  do  as  you  bid  me.  My  servants  are  pretty  well 
3t  into  the  routine  of  the  house  now,  and  if  Mr.  C.  were 
ke  other  men,  he  might  be  left  to  their  care  for  two  or 
iree  weeks,  without  fear  of  consequences.  But  he  is 
luch  more  like  a  spoiled  baby  than  like  other  men.  I 
•ied  him  alone  for  a  few  days,  when  I  was  afraid  of  fall- 
ig  seriously  ill,  unless  I  had  change  of  air.  Three  weeks 
?o  I  went  with  Geraldine  Jewsbury  to  Ramsgate,  one  of 
le  most  accessible  sea-side  places,  where  I  was  within 
all,  as  it  were,  if  anything  went  wrong  at  home.  But 
le  letter  that  came  from  him  every  morning  was  like  the 
itter  of  a  Babe  in  the  Wood,  who  would  be  found  buried 
ith  dead  leaves  by  the  robins  if  I  didn't  look  to  it." 

Mrs.  Carlyle's  lot  was  indeed  in  many  respects  a 
miserable  one.  Another  woman  in  her  state  of  health 
•  ould  almost  from  the  first  have  claimed  the  rights  of  an 
ivalid.  She  was  burdened  far  beyond  her  strength ; 
'arlvlc  did  not  see  it,  did  not  appreciate  her  heroic  toil, 
nd  gave  her  little  of  the  comfort  of  his  society.  At  one 
oriod  he  sought  and  frequently  enjoyed  the  conversation 
f  a  brilliant  and  titled  lady,  who  was  his  admiring  friend, 
ut  was  scarcely  civil  to  his  wife.  At  this  time  the  spirit, 
he  confidence,  the  humor,  the  gayety,  that  had  so  long 
ustained  her  no  longer  sufficed,  and  her  sorrow  found 
out  in  a  bitter  journal ;  kept,  as  she  records  on  the  first 
>a,iro,  because  slie  had  taken  a  notion  to,  and  "  just  as  the 
^eotch  professor  drank  whisky,  because  I  like  it,  and* 
because  it's  cheap."  During  this  period,  wiiicli  fortu- 
iitelv  did  not  last  loni2r,  her  letters  to  Carlvle  are  short 
lid  cold ;  but  gradually  the  matter  adjusted  itself,  her 
oalousy  died  a  natural  death,  and  she  wrote  to  him  once 
nore  in  the  old,  lover-like  tone,  and  the  old,  merry  humor. 

There  was  a  bright  side  to  the  picture.     Iler  husband 

Fas  famous.     She  was  proud  of  him,  proud  of  beiuiz;  con- 

ulted  concerning  his  \rorks ;  and  he  never  iaW^A.  lo  ^^ 
1^ 
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her  criticism,  as  he  really  valued  her  judgment.  She  bad, 
too,  a  large  circle  of  friends,  whom  she  attached  to  her- 
self by  a  bond  of  peculiar  tenderness.  She  enjoyed  the 
friendship  of  many  distin;^iished  men — among  them  Dar- 
win, Dickens,  and  Tennyson — she  entertained  them  at 
her  house,  and  she  was  justly  famed  as  a  hostess.  It 
used  to  be  said  that  many  who  came  to  sit  at  her  hus- 
band's feet,  remained  at  hers.  When  he  was  present, 
however,  she  persistently  kept  herself  in  the  background, 
devoting  all  her  energies  to  drawing  him  out  to  the  best 
advantage,  by  means  of  a  judicious  word  here  and  (liere, 
by  warding  off  interruption,  and  by  an  occasional  well- 
timed  cup  of  tea.  When  he  was  absent  she  revealed  her- 
self as  a  brilliant  talker,  quiet,  witty,  eloquent,  humorous, 
adding  piquancy  to  the  conversation  by  quaint  quotations 
of  Scotch  proverbs,  odd  by-words,  or  sudden  touches  of 
mimicry. 

In  1863,  her  health,  long  declining,  became  worse  than 
ever,  and  she  suffered  greatly  from  neuralgia  in  her  arm. 
One  day,  feeling  rather  better  than  usual,  she  went  out  to 
visit  a  cousin  in  the  city.  After  making  her  call,  she 
hailed  an  omnibus  to  ride  home ;  but,  as  the  street  was 
undergoing  repairs,  the  omnibus  could  not  approach  the 
curbstone,  and  just  as  she  left  the  sidewalk  to  cross  to  it 
a  cab  dashed  toward  her  at  full  speed.  To  avoid  being 
run  over  she  was  obliged  to  throw  herself  suddenly  to 
one  side.  She  fell,  and  the  desperate  effort  she  made  to 
keep  from  striking  upon  her  helpless  arm  in  falling' 
wrenched  and  lacerated  the  sinews  of  her  thigh.  N^^ 
did  she  succeed  in  saving  her  arm,  wliich  received  tho 
full  force  of  the  blow.  She  lay  for  a  moment  unable  to 
rise  or  move ;  then  kind  hands  lifted  her  and  placed  her 
in  a  carriage,  when  she  was  driven  home.  Her  8uiTe^ 
ing  was  terrible ;  but  in  the  midst  of  it  she  could  still 
think  of  her  husbawd,  siwd  ^N\\^\i  ^t  Ungth  the  carriage 
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stopped  she  caused  the  driver  to  call  her  next  neighbor 
first  of  all,  that  he  might  break  the  news  to  Carlyle. 

Slowly  she  recovered  from  the  worst  effects  of  this 
accident,  and  was  able  to  move  about,  and  resume  in  some 
measure  her  old  place.  But  darker  days  were  yet  to 
come.  The  neuralgia  increased  to  such  a  degree,  that 
she  was  scarcely  ever  without  pain ;  and  to  this  a  still 
more  distressiilg  malady,  the  result  of  her  fall,  was  after- 
wards added..  When  she  was  able  to  be  moved  she  was 
taken  for  a  time  to  St.  Leonards-on-Sea ;  later,  to  the 
country-house  of  a  relative,  and  then  to  Holm  Hill,  where 
she  could  be  under-  the  care  of  old  friends.  Her  letters 
to  Carlyle  were  but  a  record  of  anguish,  often  a  cry  of 
despair.  It  is  impossible  to  read  them  without  a  degree 
of  sympathy  that  is  painful  in  its  intensity. 

"Oh,"  she  wrote,  "this  relapse  is  a  severe  disappoint- 
ment to  me,  and  God  knows,  not  altogether  a  selfish 
disappointment !  I  had  looked  forward  to  going  back  to 
you  so  much  improved,  as  to  be,  if  not  of  any  use  and 
comfort  to  you,  at  least  no  trouble  to  you,  and  no  burden 
ou  your  spirits !  And  now  God  knows  how  it  will  be  ! 
Sometimes  I  feel  a  deadly  assurance  that  I  am  progress- 
ing towards  Just  such  another  winter  as  the  last!  only 
^hat  little  courage  and  hope  supported  me  in  the  begin- 
ning, worn  out  now,  and  ground  into  dust,  under  long  fiery 
suffering ! " 

But  at  last. she  grew  a  little  better,  and  it  was  thought 
best  that  she  should  return  to  London.  Her  arrival  was 
of  course  a  joyful  event,  and  her  welcome  most  cordial. 

"Very  excited  people  they  were,"  she  wrote,  "Dr.  C. liad 
stupidly  told  his  brother  he  might  look  for  us  about  ten, 
and,  as  we  did  not  arrive  until  half  after  eleven,  Mr.  C. 
had  settled  it  in  his  own  mind  that  I  had  been  taken  ill 
somewhere  on  the  road,  and  was  momcntari^  y  expectlw^  ^ 
telegram  to  sa/  that  I  was  dead.    So  he  rushed  out  \\i\5A» 
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dressing-gown,  and  kissed  me,  and  wept  over  me  as  I  was 
in  the  act  of  getting  down  out  fhe  cab  (much  to  the  edifica- 
tion of  the  neighbors  at  their  windows,  I  have  no  doubt) ; 
and  then  the  maids  appeared  behind  him,  looking  timidly, 
with  flushed  faces  and  tears  in  their  eyes ;  and  the  little  one 
(the  cook)  threw  her  arms  round  my  neck  and  fell  to 
kissing  me  in  the  open  street ;  and  the  big  one  (the  liouse- 
maid)  I  had  to  kiss,  that  she  might  not  be  made  jealous 
the  first  thing.'* 

Though  still  weak  and  often  suffering,  she  was  never 
again  as  ill  as  she  had  been.  She  resumed  the  manage- 
ment of  the  household,  wrote  gay  letters  again,  entertained 
company,  and  drove  out  frequently  in  a  neat  little  carriage 
given  her  by  Carlyle,  and  selected  with  deep  pride  and 
pleasure  by  herself.  Her  husband,  during  these  last  days 
(which  neither  of  them  knew  to  be  her  last),  was  as 
kind  to  her  as  his  unpliant  nature  permitted,  while  she 
turned  constantly  to  him  with  clinging  affection  pitiful  to 
sec.  It  was  at  this  time  that  he  went  to  Edinburgh  to 
address  the  University.  Her  anxiety  as  to  his  success, 
and  her  final  delight  in  his  triumph,  were  characteristie 
and  beautiful. 

"  Mrs.  Warren  and  Maggie  were  helping  to  dress  me 
for  Forster's  birthday,"  she  wrote,  "  when  the  telegraph 
boy  gave  his  double  knock.  '  There  it  is  ! '  I  said.  '  I 
am  afraid,  cousin,  it  is  only  the  postman,'  said  Maggie. 
Jessie  rushed  up  with  the  telegram.  I  tore  it  open  and 
read  '  From  John  Tyndall '  (Oh,  God  bless  John  Tyndall 
in  this  world  and  the  next !)  '  to  Mrs.  Carlyle.  A  per- 
fect triumph  ! '  I  read  it  to  myself,  and  then  read  it 
aloud  to  the  gaping  chorus.  And  chorus  all  began  to 
dance  and  clap  their  hands.  *Eh,  Mrs.  Carlyle!  Eh, 
hear  to  that ! '  cried  Jessie.  '  I  told  you,  ma'am,'  cried 
Mrs.  Wiarren, '  I  told  you  how  it  would  be.'  *  I'm  so  gladt 
cousin  1  jou'li  be  all  r\gl\t  ivo^j  ^  cou^wi^^  \r«^^Yed  MaggiOi 
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cecuting  a  sort  of  leap-frog  round  me.  And  they  went 
1  clapping  their  hands,  till  there  arose  among  them  a 
idden  cry  for  brandy  !  *  Get  her  some  brandy !  *  '  Do, 
ra'am,  swallow  this  spoonful  of  brandy ;  just  a  spoonful ! ' 
or,  you  see,  the  sudden  solution  of  the  nervous  tension 
ith  which  I  have  been  holding  in  my  anxieties  for  days 
-nay,  weeks  past — ^threw  me  into  as  pretty  a  little  fit  of 
rsterics  as  you  ever  saw." 

Next  day  she  wrote  again :  "  Now  just  look  at  that ! 
'  here  isn't,  at  half  after  eleven,  when  nobody  looks  for 
le  Edinburgh  post,  your  letter,  two  newspapers,  and 
tiers  from  my  aunt  Anne,  Thomas  Erskine,  and  David 
itken  besides.  I  have  only  as  yet  read  your  letter, 
he  rest  will  keep  now.  I  had  a  nice  letter  from  Henry 
avidson  yesterday,  as  good  as  a  newspaper  critic.  What 
eases  me  most  in  this  business — I  mean  the  business  of 
Dur  success — is  the  hearty  personal  affection  towards 
3u  that  comes  out  on  all  hands.  These  men  at  Forster's 
ith  their  cheering — our  own  people — even  old  Silvester 
iriiing  as  white  as  a  sheet,  and  his  lips  quivering  when 
3  tried  to  express  liis  gladness  over  the  telegraph^:  all 
lat  is  positively  delightful,  and  makes  the  success  '  a 
ood  joy  '  to  me.  No  appearance  of  eiwy  or  grudging  in 
11}  body  ;  but  one  general,  loving,  heartfelt  throwing  up 
f  caps  with  young  and  old,  male  and  female !  If  we 
3nld  only  sleep,  dear,  and  what  you  call  digest^  wouldn't 

be  nice  ?" 

Carlyle  was  still  away  when  the  end  came.  She  had 
ad  gone  out  to  drive  as  usual,  taking  with  her  a  favorite 
og.  At  a  quiet  place  near  the  Victoria  Gate,  she  stopped 
!ie  carriage  to  let  the  creature  get  out  for  a  run,  and  drove 
a  slowly,  the  dog  following.  Presently  a  passing 
rougham  struck  the  dog  and  threw  it  down,  when  she 
nd  the  lady  who  was  driving  the  brougham  al\^\\t^d  \.o 
Je  if  it  was  hurt.    She  stood  talkinir  a  moment  \c\\X\  \X>^% 
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lady,  then  returned  to  her  seat,  lifting  in  the  dog,  and 
again  went  on.  The  coachman  drove  for  some  time, 
until  receiving  no  further  orders,  and  noticing  that  Mrs. 
Carlyle  was  sitting  very  still,  he  became  alarmed,  and 
approaching  a  park  gate  addressed  a  lady  and  asked  her 
to  look  into  the  carriage.  The  lady  complied ;  then 
called  a  gentleman  who  was  passing,  who  confirmed  her 
fears.  Mrs.  Carlyle  was  dead.  She  was  leaning  back 
with  eyes  closed  and  hands  lying  folded  in  her  lap,  and  a 
peaceful,  happy  expression  upon  her  face. 

Many  hours  after  the  telegram  which  announced  her 
death,  her  husband  received  from  her  a  n\erry,  tender 
little  letter,  putting  off  all  "long  stories"  luitil  next 
week,  when  he  would  be  at  home,  but  promising  another 
and  better  letter  the  next  day,  after  the  tea-party  which 
was  to  take  place  that  evening. 

When  her  friends  were  making  preparations  for  the 
burial,  the  housekeeper  told  them  that  one  night  when 
Mrs.  Carlyle  was  very  ill,  she  had  asked  that  two 
candles  which  would  be  found  upon  a  certain  shelf,  should 
be  lighted  and  burned  when  she  was  dead.  Once  (as 
she  had  proceeded  to  explain),  soon  after  coming  io 
London,  and  while  very  poor,  she  had  wished  to  give  a 
l)arty,  and  her  mother,  who  was  staying  in  the  house,  had 
gone  out  and  bought  candles  and  confectionery,  with  whicU 
she  decorated  the  supper  room,  unknown  to  her  daughter-* 
whom  she  desired  to  surprise.  But  Mrs.  Carlyle  had 
been  offended  instead  of  pleased,  explaining  that  peopl^J 
would  tlixuk  she  was  extravagant  and  meant  to  ruin  hei" 
husband.  She  removed  two  of  the  candles,  and  some  of 
the  delicacies,  at  which  her  mother  had  been  deeply  hurt? 
and  could  not  be  comforted.  Mrs.  Carlyle,  overcome 
with  remorse,  had  then  wrapped  the  two  candles  in  papc'f  < 
and  hid  tJiem  aside  whore  they  could  easily  be  found?  1 
with  the  resolve  that  iViey  s\\o\)\vi  %^x\^ ^\»\l^\  ^^^ilh. 
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She  lies  buried  by  the  side  of  her  father  in  the  choir 
of  Haddington  Church.  Her  husband's  hand  penned  the 
words  which  the  visitor  may  read  upon  the  memorial 
stone  above  her  grave : 

"  In  her  bright  existence  she  had  more  sorrows  than 
are  common ;  but  also  a  soft  invincibility,  a  clearness  of 
discernment,  and  a  noble  loyalty  of  heart,  which  are  rare. 
For  forty  years  she  was  the  true  and  ever-loving  help- 
mate of  her  husband,  and  by  act  and  word  unweariedly 
forwarded  him,  as  none  else  could,  in  all  of  worth  that 
he  did  or  attempted.  She  died  at  London,  21st  April, 
1866 ;  suddenly  snatched  away  from  him^  and  the  light 
of  his  life  as  if  gone  out." 


XIV. 

THE  WIFE  OF  BENEDICT  ARNOLD. 

DURING    the    occupation   of    Philadelphia   by  the 
British  in  1778,  the  Quaker  city  became  the  scene 
of  unaccustomed  festivities.     Parties,  theatricals,  enter- 
tainments of  all  kinds,  some   given  in  honor  of  Lord 
Howe  and  his  officers,  the   greater  number  originating 
with  the  officers  themselves,  followed  each  other  in  quick 
succession.     Among  those  who  figured  most  prominently 
in  these   gay   scenes  were   two    individuals   who  were 
destined  not  long  afterward  to  be  involved  in  a  tragedy 
which  brought  upon  one  of  them  misery  and   disgrace, 
and   consigned   the    other   to   death   upon   the   gallows. 
These  ill-starred  persons  were  Major  Andr^  of  the  British 
army,  and  Miss  Margaret  Shippen,  a  young  lady  of  the 
city  in  which  that  army  was  quartered. 

Major  John  Aiidr^  was  the  son  of  a  Swiss  merchant, 
long  settled  in  London,  where  he  gained  a  considerable 
fortune.  His  mother,  though  of  French  parentage,  was 
born  in  London.  The  native  language,  therefore,  of  both 
his  })arents,  was  French  ;  his  name  was  French  ;  and  there 
was  in  his  character  a  spice  of  French  sentiment  aiul 
romance.  lie  was  French  enough  to  think,  for  examples? 
that  to  be  an  officer  in  an  army  is  a  thing  more  desirable? 
more  honorable,  and  more  becoming  a  man,  than  to  serv^ 
his  country  as  a  man  of  business.  Nevertheless,  wheti 
he  was  a  lad  of  seventeen,  his  father  placed  him  in  ^ 
counting-house,  where  he  remained,  plying  the  assiduoo^ 
peiiy  till  he  wcs  past  tNvexit^-ow^, 
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He  was  an  agreeable,  winning,  and  handsome  youth, 
Tlie  diligence  of  his  biographer,  the  late  Winthrop  Sar- 
gent, has  brought  together  some  of  his  earliest  letters, 
written   when  he    was    passionately  in    love    with    an 
extremely   beautiful   girl,  who   afterwards   married  the 
•  iather  of  the  celebrated  Miss  Edgeworth.    He  drew  the 
portrait  of  this  lady,  which  still  exists,  with  several  other 
efforts  of  his  pencil  and  brush.     His  letters  reveal  to  us 
an  affectionate,  ardent,  innocent  mind,  and  a  talent  for 
composition  which  practice  might  have  developed  into  a 
decided  gift.     He  tells  his  beloved  in  one  of  his  letters 
how  much  he  hates  the  slavery  of  his  desk,  and  how  he 
sits  in  the  counting-house  and  indulges  his  imagination 
with  anticipations  of  the  future. 

"  Borne  on  the  soaring  pinions  of  an  ardent  imagina- 
tion," lie  writes,  "  I  wing  my  flight  to  the  time  when 
Heaven  shall  have  crowned  my  labors  with  success  and 
opulence.  I  see  sumptuous  palaces  rising  to  receive  me ; 
I  see  orphans  and  widows,  and  painters  and  fiddlers,  and 
poets  and  builders  protected  and  encouraged ;  and  when 
the  fabric  is  pretty  nearly  finished  by  my  sliattercd  peri- 
cranium, I  cast  my  eyes  around  and  find  John  Andr6  by 
Ismail  coal  fire, in  a  gloomy  counting-house  inWarnford 
Court,  nothing  so  little  as  what  he  has  been  making 
himself,  and,  in  all  probability,  never  to  be  much  more 
than  he  is  at  present.  But,  oh  !  My  dear  Honora  !  It 
IS  for  thy  sake  only  I  wish  for  wealth." 

Many  of  his  letters  are  in  this  strain.  He  tells  her,  in 
one  of  them,  that,  for  her  sake  he  has  overcome  his  repug- 
nance to  a  mercantile  life,  and  that,  if  ever  something 
whispers  in  his  ear  that  he  is  not  of  the  right  stuff  for  a  " 
Merchant,  he  draws  his  Honora's  picture  from  his  bosom, 
.  ^^d  the  sight  of  that  dear  talisman  so  inspirits  his 
^dustryjthat  no  toil  appeals  distressing. 
But  this  romantic  affection  in  a  mcrc\vaiv\?ft  O^^^V  ^^ 
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eighteen  had  iid  results.  Soon  after  coming  of  age  he 
entered  the  army,  and,  about' two  years  after,  his  Honora 
gave  her  hand  to  that  terrific  being  whom  lovers  are 
supposed  to  style  with  gnashing  teeth  —  ''another."  In 
1774,  the  year  before  the  revolutionary  war  began,  he  was 
ordered  to  Canada  to  join  his  regiment. 

Scarcely  had  the  contest  begun  when  he  was  taken 
prisoner  by  General  Montgomery  at  the  capture  of  St. 
Johns  ;  and  he  was  held  on  his  parole  for  about  fourteen 
►  months.  The  American  troops,  he  says  in  one  of  his  let- 
ters, robbed  him  of  everything  he  had  except  a  miniature 
of  his  Honora,  which  he  concealed  in  his  mantle;  and 
having  preserved  that,  he  thought  himself  lucky.  He 
spent  most  of  his  time  as  a  prisoner  at  Lancaster  and 
Carlisle,  in  Pennsylvania,  having  the  liberty  to  go  to  a 
distance  of  six  miles  from  his  appointed  residence.  His 
chief  amusement  was  drawing  and  painting,  and  he  gave 
instructions  in  those  arts  to  the  young  people  of  the 
families  he  visited,  some  of  whom  preserve  to  this  day 
specimens  of  his  skill.  The  grahdfather  of  the  late 
Caleb  Cope,  of  Philadelphia,  of  the  eminent  mercantile 
family  of  that  name,  was  one  of  his  pupils  in  1776. 
There  is  still  a  tradition  in  those  towns  of  his  agreeable 
and  polite  behavior. 

After  his  exchange  he  was  stationed  for  a  while  in  the 
city  of  New  York,  where  he  held  the  rank  of  captain.   Eo 
probably  owed  his  further  rise  in  the  army  to  a  memoir 
which  he  wrote  upon  the  war,  in  which  he  embodied  thd 
results  of  his  observations  during  his  long  confinement? 
and  in  preparing  which  he  was  aided  by  a  journal  care- 
fully kept,  and   illustrated  by   drawings   of   everything 
curious  and  rare  that  he  had  seen.     The  intelligence  dis^ 
played  in  this  memoir  procured  him  a  staff  appointment^ 
and  Anally  led  to  liis  being  adfutant-general  of  the  whol^ 
army.    He  was  eminently  tote^  ^  ^wvaxi^XL^S^uopal'^ 
staff. 
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During  the  British  occupation  of  Philadelphia,  Major 
Andr^  was  one  of  those  who  were  quartered  in  Dr.  Frauk- 
hii's  liouse,  from  which  the  family  had  fled.  Amateur 
theatricals  were  the  reigning  amusement  of  that  winter, 
aiid  it  was  Andr6  who  painted  the  drop  curtain,  and  most 
of  the  scenery,  some  of  which  did  duty  in  a  Philadelphia 
theatre  many  years  after  the  war.  The  drop  curtain  was 
in  use  until  1821.  One  of  the  plays  in  which  he  took 
part  was  "  The  Liar,"  which  was  revived  a  few  years  ago 
in  the  city  of  New  York.  Andr^  amused  the  garrison 
also  with  various  comic  pieces  of  verse,  in  the  style  of 
Yankee  Doodle,  designed  to  cast  ridicule  upon  the  starv- 
ing and  shivering  patriot  army  at  Valley  Forge. 

With  all  his  talents,  he  was  one  of  the  last  men  in  the 
British  army  to  be  employed  in  any  affair  requiring  nerve 
and  duplicity.  Brave  and  high-principled  he  was; 
but  he  had  not  the  toughness  of  fibre^  the  coolness  of 
temperament,  the  fertility  of  resources,  and  the  callous- 
ness of  conscience  requisite  in  a  man  who  ventures  into 
the  lion's  den  with  intent  to  deceive  and  entrap  the  lion. 
Be  was  too  talkative,  too  confiding,  too  sensitive,  too 
quick  in  surrendering  the  game.  He  would  have  led  a 
forlorn  hope  up  into  the  breach  of  a  beleagured  city  with 
the  most  splendid  valor  ;  but  he  was  not  the  man  for  the 
complicated,  cool-blooded  business  of  a  spy. 

Peggy  Shippen,  as  she  was  usually  called,  was  one  of 
the  most  beautiful  young  ladies  in  Philadelphia,  and  a 
Member  of  one  of  its  most  distinguished  and  ancient 
femilies.  Her  father.  Judge  Edward  Shippen,  was  a 
healthy  and  hospitable  gentleman  of  Quaker  lineage,  the 
owner  of  a  fine  mansion,  the  orchard  and  grounds  of 
^Wch  were  famed  throughout  the  colonies.  He  was,  like 
^auy  of  the  old  Quaker  residents,  a  Tory  in  his  feelings, 
^^  prior  to  the  arrival  of  the  British,  had  beexv  «»^n^^ 
*"*»»  Sued  for  bis  neglect  of  militia  duty,  to  \j\iv3i 
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course,  lie  was  averse.  His  pretty  daughter  was  naturally 
of  her  father's  politics,  and,  probably,  owing  to  her  age 
and  sex,  she  was  a  Tory  of  a  more  positive  cast  than  he. 
Her  loyalty  could  not  but  be  much  strengthened  by  the 
opportune  arrival  of  a  large  body  of  victorious  troops, 
whose  officers  showed  every  disposition  to  appreciate  her 
devotion  to  their  cause.  Her  father's  house  soon  became 
a  popular  resort  with  tlicso  gentlemen,  who  always  found 
a  welcome  there;  and  the  most  frequent  and  favored 
visitor  among  them  was  Major  Andr6. 

In  the  gorgeous  festival  given  in  honor  of  Lord  Howe 
just  before  his  departure  for  England,  both  Major  Andrfi 
and  Miss  Shippen  were  conspicuous  figures.  The  celebra- 
tion, which  from  its  mingled  character  was  named  the 
Mischianza^  included  a  regatta,  a  mock-tournament,  a 
ball,  a  supper,  and  a  display  of  firewor*ks.  In  the  tourna- 
ment, which  was  the  most  novel  and  brilliant  feature  of 
the  occasion.  Major  Andr6  was  one  of  the  Knights,  and 
Miss  Shippen  one  of  the  fourteen  chosen  damsels  in 
whose  honor  the  jousting  took  place. 

The  two  sides,  as  we  learn  from  an  elaborate  account 
which  Major  Andro  wrote  to  a  friend,  adopted  for  their 
distinguishing  devices,  the  one  a  Burning  Mountain,  with 
the  motto  1  hum  forever^  the  other  a  Blended  Rose,  of 
red  and  white  intertwined,  with  the  motto  We  droop  when 
separated.  A  distinguishing  costume  was  worn  by  tlie 
knights  and  ladies  of  each  party,  in  addition  to  which 
each  knight  bore  a  shield  with  his  private  motto  and 
device,  and  each  lady  wore  a  favor  intended  to  be  given 
as  a  reward  to  her  chanij)ion. 

The   costumes — at   least,  those   of    the   ladies — wcro 

made  in   accordj^nce   with   designs   prepared   by   Major 

Andr6.     He  refers  to  them  as   Turkish  habits^  although 

ihcro  was  nothing  beyond  a  veil  and  turban  to  indicate 

auch  a  nationality.    Trov^scra  b^tq  \\o\.  \s\a\\\»\^\i<5id^  and  he 
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probably  considered  it  within  the  license  of  an  artist  to 
provide  a  substitute  for  tliem. 

The  costume  therefore  in  which  Miss  Shippen,  as  a 
Lady  of  the  Blended  Rose,  was  arrayed  on  this  occasion, 
consisted  of  a  flowing  robe  of  white  silk,  a  rose-colored 
sash  covered  with  spangles,  spangled  shoes  and  stockings, 
a  spangled  veil  trimmed  with  silver  lace,  and  a  towering 
turban  adorned  with  pearls  and  jewels.  To  us  this 
description  conveys  a  slight  suggestion  of  the  circus; 
but  we  must  remember  it  was  made  before  the  day  of 
aesthetic  art,  and  that  it  was  designed  by  a  man.  It  is 
probable,  too,  that  Peggy  Shippen  was  lovely  enough  to 
look  well  even  in  spangled  incongruity. 

The  tournament  took  place  upon  the  lawn  in  front  of 
the  house  of  Mr.  Wharton,  a  beautiful  green  slope  rising 
by  a  gentle  ascent  from  the  Delaware  river.  The  com- 
pany, who  arrived  in  boats,  were  marshaled  to  their 
places  in  the  procession,  and  advanced  to  the  stirring 
music  of  "  all  the  bands  in  the  armv,"  tliroudi  an  avenue 
formed  by  two  lines  of  grenadiers,  and  spanned  by  two 
triumphal  arches. 

"  Two  pavilions,"  wrote  Major  Andrd,  "  with  rows  of 
benches  rising  one  above  tlie  other,  and  serving  as  wings 
of  the  first  triumphal  arch,  received  the  ladies  ;  while  the 
gentlemen  ranged  themselves  in  convenient  order  on 
each  side." 

Upon  the  front  seat  of  one  of  these  pavilions  sat  the 

seven  ladies  of  the  Blended  Rose,  doubtless  in  a  flutter, 

wondering  how  their  knights   would   acquit  themselves. 

Presently^  these  gentlemen,  attired  in  red  and  white  silk, 

mounted  upon   gray  horses,  and   each  attended  by  his 

s<iuire,  made  the  circuit  of  the  field,  preceded  by  their 

Herald.    Each  saluted  his  lady  in  passing,  and  they  then  . 

^^nged  themselves   in   line   before   the   pavilion.      The 

Herald  proclaimed  the  superiority  o£  t\\e  laiJa^a  <^i  ^iXxa 


k. 
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Blended  Rose  to  all  others  in  "  wit,  beauty,  and  every 
accomplishment";  and  added  to  that,  should  this  asser- 
tion be  disputed,  their  knights  were  ready  to  maintain  it 
by  force  of  arms.  The  Herald  of  the  Burning  Mountain 
did  dispute  the  bold  assertion  ;  the  knights  of  that  device 
rode  in  ;  a  gauntlet  was  thrown  down  and  taken  up ;  and 
presently  the  jousting  began. 

"The  knights  then  received  their  lances  from  their 
esquires,"  says  Major  Andr^,  "  fixed  their  shields  on  their 
left  arms,  and  making  a  general  salute  to  each  other,  by  a 
very  graceful  movement  of  their  lances,  turned  round  to 
take  their  career,  and,  encountering  in  full  gallop,  shivered 
their  spears.  In  the  second  and  third  encounter  they 
discharged  their  pistols.  In  the  fourth  they  fougli^;  with 
their  swords." 

The  two  chiefs  then  engaged  in  single   combat,  and 
fought  until  the  Heralds  interfered  and  declared  that  the 
ladies  were  satisfied.     A  procession  was  again  formed  ; 
tlie  knights  dismounted  and  joined  tlie  ladies  ;  and  all 
passed  through  the  garden  and  into  the  house,  where  in  i^ 
beautiful  hall  the  knights  kneeling  received  each  a  favoi* 
from  his  lady.     What  was  the  favor  that  Peggy  ShippcH 
bestowed  is  not  recorded  ;  but  the  fortunate  warrior  wh^ 
received  it  was  a  Lieutenant  Sloper,  who  had  borne  hi^ 
part  in   the   tourney  with   the   device  of   a  Heart  and 
Sword  upon  his  shield ;  his  motto  was  Honor  and  the  Fail'' 

Shortly  after  this  grand  festival,  Philadelphia  wa^ 
abandoned  by  tlie  British.  When  we  next  hear  of  Mar^ 
garet  Shippen  she  is  a  married  woman,  the  wife  of  axi 
American  general.  Her  husband  was  no  other  thax^ 
Benedict  Arnold,  the  commander  of  tlie  American  troops 
that  occupied  the  city  after  the  departure  of  the  enemy* 

This  post  Arnold  held  for  nine  months,  and  during 
that  period  conducted  himself  in  a  manner  so  arbitrary 
tljat  the  council  of  Peniisy\\ama  cliargied  him  with  mi0^ 
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conduct,  and  demanded  a  trial  by  court-martial.    He  was 
tried,  and  sentenced  to  be  reprimanded  by  the  commander- 
in-chief,  who  showed  as  much  leniency  as  possible  in  the 
discharge  of  this  unpleasant  duty.     Throughout  his  trial 
Arnold  professed  himself  devotedly  attached  to  his  coun- 
try ;  yet  he  had  for  some  months  been  carrying  on  a 
treasonable  correspondence  with  the  enemy.     His  letters, 
signed   Gustavus^  were  sent  to  Sir  Henry  Clinton,  who 
entrusted  to  Major  Andr6  the  task  of  answering  them. 
The  replies  were   signed   John  Anderson.     Neither  Sir 
Henry  Clinton  nor  Major  Andr6  knew  with  whom  they 
were  corresponding,  until  gradually  the  information  con- 
tained in  the  letters  betrayed  the  author. 

On,  the  sixth  of  August,  1779,  Mrs.  Arnold  had  the 
pleasure  of  receiving  a  letter  from  her  old  friend.  Major 
Audr^,  then  in  New  York.  A  year  had  passed  since  they 
parted ;  yet  he  had  never  written  to  her  before,  nor  did 
he  continue  the  correspondence  thus  abruptly  opened. 

"Madame," — so  runs  the  letter  —  "Major  Giles  is  so 
good  as  to  take  charge  of  this  letter,  which  is  meant  to 
solicit  your  remembrance,  and  to  assure  you  that  my 
I'espect  for  you,  and  the  iair  circle  in  which  I  had  the 
honor  of  becoming  acquainted  with  you,  remains  unim- 
paired by  distance  or  political  broils.  It  would  make  me 
^'6ry  happy  to  become  useful  to  you  here.  You  know  the 
Slesquianza  made  me  a  complete  milliner.  Should  you 
not  have  received  supplies  for  your  fullest  equipment  from 
that  department,  I  shall  be  glad  to  enter  into  the  whole 
dotail  of  cap-wire,  needles,  gauze,  etc.,  and,  to  the  best  of 
^y  abilities,  render  you  in  these  trifles  services  from 
^hich  I  hope  you  would  infer  a  zeal  to  be  fui-thcr 
^i^ployed.  I  beg  you  w^ould  present  my  best  respects  to 
your  sisters,  to  the  Miss  Chews,  and  to  Mrs.  Shippen  and 
^^'8.  Chew.  I  have  the  honor  to  be,  w  ith  the  greatest 
^^gard,  Madame,  your  most  obedient  and  mo^\.  V\m)\^^ 
^^mt,  John  Andr4J' 
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There  has  been  much  discussion  with  regard  to  thia 
letter.  Many  deem  it  to  be  what  it  purports  to  be  — a 
letter  of  friendshij),  and  nothing  more.  Others  think 
witli  much  probability,  that  it  was  written  to  indicate,  by 
a  veiled  allusion  to  "further  employment,"  and  by  the 
similarity  of  the  handwriting  to  that  of  "John  Ander- 
son," who  that  mysterious  individual  really  was.  It  ip^ 
worded,  moreover,  in  a  careful  and  conciliatory  manner. 
The  slighting  reference  to  the  war  as  "  political  broils,'* 
is  immediately  noticeable.  Whether,  from  his  knowledge 
of  the  character  of  his  fair  Tory  friend,  he  imagined  Ihat, 
since  there  was  a  plot,  she  would  be  sure  to  be  in  it,  or 
whether  he  wrote  the  letter  merely  that  she  might  show 
it  to  her  husband,  we  can  only  conjecture. 

In  1780,  with  the   express  and  deliberate  purpose  of 
betraying  an  important  post,  I^onedict  Arnold    solicited 
an  ai)pointment  to  the  command  at  West  Point.     Sliortly 
after  his  removal  to  this  ])lace  he  was  joined  by  his  Avifc, 
whose  beauty  and  agreeable  manners  liad   already  made 
her  as  pojmlar  witli  the  American  officers,  in  si)ite  of  lH*r 
well-known  Tory  inclinations,  as  she  liad  been  with  th^ 
British.     But  her  American  admirers  had   neither  tiint^ 
nor  opportunity  to  enjoy  her  society  as  their  cnoniiis  liatl 
done.     "Political  broils,"  perhaps,  ap])eared  to  tluni  toO 
serious  a  matter  to  permit  of  such  distractions  as  biill^ 
and  amateur  theatricals.     And  if,  while  still  in  her  nativt^ 
city,  surrounded  by  old  friends  and  new  acquaint ancct^^ 
Mrs.  Arnold  looked  back  with  regret  to  tlie  gayetics  o^ 
the  British  occupation,  she  could  scarcely  have  found  th*^ 
military  routine  of  life  at  West  Point  much  to  her  tastt*- 

Meanwhile,  the  treacherous  plans  of  her  husband  wer^ 

,  maturing.     The  impulse   that   ])recipitated    Andrd  upon 

his  fate  was,  as  we  can  clearlv  discern  in  the  records  of 

the  time,  honorable  and  patriotic.     lie  looked    forward 

with  tlie  utmost  confideucc  to  being  the  means  oi  puttinif 
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to  the  war  through  the  defection  of  Arnold  and 
ture  of  West  Point.  Immense  supplies  had  been 
d  in  and  about  that  post,  which  had  been  fortified 
e  years'  constant  labor  of  a  large  force  of  men, 

expenditure  of  three  millions  of  dollars.  The 
ls  not  only  of  infinite  value  as  keeping  open  com* 
bion  between  the  various  posts  of  the  country,  bat 
*elied  upon  as  a  last  resort  for  the  army  in  case 

of  disasters  should  render  an  impregnable  refuge 
ry.  It  was  Andre's  belief  that  the  patriot  cause 
Lot  survive  the  two-fold  calamity  of  the  defection 
nportant  an  officer,  and  the  loss  of  so  important  a 

le  ancient  mansion  of  Jacobus  Eip,  which  stood  at 
ve  now  call  the  comer  of  Second  avenue  and 
fourth  street,  Major  Antlr^  dined,  for  the  last 
ith  Sir  Henry  Clinton  and  his  staff,  before  leaving 
brk  for  his  fatal  interview  with  Arnold.  After 
when  he  was  called  upon,  as  usual,  for  a  song, 
)  the  one  attributed  to  General  Wolfe,  who  sang  it 
uing  before  he  climbed  the  heights  of  Quebec : 

**Why,  soldiers,  why 
Should  we  be  melancholy,  boys? 
Why,  soldiers,  why, 
Whose  business  'tis  to  die  I 
For  should  the  next  campaign  * 

8end  us  to  Him  who  made  us,  boye, 
We're  free  from  pain ; 
But  should  we  remain, 
A  bottle  and  kind  landlady 
Makes  all  well  again." 

\  sang  the  light-hearted  soldier  of  twenty-nine, 
is  comrades  around  him,  and  his  general  at  the 
[  the  table.  Early  the  next  morning  he  started  on 
ssion.  Pour  days  after,  he  was  a  prisoner.  Nine 
!ter,  he  swung  from  a  gibbet. 

2S 
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The  scenes  which  occurred  at  West  Point  during  thos« 
momentous  days  are  too  well  known  to  require  repetition 
here.     Let  us  merely  recall  tliose  in  which  Mrs.  Arnold 
so  unhappily  figured.     It  so  chanced,  as  the  reader  is 
aware,  that  General  Wasliington  was  tlien  upon  his  way 
to  meet  Count  de  Rochambeau  at  West  Point.     He  and 
liis  suite  were  nearing  this  place  in  the  early  morning, 
when  he  paused,  and   turning  his  horse  into  a  by-way 
leading  to  tlie  river,  was  about  to  ride  on  in  that  direc- 
tion.    Lafayette,  w^ho  was  beside  him,  protested,  saying 
that  word  had  been  sent  to  West  Point  that  they  were 
coming,  and  it  would  be  a  pity  to  cause  Mrs.  Arnold  to 
wait  breakfast. 

"  Ah,"  replied  Washington,  "  I  know  you  young  men 
are  all  in  love  with  Mrs.  Arnold,  and  wish  to  get  where 
she  is  as  soon  as  possible.  You  may  go  and  take  youi 
breakfast  with  her,  and  tell  her  not  to  wait  for  me.  I 
must  ride  down  and  examine  the  redoubts  on  this  side  of 
the  river,  and  will  be  there  in  a  short  time." 

Lafayette  chose  to  remain  with  his  chief.  Two  aides 
were  sent  on  with  the  message,  who,  upon  arriving,  sat 
down  to  the  table  with  General  and  Mrs.  Arnold,  and  a 
few  officers.  They  were  still  occupied  with  their  meal 
when  a  letter  was  delivered  to  General  Arnold  wliicb 
caysed  him,  apparently,  some  slight  embarrassment.  He 
remained  in  his  place  for  some  minutes,  continuing  tc 
sustain  his  part  in  the  conversation ;  then,  urging  the 
plea  of  business,  and  requesting  his  guests  to  excuse  him 
and  make  themselves  at  home  during  his  absence,  which 
should  be  brief,  he  left  the  room. 

News  traveled  slowly  in  those  times.     Two  full  days 

had  then  passed  since  the  arrest  of  Andr^.     The  letter 

which  Arnold  received  w^as  the  one  written  by  Colonel 

Jameson  to  inform  him  of  that  arrest  and  of  the  trans- 

mission  of  the  fatal  papers  to  ^^  ^^\\\\i^qiw    There  was 

obviously  not  a  momcut  to\^e\o?>\.* 
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Hastily  giving  the  orders  necessary  for  his  escape,  he 
entered  his  wife's  room  to  bid  her  farewell.  She  was 
there  awaiting  him.  Her  quick  eye  had  told  her  that 
something  serious  had  occurred,  and  his  forced  calmness 
at  the  table  had  not  deceived  her.  She,  too,  had 
excused  herself  to  her  guests,  and  gone  to  her  room, 
ready  to  receive  his  confidence.  In  a  few  hurried  words 
he  explained  to  her  the  necessity  of  his  immediate 
departure.  She,  overcome  by  the  suddenness  of  the 
blov,  uttered  a  shriek  of  terror  that  summoned  her  maid 
to  the  spot;  while  he,  clasping  her  once  more  in  his 
arms  as  she  appeared  about  to  faint,  kissed  her  and  his 
child,  bade  the  girl  attend  to  her,  and  hurried  from  the 
room.  On  his  way  out  of  the  house  he  paused  a  moment 
at  the  dining-room  to  explain  to  the  guests  that  Mrs. 
Arnold  was  suddenly  seized  with  illness  and  could  not 
leave  her  chamber.  Then  he  mounted  his  horse  and 
dashed  at  full  speed  toward  the  river. 

Not  long  after,  Washington  arrived,  and  was  surprised 
and  displeased  to  learn  of  Arnold's  departure.  He  spent 
a  couple  of  hours  in  inspecting  the  fort,  and  then  recrossed 
the  river  and  rode  with  his  suite  to  Robinson's  House. 
Here  he  found  awaiting  him  the  papers  which  explained 
the  plot.  Hastily  despatching  some  officers  in  pursuit  of 
Arnold,  he  returned  to  West  Point  and  at  once  asked  to 
see  Mrs.  Arnold. 

She  was  apparently  distracted.  Her  condition  was 
pitiable  to  witness,  and  convinced  all  present  that  she 
^as  not  implicated  in  her  husband's  treason.  She  pro- 
^sted  her  innocence ;  she  wept,  she  raved,  she  evinced 
^t  times  the  utmost  terror  if  approached,  declaring  wildly 
tnat  the  life  of  her  child  —  a  baby  in  arms  —  was 
^adangered;  that  they  meant  to  murder  it.  In  short, 
*he  appeared  as  if  crazed  by  sorrow.  General  Wad\m%- 
^  and  his  aides,  touched  with  pity  for  Uer  eoTidAUoxL^ 
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soon  left  her  to  her  grief,  and  withdrew  to  the  ( 
room  to  discuss  fuiiiher  measures. 

They  were  still  seated  at  the  table  when  two 
from  Arnold  were  brought  in  ;  one  addressed  t6  th 
manding  general,  and  the  other  to  Mrs.  Arnold, 
first  he  declared  her  innocence  and  requested  pro 
for  her.     Upon  reading  it  Washington  at  once  tui 
an  aide. 

"  Go,"  he  said,  "  to  Mrs.  Arnold,  and  inform  he 
though  my  duty  required  that  no  means  shoi 
neglected  to  arrest  General  Arnold,  I  have  great  pi 
in  acquainting  her  that  he  is  now  safe  on  board  a  '. 
vessel  of  war." 

Mrs.  Arnold's  conduct  had  convinced  General  Wa 
ton  and  his  staff  of  her  innocence,  especially  the 
and  ardcut  Hamilton,  who  has  left  us  a  moving  a 
of  her  beauty  and  distress.  But  public  opinio 
demned  her,  and  the  residents  of  her  native  ( 
particular  were  convinced  that  she  was  her  hus 
accomplice,  if  indeed  she  had  not  tempted  him  to  ti 
They  knew  her  best,  and  we  are  justified  in  sayiii 
they  were  right. 

One  evening,  not  long  after  the  events  just  na 
Colonel  Aaron  Burr  was  at  the  house  of  Mrs.  The 
Prevost,  the  accomplished  lady  whom  he  afte 
married.  Suddenly,  horses'  hoofs  were  heard  uj: 
road  without,  and  presently  a  lady  in  a  riding  habit, 
burst  into  the  room,  and  hurried  up  to  Mrs.  P 
She  was  about  to  speak,  when  she  observed  Colone" 
although  without  recognizing  him  in  the  dim  light 
paused  and  asked  anxiously  : 

"  Am  I  safe  ?    Is  this  gentleman  a  friend  ?" 

"  Oh,  yes,"  Mrs.  Prevost  answered,  "  he  is  mj 
particular  friend,  Colonel  Burr." 
^*  Thank  God  I "  exc\«iivm^^l\\^\^^^  ^^V^^^sja  nom 
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han  Mrs.  Arnold ;  ^'  I've  been  playing  the  hypocrite,  and 
'm  tired  of  it.'' 

Colonel  Burr  was  also  an  old  friend  of  herself  and  the 
Jhippen  family.  He  had  been  an  inmate  of  her  father's 
louse.  Feeling  herself  at  liberty  to  speak  freely  at  last, 
ilrs.  Arnold  avowed  her  deception  of  General  Washing- 
x)n,  who  had  even  given  her  an  escort  of  horse  from 
West  Point.  She  further  confessed  that  she  had  been 
aware  of  the  whole  progress  of  the  plot,  and  that  it- was 
she  who  had  induced  her  husband  to  betray  his  country. 
She  passed  the  night  at  Mrs.  Provost's  house,  being  care- 
ful, when  strangers  entered  the  room,  to  resume  the 
piteous  and  distracted  bearing  which  had  already  served 
her  so  well. 

Many  have  doubted  the  truth  of  this  incident  because 
it  rests  upon  the  word  of  Aaron  Burr.  But  Burr,  what- 
ever his  faults,  was  by  no  means  the  man  to  invent  a  lie 
^'hich  could  be  of  no  service  to  himself  or  any  one 
else,  for  the  mere  pleasure  of  telling  it.  His  story  is  but 
too  probable.  False,  frivolous,  and  ambitious,  she 
naturally  desired,  after  the  taste  of  distinction  she  had 
enjoyed  during  the  days  of  the  British  occupation, 
followed  by  the  bitter  ordeal  of  her  husband's  disgrace  in 
the  eyes  of  her  own  Philadelphians,  to  escape  to  the 
brilliaut  social  life  of  England. 

Upon  reaching  Philadelphia,  where  she  wished  to  reside 
for  a  while  with  her  family,  the  authorities  refused  to 
allow  lier  to  remain,  although  she  protested  her  patriotism, 
promised  to  write  no  letters  to  her  husband  until  after  the 
^ar,  and  to  send  all  received  from  him  at  once  to  the 
government.  She  was  forced  to  go  to  New  York,  where, 
after  a  period  of  suitable  dejection,  she  again  entered 
society  and  shone  as  brilliantly  as  ever. 

Her  life  in  England,  when  at  length  she  was  enabled 
to  rejoin  her  husband   there,  can  scarcely  "ViaNOk  \i^^u 
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agreeable  to  her.  Arnold  received  some  compensation  in 
iw^ney  and  in  military  rank  from  the  British  government; 
but  men  of  honor  would  not  know  him,  and  he  was 
frequently  insulted.  His  wife  shared  the  mortification 
which  such  slights  inflicted.  Of  her  subsequent  life, 
history  gives  us  but  a  few  faint  glimpses. 

One  of  these  shows  her  standing  at  his  side  in  West- 
'  minster  Abbey  before  the  monument  erected  by  the  king 
to  the  memory  of  her  old  friend  Major  Andr^,  reading  the 
inscription  that  told  of  his  untimely  death— due,  indeed, 
if  Burr's  story  be  true,  in  large  measure  to  her  influence. 
The  reader  has,  perhaps,  seen,  or  will  see,  the  monu- 
ment to  Andr^  in  Westminster  Abbey.  It  has  a  very 
insignificant  appearance,  but  the  name  in  the  inscription 
arrests  every  American  eye,  and  the  few  words  accona' 
panying  it  impress  every  American  mind : 

"  Sacred  to  the  Memory  of  Major  John  Andre,  who, 
raised  by  his  merit,  at  an  early  period  of  life,  to  the  rank 
of  Adjutant-General  of  the  British  Forces  in  America, 
and  employed  in  an  important  but  hazardous  enterprise^ 
fell  a  sacrifice  to  his  zeal  for  his  king  and  country,  on  the 
second  of  October,  1780,  aged  twenty-nine;  universally 
beloved  and  esteemed  by  the  army  in  which  he  served, 
and  lamented  even  by  his  foes.  His  gracious  Sovereign, 
King  George  the  Third,  has  caused  this  monument  to  be 
erected." 

Mrs.  Arnold  returned  at  length  to  her  native  country- 
Her  husband  dead,  her  children  mature  and  settled  i^ 
life,  she  left  a  countrv  where  her  illusions  had  been  de^ 
stroyed  and  her  hopes  unfulfilled,  and  came  home  to  die- 
To  America  slie  came,  but  not  to  her  old  family  hom^ 
in  Philadelphia  ;  not  to  her  relatives  and  friends — if  any 
friends  there  remained  to  her.  She  did  not  enter  Peni^' 
BylvanisL.  She  preferred  to  remain  in  Massachusetts,  tb^ 
Btate  where  an  ancestor  oi  Yieit^Xx^^Xi^^XL^^wblicly  whipped 
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for  being  a  Quaker.     She  died  at  Uxbridge,  Mass.,  Febru- 
ary 14, 1834,  eighty-three  years  of  age. 

Some   of    her  •  descendants  still   survive   in  England, 

worthy  and  honorable  persoas.     The  present  head  of  the 

family  is  a  clergyman  of  the  Church  of  England,  owner 

of  the  estate  of  Little  Messenden  Abbey,  in  Buckingham* 

shire.    He  is  now  a  wealthy  man,  a  tract  of  land  near 

Toronto  granted  by  the  government  to  Benedict  Arnold, 

having  recently  become  of  great  value.     He  is  a  kindly 

and  pleasant  gentleman,  and  not  at  all  averse  to  talking 

of  an  ancestor  of  whom  he  cannot  be  proud.    One  of  the 

sons  of  the  traitor  died  a  few  years  ago,  a  Lieutenant- 

Creneral  of  the  British  army. 

At  Tappantown,  in  Rockland  county,  New  York,  a 
tillage  about  three  miles  west  of  the  Hudson  river,  and 
about  forty  from  the  city,  there  is  an  elevated  field,  in  the 
Diidst  of  which  there  might  have  been  seen  till  recently 
a  withered  tree,  and  a  heap  of  stones ;  and  for  a  little 
space  round  about,  the  ground  was  never  ploughed. 
Strangers  occasionally  came,  who  gazed  upon  the  spot 
^ith  evident  interest.  It  is  a  pleasant,  romantic  region, 
interesting  to  New  Yorkers  because  of  the  vicinity  of 
Kockland  Lake,  which  supplies  us  with  part  of  our  ice, 
and  gives  name  to  much  of  the  rest. 

This  hegp  of  stones  marked  the  spot  where  the  remains 
of  Major  Andr^  reposed  from  the  day  of  his  execution  in 
1780,  until  1821,  when  they  were  transferred  to  West- 
minster Abbey  in  London.  His  grave  was  dug  directly  be- 
neath the  gallows,  and  there  he  was  interred  at  the  depth  of 
three  or  four  feet.  A  peach-tree,  planted  by  a  sympathetic 
toman's  hand  to  mark  the  grave,  struck  down  its  roots, 
pierced  the  coffin,  and  formed  a  net-work  of  fibres  around 
the  skull.  This  tree  was  taken  up  with  the  remains  and 
'^planted  in  one  of  the  royal  gardens  in  London.  T\\^ 
skeleton,  enclosed  in    a  mahogany   coffvn,  \f\C\Q\\  ^^^ 
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exceedingly  massive  and  ridily  decorated  with  gold,  and 
covered  with  velvet  black  and  crimson,  was  conveyed  to 
Loudon  in  a  British  man-of-war,  and  interred  in  the  abbey 
with  religious  ceremonies,  near  the  monument  erected  to 
his  honor  by  George  the  Third.  For  forty-one  years  the 
body  had  remained  in  a  cheap  pine  coffin,  painted  black, 
and  in  the  unhonored  grave  of  a  spy,  to  be  buried  at  last 
in  the  mausoleum  of  heroes,  orators,  poets^  and  statesmen. 
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XV. 

ADELAIDE  PROCTER 

THERE  are  many  who  love  this  sweet  and  gentle 
poet.  Patience,  disinterested  devotion,  faith, 
earnestness,  courage,  these  are  the  themes  which  inspired 
her  songs,  and.  frequently  the  virtues  which  they  directly 
nrge  upon  the  reader.  None  of  her  poems  lapse  into 
rhymed  sermons ;  they  are  truQ  poems,  when  most  moral 
and  didactic.  Of  their  authoress  we  know  little,  hut  that 
little  is  just  what  it  is  most  pleasing  to  know.  We  learn, 
on  the  authority  of  Charles  Dickens,  that  her  poems  were 
but  the  expression  of  her  daily  life ;  she  was  a  too  ardu- 
ous worker,  a  faithful  friend,  a  devoted  helper  of  the  poor 
and  suffering. 

When  she  was  yet  too  young  to  write,  Dickens  tells  us, 
in  the  preface  which  he  wrote  for  an  edition  of  her  works, 
8he  had  a  little  album  made  of  small  sheets  of  note-paper 
neatly  sewed  together,  into  which  her  mother  copied  for 
her  her  favorite  verses.  This  little  book  she  read  and  re- 
read, and  constantly  carried  about  with  her.  In  her  studies 
she  displayed  a  precocious  ability,  learning  easily  and 
rapidly,  and  showing  a  remarkable  memory.  As  she 
grew  older  she  acquired  French,  German,  and  Italian, 
played  well  upon  the  piano,  and  evinced  a  marked  talent 
for  drawing ;  but  she  tired  of  each  of  these  branches  when 
8he  had  mastered  its  chief  difficulties.  Her  father,  Bryan 
Waller  Procter  (the  poet  known  as  Barry  Cornwall), 
although  he  considered  her  a  girl  of  unusual  capacity, 
^ever  suspected  that  she  had  inherited  his  poetical  gift, 
^p  did  he  know  that  she  had  ever  composed  «t  \\vv^  ^l 
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poetry,  until  her  first  verses  appeared  in  print.  These 
were  published  in  the  Book  of  Beauty,  and  a  few  others 
followed  in  various  magazines,  but  her  first  volume, 
entitled  A  Chaplet  of  VerseSy  was  not  issued  until  1862, 
when  she  was  thirty-seven  years  of  age. 

This  little  volume  was  published  for  the  benefit  of  a 
London  Night-Refuge,  and  in  a  preface   Miss    Procter 
advances  the  claims  of  the  institution,  narrates  its  his- 
tory, and  solicits  aid  for  its  treasury.     But  she  makes  a 
much  more  powerful  plea  in  two  of  the  poems — "  Home- 
less," and  "  The  Homeless  Poor."     The  latter,  a  striking 
dialogue  between  the  Angel  of  Prayer^  and  the  Angel  of 
Deeds,  in  which  the  splendid  services  going  on  within  the 
churches  of  the  city  are  contrasted  with  the  misery  of  the 
poor  creatures  left  shivering  in  the  streets  at  night,  is 
still  a  favorite  with  many  of  her  readers.     Some  of  the 
other  poems  too — such  as  "  Milly's  Expiation,"  a  story 
told  by  an  Irish  priest,  "  A  Legend,"  and  "  Our  Titles," 
are  in  her  best  manner.     Many  of  the  poems  pertain  to 
her  faith — she   was   a  Roman   Catholic — but   it  is  not 
necessary  to  be  a  catholic  to  appreciate  the  artistic  beauty 
of  such  pieces  as  the  "  Shrines  of  Mary,"  and  "  A  Chaplet 
of  Flowers." 

It  was  in  1853  that  Dickens,  then  editor  of  "  Household 
Words,"  noticed  among  the  contributions  with  wliicli  his 
office  table  was  littered,  a  short  poem  which  he  considered 
unusually  good.  It  professed  to  be  the  work  of  a  Miss 
Mary  Berwick,  a  name  quite  unknown  to  him,  who  was  to 
be  addressed  through  a  London  circulating  library.  He 
wrote  to  her  immediately,  accepting  the  poem  and  request- 
ing her  to  contribute  another.  She  did  so,  and  became 
a  writer  for  the  periodical. 

Miss  Berwick  was  none  other  than  Miss  Procter,  whom 

Dickens  liad  known  since  she  was  a  little  girl,  and  whose 

father  was  one  of  his  oldest  «i.ivd  ^e^t^^t  friends.    She  had 
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chosen  to  correspond  with  him  under  an  assumed  name, 
because  she  feared,  had  she  used  her  own,  and  her 
poem  not  been  such  as  he  desired,  that  he  would  either 
have  accepted  it  for  friendship's  sake,  or  have  found  it 
very  painful  to  refuse.  It  was  more  than  a  year  before 
the  facts  became  known  to  him.  Then,  during  the  month 
of  December,  when  going  to  dine  with  Barry  Cornwall,  he 
carried  with  him  an  early  proof  of  the  Christmas  number  of 
Household  Words,  entitled  "  The  Seven  Poor  Travelers." 
As  he  laid  it  down  upon  the  parlor  table  before  the  assem- 
bled family,  he  remarked  that  it  contained  an  exceedingly 
pretty  poem  by  a  certain  Miss  Mary  Berwick.  The  next 
day  he  was  informed  that  Miss  Berwick  and  Miss  Procter 
were  one,  and  shortly  afterward  she  had  the  happiness  of 
receiving  the  following  delightful  letter  from  her  editor : 

"My  dear  Miss  Procter,  you  have  given  me  a  new 
sensation.  I  did  suppose  that  nothing  in  this  singular 
world  could  surprise  me,  but  you  have  done  it. 

"  You  will  believe  my  congratulations  on  the  delicacy 
and  talent  of  your  writing  to  be  sincere.  From  the 
first,  I  have  always  had  an  especial  interest  in  that 
Miss  Berwick,  and  have  over  and  over  again  questioned 
Wiljs  about  her.  I  suppose  he  has  gone  on  gradually 
building  up  an  imaginary  structure  of  life  and  adventure 
for  her,  but  he  has  given  me  the  strangest  information  ! 
Only  yesterday  week,  when  we  were  'making  up'  'The 
Poor  Travelers,'  I  said  to  him,  '  Wills,  have  you  got  that 
Miss  Berwick's  proof  back,  of  the  little  sailor's  song  ? ' 
'^0,'  he  said.  'Well,  but  why  not?'  I  asked  him. 
'  Why,  you  know,'  he  answered, '  as  I  have  often  told  you 
'^fore,  she  don't  live  at  the  place  to  which  her  letters 
ttre  addreFised,  and  so  there's  always  difficulty  and  delay 
in  communicating  with  her.'  '  Do  you  know  what  age 
she  is  ? '  I  said.  Here  he  looked  unfathomably  profound^ 
and  returned,  *  Bather  advanced  in  life.'     '  You  «>a\QL  ^^ 
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was  a  povcrness,  didn't  you  ? '  said  I ;  to  which  he  replied 
in  the  most  emphatic  and  positive  manner,  ^  A  governess.' 

"  Ho  then  came  and  stood  in  the  corner  of  the  hearth, 
with  his  back  to  the  fire,  and  delivered  himself  like  an 
oracle  concerning  you.  He  told  me  that  early  in  life 
(conveying  to  me  the  impression  of  about  a  century  ago) 
you  had  had  your  feelings  desperately  wounded  by  some 
cause,  real  or  imaginary — *•  It  does  not  matter  which/ 
said  I  with  the  greatest  sagacity — and  that  you  had  then 
taken  to  writing  verses.  That  you  were  of  an  unhappy 
temperament,  but  keenly  sensitive  to  encouragement 
That  you  wrote  after  the  educational  duties  of  the  day 
were  discharged.  That  you  sometimes  thought  of  never 
writing  any  more.  That  you  had  been  away  for  some 
time  '  with  your  pupils.'  That  your  letters  were  of  a 
mild  and  melancholy  character,  and  that  you  did  not 
seem  to  care  as  much  as  might  be  expected  about  money. 
All  this  time  I  sat  poking  the  fire,  with  a  wisdom  upon 
mo  absolutely  crushing  ;  and  finally  I  begged  him  to 
assure  the  lady  that  she  might  trust  me  with  her  real 
address,  and  that  it  would  bo  better  to  have  it  now,  as  I 
hoped  our  further  communications,  etc.  You  must  have 
felt  enormously  wicked  last  Tuesday,  when  I,  such  a  J^abe 
in  the  wood,  was  unconsciously  prattling  to  you.  But 
you  have  given  me  so  much  pleasure,  and  have  made  lu^ 
shed  so  many  tears,  that  I  can  only  think  of  you  now  in 
association  with  the  sentiment  and  grace  of  your  verses. 

*^  So  pray  accept  the  blessing  and  forgiveness  of  Richard 
Watts,  though  I  am  afraid  you  come  under  both  his  con- 
ditions of  exclusion.  Very  faithfully  yours,  Charles 
Dickens." 

The  allusion  in  the  last  paragraph  is  to  the  house  at 
Rochester  known  as  "  "Watts'  Charity,*'  the  inscription 
upon  which  states  that  it  will  furnish  a  night's  lodging 
to  six  poor  travclera,  ^^  tiol  \wi\ii^  Rogue«  or  Proctan.^* 
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The  volume  of  Legends  and  Lyrics,  Miss  Procter's 
second  book,  is  much  better  than  her  first,  and  contains 
many  of  her  finest  poems,  including  such  favorites  as""  The 
Angel's  Story,"  "  True  Honors,"  "  A  Tomb  in  Ghent," 
etc.  American  readers  may  note  with  interest  that  the 
motto  placed  beneath  her  dedication  to  a  friend  is  from 
Emerson.  The  second  series  which  followed  under  the 
same  title  opened  with  the  "  Legend  of  Provence,"  one  of 
the  loveliest  of  Italian  traditions  clothed  in  exquisite 
verse,  and  contained  other  poems  briefer  but  not  less 
beautiful.     It  was  her  last  book. 

Adelaide  Procter  died  of  overwork — not  literary  work, 
for  all  her  poems  together  make  a  volume  of  but  moderate 
size,  but  of  the  ceaseless  labors  which  she  undertook  in 
the  cause  of  charity.  She  visited  the  sick ;  she  taught 
the  ignorant ;  she  aided  the  widening  of  woman's  sphere 
of  exertion,  working  for  each  object,  as  Dickens  says, 
"with  a  flushed  earnestness  that  disregarded  season, 
weather,  time  of  day  or  night,  food,  rest."  Even  when 
her  failing  health  warned  her  to  stop,  she  could  not.  It 
was  in  her  nature  to  go  on  and  on  until  she  could  go  no 
ttiore.  So  long  as  she  was  able  to  move  about,  she  went- 
oil  with  the  tas6  she  had  set  herself,  and  only  when  at 
last  she  was  obliged  to  take  to  her  bed,  did  her  restless- 
ness disappear.  Then,  indeed,  she  resigned  herself  to 
her  fate  with  a  patience  touching  to  witness ;  and  during 
the  fifteen  months  of  her  illness  never  spoke  a  single 
inapatient  or  complaining  word.  Some  who  have  read 
her  poems  have  thought  of  her  as  a  person  always  pensive 
and  serious ;  but  indeed  she  was  possessed  of  a  lively 
sense  of  humor,  and  had  a  peculiarly  pleasant,  ringing 
laugh.  This  cheerfulness  remained  with  her  to  the  end. 
She  died  on  the  third  of  February,  1864,  very  early  in 
the  morning.  Her  last  words,  uttered  with  a  bri^lvt 
Bmile,  were ; 
^It  baa  come  at  last  I  *' 
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Adelaide  Procter's  poems  are  remarkable  for  their 
simplicity  and  directness  of  style.  Many  of  them  are 
songs^real  songs,  whose  full  beauty  can  not  be  appre- 
ciated until  we  hear  them  sung.  Those  who  have  heard 
"  Cleansing  Fires  "  or  "  The  Lost  Chord  "  fitly  rendered 
will  appreciate  this  truth. 

THE  LOST  CHORD. 

Seated  one  day  at  the  organ, 

I  was  weary  and  ill  at  ease. 
And  my  fingers  wandered  idly 

Over  the  noisy  keys. 

I  knew  not  what  I  was  playing, 

Or  what  I  was  dreaming  then; 
But  I  struck  one  chord  of  music 

Like  the  sound  of  a  great  Amen. 

It  flooded  the  crimson  twilight 
Like  the  close  of  an  angel's  Psalm; 

And  it  lay  on  my  fevered  spirit 
"With  a  touch  of  infinite  calm. 

It  quieted  pain  and  sorrow 

Like  love  overcoming  strife; 
It  seemed  the  harmonious  echo    • 

From  our  discordant  life. 

It  linked  all  perplexed  meanings 

Into  one  perfect  peace, 
And  trembled  away  into  silence 

As  if  it  were  loth  to  cease. 

I  have  sought,  but  I  seek  it  vainly, 

That  one  lost  chord  divine 
That  came  from  the  soul  of  the  organ. 

And  entered  into  mine. 

It  may  be  that  Death's  bright  angel 

Will  speak  in  that  chord  again, 
It  may  he  that  oivVj  \tv  Tl^TiN^xi 

I  shall  hear  t1[x«A.  giwcA  ^vsSsi«Q.» 


XVI. 

LADY  BLOOMFIELD.     . 

THIS  lady  was  inaid-of-honor  to  Queen  Victoria  for 
some  years.  The  queen,  it  appears,  has  in  her  ser- 
vice eight  young  ladies  thus  entitled,  who  are  in  attend- 
ance in  the  palace  three  months  of  every  year,  so  that 
there  are  always  two  "  in  waiting."  The  compensation 
of  these  honorable  maidens  is  four  hundred  pounds  a  year 
each,  or  two  thousand  dollars.  It  costs,  therefore,  sixteen 
thousand  dollars  a  year  to  provide  the  Queen  with  this 
portion  of  her  "  court,"  without  reckoning  the  expense  of 
their  maintenance. 

As  for  the  duties  of  the  position,  they  are  not  very 
arduous.  The  business  of  a  maid-of-honor  is  to  make 
herself  agreeable  to  the  royal  family  when  more  important 
guests  are  not  present,  and  to  assist  in  entertaining  per- 
sonages •  of  distinction.  The  queen  has  her  breakfast  at 
tea  o'clock,  her  lunch  at  two,  her  ride  in  the  afternoon, 
her  dinner  at  eight,  and  goes  to  bed  about  midnight.  The 
maids-of-honor  usually  attend  on  these  occasions,  ride 
with  her,  play  whist  with  her,  and  join  in  whatever  game 
happens  to  be  the  favorite  at  the  moment.  According  to 
Lady  Bloomfield,  who  has  written  a  book  about  her  life  at 
courts,  there  is  only  one  regular  task  imposed  upon  the 
maids. 

"  Our  chief  duty,"  she  says, "  seems  to  consist  in  giving 
the  queen  her  bouquet  before  dinner,  which  ist  certainly 
not  very  hard  work  I    And  even  this  only  happens  ^n^y^ 
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other  day.     I  am  left  entirely  to  myself,  and  can  employ 
my  time  as  I  like." 

But  this   was  far  from  being  the   opinion  of  Lady 
Ravensworth,  the  mother  of  the  young  lady.     When  her 
daughter  received  her  appointihent  as  maid-of-honor,  she 
wrote  her  a  long  and  very  affectionate  letter  of  advice; 
and  if  any  reader  should  ever  be  appointed  maid-of-honor 
to  a  queen,  she  could  not  do  better  than  to  study  this 
remarkable  epistle.     She  tells  her  daughter  that  her  chief 
duty  should  be  to  please  the  queen ;  not  by  base  flattery 
or  servile  cringing,  but  by  the  most  assiduous  attention  to 
her  desires,  even  in  the  merest  trifles,  and  by  the  most 
exact  and  cheerful  obedience  to  every  command. 

"  You  must  accustom  yourself,"  her  mother  wrote,  ^^to 
sit  or  stand  for  hours  without  anv  amusement  save  the 
resources  of  your  own  thoughts,  and  your  natural  good 
sense  will  show  you  that  the  least  rudeness  of  manner  or 
appearance  of  fatigue  is  incompatible  with  high  breeding 
and  the  respect  due  to  the  sovereign." 

She  enjoins  it  upon  her  daughter  also  to  keep  whatever 
she  saw,  or  heard,  or  thought  entirely  to  herself,  to  avoid 
"  all  idle  gossip  about  dress,  balls,  and  lovers,"  to  avoid 
showy  and  expensive  dress,  to  beware  of  the  least  appear- 
ance of  flirtation  with  any  of  the  gentlemen  about  the 
court,  to  be  invariably  considerate  of  her  sei'vanfs,  to  pur- 
sue her  studies  with  regularity,  and  practice  her  music 
and  drawing,  just  "  as  she  would  at  home."  She  advises 
her  to  spend  half  her  salary  in  clothes,  a  quarter  ia 
charity  and  journeys,  and  to  save  the  other  hundred  to  be 
invested  at  three  per  cent.,  "  as  a  little  nest  egg  for  any 
future  emergency." 

This   letter  gives   an    interesting  insight  into  manf 
things,     ^t  is  a  curious  mixture  of    fervent  piety  an(' 
rorldly  wisdom. 
*^  To  your  companion^,''  aa^s^  llila  mother  of  two  maid 
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ofionor,  ^^  be  as  kind,  as  obliging,  and  as  agreeable  as 

possible,  but  have  no  confidence  in  any  one^  and  avoid 

intimacies.*^ 
The  lady  who  wrote  this  prudent  letter  was  the  mother 

of  several  daughters,  and  the  reader  will  not  be  surprised 

to  learn  that  they  made  great  matches,  and  enjoyed  a 

good  share  of  the  good  things  that  were  going  in  England 

in  their  day. 
Fortified  with  this  letter  of  advice  the  young  maid-of- 

honor  entered  upon  her  duties  with  some  confidence  and 
more  trepidation.  She  arrived  at  Windsor  Castle  late  in 
the  afternoon  of  January  20,  1842,  and  was  happy  to  find 
that  she  was  to  have  a  nice  warm  parlor  and  bedroom, 
with  a  piano,  as  well  as  a  share  of  a  large  drawing-room 
down  stairs,  in  which  to  receive  her  friends.  A  lady  of 
the  court  came  to  her  bringing  her  the  badge  of  her 
office,  which  was  the  miniature  of  the  queen  surrounded 
bj  diamonds  and  placed  upon  a  bow  of  red  ribbon. 

When  the  dinner  hour  approached,  she  took  her  place 
with  her  comrades  near  the  door  of  the  queen's  room,  and 
waited  for  her  coming.  .When  the  queen  appeared,  who 
Was  then  little  more  than  twenty  years  of  age,  the  lady-in- 
waiting  presented  the  new  maid-of-honor,  who  thanked  the 
queen  for  her  appointment,  and  kissed  her  hand,  as  all 
persons  do  on  their  appointment  to  similar  posts.  The 
queen  asked  concerning  her  family,  after  which  they  all 
Went  into  dinner,  the  queen  continuing  to  talk  to  her  new> 
naaid  about  her  journey,  and  her  friends. 

After  dinner,  as  the  family  was  alone,  the  queen,  Prince 
Albert  and  some  of  the  ladies  sat  down  at  a  round  game 
of  cards,  playing  for  very  small  stakes.  The  stakes  were 
iudeed  so  small  that  our  maid-of-honor,  after  playing  a 
long  time,  would  find  herself  the  winner  of  three  or  four 
peace.  The  whole  court  were  obliged  to  keep  on  hand  a 
^pply  of    new  coina,  Buch  as  shillings,  si^pen^^e^^  ^sA 

14 
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pennj  pieces,  siuce  it  is  a  breach  of  etiquette  to  play  dt 
court  with  old  money.  All  the  evenings  passed  verj 
much  as  tliey  do  with  any  civilized  family,  in  singing, 
cards,  games,  conversation,  and  telling  stories. 

The  most  remarkable  thing  is  that  there  was  nothing 
remarkable  about  it.  The  evenings  were  passed  in  the 
most  ordinary,  simple,  and  agreeable  manner. 

The  Queen,  it  appears,  sang  really  well,  played  well, 
danced  with  girlish  hilarity,  and  liked  both  to  hear  and 
to  tell  a  funny  thing.  One  of  the  Queen's  stories  was  of 
a  girl  who  was  going  into  service  to  a  Duke,  and  her 
mother  told  her  that,  if  ever  the  Duke  spoke  to  her,  she 
must  say  "Your  Grace."  A  few  days  after,  the  Duke 
met  her  in  a  passage,  and  asked  her  a  question.  Instead 
of  answering,  the  girl  immediately  obeyed  her  mother's 
direction,  and  said  her  grace :  "  For  what  I  have  received 
the  Lord  make  me  truly  thankful." 

Indeed,  thoy  all  seem  to  have  been  very  glad  to  relieve 
the  tedium  of  court  life  by  a  little  boisterous  fun.  Some- 
times the  young  Queen  would  send  one  of  the  young 
ladies  to  the  piano,  and  then  catch  another  round  tlio 
waist  and  go  whirling  about  the  room  in  a  waltz.  Even 
so  grave  a  personage  as  Sir  Robert  Peel  appears  in  Lady 
Bloomfield's  book  as  a  teller  of  comic  anecdotes.  Ho 
told  one  of  the  Lord  Mayor  of  London,  on  the  occasion  of 
the  first  visit  of  the  youthful  Queen  to  the  city.  As  tlie 
Mayor  was  obliged  to  appear  in  a  court  dress,  and 
wished  to  keep  his  stockings  and  low  shoes  perfectly 
clean  until  the  Queen  arrived,  he  put  on  over  them  a 
pair  of  enormous  high  boots.  These  boots  proved  to  be 
so  very  tight,  that  when  the  Queen  approached  he  could 
not  get  them  oflf,  and  there  he  stood,  in  the  presence  of  a 
crowd  of  grand  personages,  with  one  leg  stuck  out,  and 
several  men  tugging  at  the  boot,  trying  to  get  it  ^ff. 
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After  immense  exertions,  one  of  the  boots  was  got  off, 
but  no  amount  of  force  could  stir  the  other,  and,  mean- 
while, the  Queen  was  coming  nearer  and  nearer.    The 
Lord  Mayor  was  in  an  agony  of  fright,  with  one  boot  off 
and  the  other  on,  until  at  last  he  was  almost  beside  him^ 
self,  and  shouted : 
"  For  heaven's  sake  put  my  boot  on  again ! " 
This  was  done  just  as  the  Queen  came  up,  and  the  poor 
man  was  obliged  to  wear  the  tight  boots  in  torment  all 
through  the  long  banquet  before  he  could  divest  himself 
of  his  incongruous  and  agonizing  terminations. 

People  in  England  are  fond  of  relating  such  anecdotes 
of  the  Mayor  and  Aldermen  of  London.  Sir  Robert  Peel 
told  another  story  to  the  ladies  of  the  court  of  a  Lord 
Mayor's  dinner,  when  Mr.  Canning  sat  opposite^  Alder- 
man Flower,  a  man  of  great  note  in  the  city.  The 
Alderman  said  to  Canning: 

"Mr.  Canning,  my  Lord  Ellenborough  was  a  man  of 
uncommon  sagacity." 

The  great  orator  bowed  assent,  and  asked  the  Alder 
man  why  he  happened  to  make  the  remark  just  then. 

"Why,  sir,"  said  Flower,  "had  he  been  here,  he  would 
have  told  me  by  a  single  glance  of  his  eye  which  is  the 
best  of  those  five  haunches  of  venison." 

Soon  after.  Lord  Ellenborough  himself  came  to  court, 
and  he  told  the  ladies  a  comic  tale  of  another  Lord 
Mayor's  dinner.  The  Duke  of  Wellington  being  called 
upon  to  propose  the  health  of  the  Lady  Mayoress,  who 
happened  to  be  a  little,  dried-up  old  woman,  he  spoke  of 
her  as  "the  model  of  her  sex."  After  dinner,  Ellen- 
borough asked  the  Iron  Duke  how  he  could  call  that  ugly 
little  thing  the  model  of  her  sex. 

"What   could  I  call  her?"   said  the  Duke;   "I  had 
never  seen  her  before." 
Our  maid-of-honor  held  her  office  for  about  t\\T^e  ^'^^^^^ 
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accompanying  the  Queen  on  her  journeys,  and  associating 
with  the  dignitaries  of  the  kingdom.  Then  happened 
the  great  event  of  her  life.  Perhaps  the  reader  would 
like  to  see  the  brief  and  matter-of-fact  way  in  which  an 
English  maid-of-honor  can  relate  the  romance  of  her 
existence. 

"  I  found  my  father  talking  to  a  gentleman,  and  when 
I  entered  he  said  to  me,  *  Georgie,  don't  you  recollect  Mr, 
Bloomfield?'  My  father  was  anxious  to  finish  some 
letters,  and  desired  me  to  show  Mr.  Bloomfield  the 
garden.  So  we  took  a  walk  together,  and  from  that 
moment  his  intentions  were  very  evident,  as  he  took 
every  opportunity  of  meeting  me  and  showing  me  atten- 
tions.    Our  marriage  was  settled  on  July  26th." 

This  gentleman,  the  English  Minister  at  the  Russian 
court,  was  at  home  on  leave  of  absence,  and  took  this 
direct  and  simple  mode  of  getting  a  wife  to  go  back  with 
him.  He  soon  became,  by  death  of  his  fatlier,  Lord 
Bloomfield.  They  passed  many  succeeding  years  in  Rus- 
sia, Prussia,  and  Austria,  as  the  representatives  of  the 
majesty  of  England. 

Upon  reading  Lady  Bloomfield's  reminiscences,  which 
have  been  recently  published,  we  cannot  help  thinking 
again  of  the  remark  of  the  old  statesman  to  his  son : 

"  Dost  thou  not  know,  my  son,  with  how  little  wisdom 
the  world  is  governed  ?  " 

Prince  Albert  and  Queen  Victoria  are  presented  in 
these  volumes  in  an  amiable  and  attractive  light;  but 
the  persons  who  controlled  the  governments  on  the  con- 
tinent of  Europe  appear  to  have  been  singularly  unfitted 
by  temperament,  by  disposition,  and  mental  quality,  to  be 
at  the  head  of  nations.  With  the  exception  of  Louis 
Napoleon,  all  of  them  seem  to  have  meant  well;  but 
w)ien  the  happiness  and  security  of  millions  of  hmnan 
beings  are  at  stake,  good  mt^wXK^w^  ^\^  not  enough. 


XVII. 

THE  MOTHER  OF  VICTOR  HUGO. 

WHAT  poet  was  ever  more  fortunate  in  his  educa- 
tion than  Victor  Hugo,  whether  we  consider  his 
parents  or  his  environment?  His  father* was  General 
Hugo,  a  soldier  first  of  the  Republic,  then  of  the  Empire, 
a  man  of  much  military  capacity,  of  intelligence,  and  of 
humanity.  His  mother,  a  less  brilliant  figure,  was  an 
excellent  woman,  earnestly  devoted  to  the  welfare  of  her 
three  sons,  the  care  of  whom  devolved  chiefly  upon  her. 

It  was  during  the  war  of  La  Vendue  in  1793  that 
Major  Leopold  Hugo,  then  an  ardent  defender  of  the 
Eepublic,  made  the  acquaintance,  at  Nantes,  of  an  armorer 
named  Tr^buchet,  an  adherent  of  royalty  and  the  church. 
It  is  not  likely  that  the  relations  between  them  were  at 
any  time  very  warm;  nevertheless,  the  young  Major 
spent  much  of  his  time  at  the  house  of  the  obstinate 
royalist,  and  exercised  his  ingenuity  to  the  utmost  in 
finding  excuses  for  going  to  it,  and,  when  there,  further 
excuses  for  remaining.  Sophie  Tr^buchet,  the  youngest 
child  of  her  father  (who  was  a  widower),  soon  divined 
that  it  was  herself  that  was  the  object  of  these  visits, 
^'hich  she  by  no  means  discouraged.  It  is  true  that  she 
too  was  a  royalist,  quite  decided,  and  much  more  enthusi- 
^  Mtic  than  her  father ;  but  she  was  also  a  woman.  Hence, 
in  an  officer  as  brave,  as  handsome,  as  well  mannered 
•nd  above  all  as  attentive  as  Major  Hugo,  she  found  that 
to  error  in  politics  was  not  inexcusable.  They  soon 
came  to  an  understanding,  and  when  at  the  teTmxw^W^A 
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of  tlio  war  he  was  obliged  to  set  out  for  Paris,  he  ]uui.. 
obtained  from  Sophie  Tr^buchet  a  promise  to  marrj  liuii^^ 
and  to  do  all  in  her  power  to  hasten  their  union.  '  TS»j 
father  had  first  to  be  won  over,  and  this  was  by  no  meaqr 
an  easy  task.    At  length,  however,  she  succeeded. 

She   was  a  slender,  delicate  little  creature,  with  fh| 
hands  and  feet  of  a  child,  and  a  face  not  beautiful, 
rendered  ])leasing  in  spite  of  some  slight  traces  of 
pox  by  its  expression  of  good  will,  firmness,  and 
gcnce.    Moreover,  she  was  a  person  of  independent 
ment  and  of  much  practical  capacity  ;  she  had  long 
her  father's  housekeeper  and  adviser,  as  well  at 
devoted  daughter,  and  now  that  she  had  set  her 
upon  a  marriage  of  whicli  he  did  not  approve,  but 
which  there  were  none  but  political  reasons,  the  old 
felt  obliged  to  let  her  have  her   way.      He  conse: 
although  reluctantly  and  with  serious  misgivings  a 
her  future  happiness. 

Meanwhile  Major  Hugo  was  in  Paris,  where  he 
formed  an  intimacy  with   a  young  man  named  Pii 
Fouchcr,  a  native  of  Nantes,  who  had  known  the  Trtfb 
family.     Beside  this  strong  bond  between  them  there 
another :  Foucher  was  also  in  love,  and  about  to 
They  lodged  in  the  same  building,  the  Hotel  de  Ville, 
spent  their  leisure  hours  together,  occasionally  discui 
politics,  in  which  they  were  opposed,  and  much  oft 
their  love  affairs,  in  which  they  were  of  the  same  opini 
namely,  tliat  when  a  young  couple  were  once  euj 
the  sooner  they  were  married  the  better. 

Major  Hugo's  wedding  was  the  first  to  take  plaoe. 
it  was  impossible  for  him  to  leave  his  post  and  f 
Nantes,  his  bride    came  to  Paris,  accompanied  by 
father. 

The  marriage  waa  celebrated  according  to  the  ci 
form^  and  the  happy  pair  ^keteiote  ^^^"csL^^^^aoL  obliged  I 
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the  building.  Within  the  walls  of  the  Hotel  de 
B  ceremony  was  performed,  and  within  its  walls 
gan  their  married  life.  Pierre  Poucher  soon 
I  their  example,  and  he  and  his  wife  established 
res  beneath  the  same  roof.  At  the  marriage 
3f  his  friend.  Major  Hugo,  who  was  in  buoyant 
Tied  out  gayly,  as  he  filled  a  glass : 
e  a  daughter ;  I  will  have  a  son ;  and  they  shall 
ach  other.     I  drink  to  the  health  of  their  house- 

nerry  wish  was  fulfilled.  Victor  Hugo  married 
oucher,  and  it  was  she  who  preserved  the  anecdote, 
n  a  year  of  her  wedding,  Madame  Hugo  gave 
a  son  who  was  christened  Abel ;  a  year  later  she 
jel  a  brother,  named  Eugene.  In  1802,  while 
L  the  interesting  old  city  of  BesanQon,  where  her 
.  and  his  brigade  were  then  stationed,  she 
y  awaited  the  arrival  of  a  third  child,  which 
rents,  satisfied  with  the  two  boys  they  already 
'nestly  desired  might  be  a  girl.  Colonel  Hugo 
;ady  found  a  suitable  godmother  for  the  infant  in 
1  Delel^e,  the  wife  of  a  young  aide-de-camp  of  his 
^ance.  The  godfather  remained  to  be  selected,  and 
,t  length  decided  to  invite  General  Lahoric,  his 
dear  friend,  to  accept  the  office.  Madame  Hugo 
e  wrote  to  him,  conveying  the  request, 
zen  General,"  the  letter  runs,  "  you  have  always 
30  much  kindness  to  Hugo,  bestowed  so  many 
upon  my  children,  that  I  have  much  regretted 
could  not  have  given  your  name  to  the  last.  On 
oi  being  the  mother  of  a  third  child,  it  would  be 
reeable  to  mc  that  you  should  be  the  godfather  of 
that  is  coming.  ...  In  case  we  shall  bo  deprived 
)leasure  of  liaving  you,  the  citizciv  De\c\6^,  qnyc 
trieizd,  would    doubtless  have  tVve  VYxAxift^*^  \» 
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represent  you  and  to  give  to  the  child  a  name  that  you 
have  not  belied  and  that  /ou  have  bo  well  illustrated: 
Victor  or  Victorine  will  be  the  name  of  the  child  that  we 
expect.  .  .  Have  the  goodness  to  receive,  citizen  General, 
the  assurance  of  our  sincere  attachment.     Femme'Hugo." 

On  tlie  26th  of  February,  1802,  the  child  was  born— - 
a  poor,  weak,  ugly  little  creature,  "  no  longer  tlian  a 
knife,"  his  mother  said.  The  doctor  declared  that  he 
would  not  live,  but  Madame  Hugo  was  determined  that 
he  should,  and  her  devoted  care  saved  him.  He  was 
christened  at  Besan^on,  receiving  the  name  of  Victor- 
Marie,  in  honor  of  liis  godfather  and  godmother.  In 
six  weeks  he  was  able  to  bear  the  journey  thence  to 
Marseilles.  The  family  remained  unbroken  until  the 
year  1802,  although  moving  continually  from  place  to 
place.  But  in  that  year  Colonel  Hugo  was  ordered  to 
join  the  army  in  Italy,  and  as  it  was  manifestly  impossible 
for  his  wife  to  follow  him  at  such  time  with  three  young 
children,  he  sent  them  to  Paris.  In  Italy,  however, 
Colonel  Hugo  so  distinguished  himself  by  the .  capture  of 
Pra  Diavolo  and  other  exploits  that  he  was  appointed  by 
Joseph  Bonaparte,  then  King  of  Naples,  Governor  of 
Avellino. 

No  sooner  was  he  established  in  this  province,  the 
war  ended  and  the  country  quiet,  than  he  sent  for  his 
wife  and  children  to  rejoin  him.  This  was  in  1807, 
Victor  being  five  years  old.  He  remembers  well  many 
incidents  of  the  route,  especially  his  fear  that  the  stage- 
coach  would  upset  upon  the  steep  mountain  roads,  and  an 
extraordinary  luncheon  which  they  enjoyed  in  the  Aj)en- 
nines,  when,  having  become  hungry  before  reaching  a 
tavern,  they  entered  a  goatherd's  hut  in  search  of  food. 
There  was  nothing  in  the  hut  but  an  eagle  that  the  herds- 
man  had  just  killed,  and  the  drumsticks  of  this  majestic 
bird,  roasted  over  an  open  &.T(i^  ^^etN^ii  ^  appease  the 
nppetitoH  of  the  three  \\tt\e  Hw?^^.   'Iq  ^^vt  \aR&lKt^ 
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lowever,  for  whom  such  adventures  had  no  charm,  and 
k^ho  detested  traveling,  the  whole  journey  was  one  long, 
ret  about  uncertain  lodgings  and  all  too  certain  fleas. 
5he  reached  Avellino  in  safety  with  her  charges,  but  she 
lid  not  long  enjoy  her  husband's  company  there,  nor  the 
luiet  of  the  ancient  castle  where  they  dwelt. 

Joseph,  King  of  Naples,  became  Joseph,  King  of  Spain. 

He  sent  a  letter  to  the  newly  established  Governor  of 
A^vcllino  requesting  him  to  come  to  Spain  as   soon  as 
possible.     The  governor  obeyed   the   summons,  and  his 
wife  and  children  returned  to  France.     Arrived  at  Paris, 
Madame  Hugo  promptly  set  out  to  discover  a  suitable 
dwelling — no  easy  matter,  since  she  knew  exactly  what 
she  wanted,  and  would  be  satisfied  with  nothing  else ;  and 
above  all,  she  had   determined   upon   a  garden^  as  an 
absolute  necessity.    For  tlie  grand  scenery  of  the  moun- 
tains, for  broad  plains  and  fertile  valleys,  she  cared  little ; 
but  a  garden  of  her  own,  a  place  upon  which  she  could 
expend  her  labor,  taste,  and  affection,  and  be  rewarded 
by  flowers  and  shrubs  flourishing  under  her  daily  care  — 
that  vva^  dear  to  her  gentle  French  heart.     She  was  long 
hi  finding  such  a  house  as  she  desired.     One  day  slie 
came  back  to  the  children  radiant,  and  told  tlicm  that 
she  had  at  last  discovered  her  very  ideal.     It  was  Number 
12,  Rue  des  Feuillantincs,  a  spot  since  made  famous  by 
tlie  poems  of  her  illustrious  son.    Its  large  garden,  almost 
^  little  park,  extended  beyond  it  to  a  partially  ruined 
convent.     Within   its   limits  were  flowers  in  profusion, 
*Ji  abundance  of  fruit,  a  long  avenue  bordered  with  great 
chestnut  trees,  and,  better  than   all,  many  nooks   and 
comers    neglected    for  years,   and   so   overgrown  with 
tangled  vines  and  bushes  as  to  seem  to  the  children  like 
*  virgin  forest. 

With  this  place  so  beautiful  and  sequestered  '^i^Old^vc\^ 
Hngo  was  content,  while  the  boys  asked  i\ol\vv\As\>viVV^\: 
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than  to  play  in  it  the  livelong  day  games  of  war,  explor- 
ing expeditions,  and  exciting  searches  for  mythical 
beasts.  Lessons,  however,  had  to  be  learned,  and  the 
garden  paradise  could  only  be  enjoyed  in  leisure  hours. 
Victor's  instructor  was  a  benevolent  old  priest  who  after 
the  Revolution  had  married,  and  who  with  his  wife  kept 
a  little  school. 

In  the  beautiful  poem  entitled  Ce  Qui  Se  Passait  aux 
Feuillantines  Vers  1813,  Victor  Hugo  describes  this 
happy  period.  Even  when  rendered  into  English  prose 
the  lovely  verses  do  not  lose  all  their  charm. 

"In  my  fair  childhood  —  alas!  too  brief  —  I  had  three 
masters  —  a  garden,  an  old  priest,  and  my  mother.  Tlie 
garden  was  large,  deep,  mysterious,  shut  in  by  high 
walls  from  curious  glances,  filled  with  flowers  opening 
like  eyes,  and  with  bright  insects  that  ran  along  the 
stones;  full  of  hummings  and  confused  voices;  in  tlic 
centre,  almost  a  field ;  at  the  far  end,  almost  a  wood. 
The  priest,  nurtured  upon  Tacitus  and  Homer,  was  a 
gentle  old  man.     My  mother  —  was  my  mother." 

Soon  to  this  mysterious  garden,  one  more  element  of 
mystery   was   added.      One   day,   in   1809,   Victor  and 
Eugene   were   summoned   into    the   parlor,   where  they 
found  in  company  with  their  mother  a  tall,  black  haired 
man  with  a  kindly  face.     He  was   a   relative,  Madamc 
Hugo   told   them.     He   dined  with  them   that  day  an^^ 
returned  the  next,  to  the  joy  of  the  children,  with  whoa"*^ 
he  had  at  once  made  friends.     He  soon  became  a  menibe^ 
of  the   family,  and  was   especially  attached   to   Victor^ 
although  he  was  fond  of  all  the  boys  and  would  join  iJ^ 
their  games,  tell  them  stories,  and  help  them  with  thei^ 
lessons.     But   they  thought  it  strange   that  instead  o* 
sleeping  in  the  house  he  passed  his  nights  in  a  corner  c^^ 
the  convent  at  the  foot  of  tl\e  garden,  long  used  as  atoc^* 
bouscy  and  also  tliat  \a^  \\^\^t  ^^^"Sft^  ^^  \\hm&&  of  tU^ 
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garden  in  his  walks,  nor  saw  any  of  the  visitors  who  came 
to  the  house.  Moreover,  they  did  not  even  know  his 
name :  he  was  called  simply  General.  He  was,  in  fa/».t, 
General  Lahorie,  Victor's  godfather,  who  after  the  affair 
of  General  Moreau,  iu  which  he  had  taken  part,  had  been 
condemned  to  death  by  Bonaparte.  He  liad  been  driven 
from  place  to  place,  hiding  first  with  one  friend  and  then 
with  another,  until  Madame  Hugo,  always  faithful  to  her 
friends,  and  a. hater  of  Napoleon  besides,  offered  him  a 
refuge.  He  remained  with  her  in  safety  for  a  year  and  a 
half.     He  was  then  arrested  and  thrown  into  prison. 

A  year  later,  after  their  return  from  Spain,  Madame 
Hugo  was  walking  along  the  street  with  Victor,  when  she 
observed  a  large  white  placard  pasted  against  the  column 
of  a  church.  Grasping  his  hand  more  firmly,  she  pointed 
to  it  and  said  simply : 
"  Read  " 
He  read  this : 

"French  Empire.  —  By  sentence  of  the  First  Council 
of  War,  for  the  crime  of  conspiracy  against  the  Empire 
and  the  Emperor,  the  three  ex-Generals,  Malet,  Guidal, 
and  Lahorie,  have  been  shot  upon  the  plain  of  Grenelle." 
It  was  thus  that  Victor  Hugo  first  learned  his  god- 
father's name. 

We  now  arrive  at  the  famous  journey  of  Madame  Hugo 
and  her  boys  to  Spain,  so  fruitful  of  results  to  the  future 
poet  and  dramatist.  It  was  a  far  greater  event  to  tliem 
all  than  the  journey  to  Italy  had  been,  and  it  was  even  a 
greater  trial  to  the  home-loving  mother.  General  Hugo, 
liow  Count  Hugo,  and  Governor  of  two  provinces,  had 
sent  for  them  to  join  him  at  Madrid,  and  in  1811,  shortly 
after  the  arrest  of  Lahorie,  they  set  out  from  Paris.  It 
^k  nine  days  to  cross  France  and  reach  Bayonne.  At 
this  city,  where  they  remained  several  day^,  ^^^^xa^^ 
I      ^^  purchased  an  immense  old-fashioned  ^aT\\si?}^^>^Nft 
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only  yehlole  she  could  obtain,  in  which  they  traveled  the 
rest  of  the  way. 

Although  Joseph  was  called  King  of  Spain,  he  was 
master  only  of  Madrid  and  the  places  actually  occupied 
by  the  French  army.  All  traveling  was  consequently 
difficult  and  somewhat  dangerous,  and  to  travel  alone  was 
impossible.  Madame  Hugo  and  her  sons  therefore  joined 
at  Irun  an  armed  convoy  that  was  going  to  the  Spanish 
capital.  This  escort  consisted  of  fitteen  hundred  infantry, 
five  hundred  horse,  and  four  pieces  of  artillery.  The 
first  difficulty  occurred  before  starting.  The  best  place 
in  the  line  of  march,  because  the  most  thoroughly  pro- 
tected, was  that  nearest  to  the  treasure  which  the  train 
conveyed.  Countess  Hugo,  as  the  wife  of  the  Governor 
of  two  provinces,  claimed  this  position,  wliicli  was  dis- 
puted by  another  lady,  tlie  Duchess  of  Villa-Hermosa, 
who  could  not  think  of  allowing  a  French  lady,  and  one 
of  inferior  rank,  to  take  precedence  of  Ijcr.  The  matter 
was  finally  settled  by  a  reference  to  the  Duke  of  Cotadilla, 
the  commander  of  the  expedition,  who  with  true  Spanish 
politeness  awarded  the  place  of  lionor  to  the  stranger. 
Madame  Hugo  gave  the  word ;  the  big  carriage  drawn  by 
six  sturdy  mules  took  its  place  next  the  treasure ;  and 
then  amid  much  cracking  of  whips  and  shouting  of 
drivers,  tlic  long  procession  started  upon  its  way. 

Poor  Madame  Hugo !  Her  miseries  bej^^an  at  once.  In 
Spain,  from  the  time  of  Caesar,  wagon  wheels  were  not 
made  with  spokes,  but  each  consisted  of  a  solid  circle  of 
wood  that  squeaked  fearfully  at  every  revolution ;  and  to 
this  car-splitting  music  the  cortege  advanced.  The  first 
halt  was  at  Eunani,  a  city  which  she  found  grim  and 
melancholy,  though  Victor  was  so  impressed  by  it  that  he 
gave  its  name  to  one  of  his  most  noted  plays.  In  every 
city  which  had  not  been  destroyed  by  the  war,  the  inliablt- 
ants    were    obliged   to  iur\m\\  ^l\v^    ^q\\^^^  ^^^3oL  iaod^ 
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lodging,  and  provisions  enough  to  last  until  the  next 
stage  of  the  journey.  The  amount  provided  depended 
upon  the  rank  of  the  recipient.  Madame  Hugo  was  over- 
come the  first  time  to  find  herself,  as  representative  of 
her  husband,  presented  with  a  quarter  of  an  ox,  a  whole 
sheep,  eighty  pounds  of  bread,  and  a  barrel  of  brandy. 
Four  rations  were  due  to  *liim:  one  as  General,  one 
as  Governor,  one  as  Inspector,  and  one  as  Major-Domo  of 
the  palace.  What  was  she  to  do  with  all  this  ?  Slie  soon 
found  out.  The  soldiers,  blessed  with  hearty  appetites, 
had  often  eaten  all  their  rations  while  still  a  day's  march 
from  the  next  stage,  and  she  bestowed  her  superfluous 
provisions  upon  them. 

Her  generosity  was  well  rewarded.  Not  long  after, 
while  descending  from  the  ca«tle  of  Mondragon,  which  is 
perched  upon  a  steep  rock,  her  carriage  was  upset,  and 
the  whole  family  narrowly  missed  losing  their  lives.  Tlie 
descent  was  so  steep  that  tliose  in  the  vehicle  lost  sight 
of  the  mules  that  were  drawing  them,  and  expected  every 
moment  to  roll  over  tlie  precipice  beside  the  road.  Soon 
the  mules  began  to  slip ;  two  of  them  slid  .over,  drawing 
the  rest,  and  the  carriage,  suspended  by  one  wheel  to  a 
milestone,  hung  above  the  abyss.  The  milestone,  too, 
began  to  yield  under  the  strain.  Just  in  time  the  sol- 
diers came  to  the  rescue,  and,  scrambling  down  the  cliff 
at  the  risk  of  their  lives,  braced  back  the  carriage  witli 
their  shoulders,  while  others  hauled  up  the  mules,  and 
afterwards  the  heavy  equipage  itself.  This  incident  did 
not  tend  to  increase  Madame  Hugo's  love  of  travel. 

Next  to  the  roads,  her  worst  grievances  were  the  food, 
the  fleas — more  plentiful  even  than  in  Italy — and  the 
universal  distrust  and  dislike  which  she  encountered 
wherever  she  went.  Her  mere  presence  was  resented  as 
that  of  an  enemy,  a  Frenchwoman,  and  an  invader. 
Arriving  in  a  city  at  niglit,  she  would  be  d\te^\.^^  \*q>  \Jfta 
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house  which  was  to  receive  herself  and  her  family,  usually 
a  large,  massive  stone  building  resembling  a  prison. 
Some  one  of  her  suite  would  knock  at  the  door.  No 
answer.  Another  knock — still  silence.  After  twenty 
strokes  of  the  heavy  knocker,  a  blind  would  open  above, 
and  a  servant's  head  be  thrust  out.  Madame  Hugo  would 
explain  her  presence  and  ask  admittance.  The  servant, 
listening  with  set  lips  and  sullen  eyes,  would  make  no 
reply ;  only  when  madame  liad  finished  speaking  she 
would  disappear,  and  presently  return  to  open  the  door, 
still  silent,  and  lead  the  way  to  rooms  furnished  only  with 
the  strictest  necessaries,  no  conveniences  or  ornaments 
being  left  to  please  the  hated  guests.  The  servant  would 
then  leave,  not  to  be  seen  again.  The  owners  of  the 
house,  secluded  in  some  distant  wing,  would  not  be  visible 
at  all ;  nor  until  the  Frenchwoman  and  her  children 
departed,  permit  sight  or  sound  to  betray  the  presence 
of  any  living  being  other  than  themselves  within  the 
walls. 

At  one  house  it  was  even  worse.  The  family  had 
departed,  leaving  their  possessions  at  the  mercy  of  the 
new-comers ;  but  before  going  they  had  found  a  way  to 
convey  the  opinion  that  the  unwelcome  occupants  were 
robbers.  One  great  empty  hall  lighted  by  a  blazing  pine 
torch  was  left  at  their  disposal ;  upon  every  other  door 
of  the  house,  seals  had  been  placed. 

Upon  arriving  at  Madrid  the  children  were  at  first 
much  pleased  with  the  novelty  of  all  around  them,  and 
witli  the  splendor  of  the  palace  in  which  they  lived-  B"* 
soon  their  parents  decided  that  their  education  must  not 
be  neglected  in  Spain,  any  more  than  in  France  ;  and  so 
Eugene  and  Victor  were  sent  to  a  Spanish  boarding- 
school,  wliile  Abel  was  received  as  a  page  at  court. 
The  school  to  which  the  younger  boys  went  was  dreary 
and  forbiddino:  in  tl\e  ex^ltem^.    TVv^  teachers  were  two 


THE  MOTHEB  OP  VICTOR  HUGO.  237 

I,  one  of  whom  was  severe,  the  other  apparently 
good-natared,  but  really  a  keen-eyed  spy  who  reported  to 
his  superior  all  the  little  pranks  or  carelessness  of  the 
boys,  which  he  appeared  not  to  notice  or  disapprove. 
Moreover  the  food  was  insufficient  and  poor,  the  building 
wholly  unwarmed,  and  a  grim  court-yard  surrounded  by 
high  walls  was  the  only  play-ground.  The  pupils  were 
all  young  Spaniards  of  noble  families.  It  is  an  odd 
instance  of  the  strictness  of  Spanish  etiquette  that,  even 
vhea  engaged  in  romping  games,  they  always  addressed 
each  other  by  their  titles,  never  by  their  names.  It 
would  be : 

"  Throw  the  ball  this  way,  Marquis." 

"  Count,  that  isn't  fair ! " 

EugSne  and  Victor  were  by  no  means  satisfied  with 
their  life  at  this  institution,  and  did  not  regret  the  deter- 
fliination,  forced  on  their  parents  by  the  renewal  of  the 
war,  to  send  them  back  to  Paris.  They  went  back  in 
1812  to  the  beautiful  garden  of  the  Feuillantincs,  where 
they  resumed  their  relations  with  tlie  Fouchers,  whose 
daughter  Addle  was  now  a  very  pretty  little  girl.  Their 
lives  flowed  on  tranquilly  until  one  day,  the  29th  of 
March,  the  two  boys  were  awakened  early  in  the  morning 
hy  the  thunder  of  cannon.  They  hastened  to  their 
Mother  to  inquire  the  meaning  of  this  startling  sound. 
'^he  told  them  it  was  the  Russians  and  the  Prussians. 
The  allies  were  before  Paris ;  soon,  they  were  in  Paris ; 
and  a  good-natured  Prussian  colonel  was  quartered  at 
iladame  Hugo's  house,  where  he  tried,  with  tolerable 
success,  to  win  the  favor  of  her  sons. 

Tlie  Bourbons  were  restored !     Madame  Hugo,  still  a 
^^iyalist,  entered  with  her  whole  heart  into  the  popular 
^^joicings.     It  became  a  fashion  to  wear  green  shoes^  to 
Signify  the  treading  hnder  foot  of  the  colox  oi  V\\^  ^va^vc^\ 
^^^si(H^  were  always  green.     She  was  pie&^iA.  ^V^^^ 
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public  f@tes,  and  seemed  to  have  regained  her  jrouth. 
Indeed,  her  loyalty  was '  so  well  known  that  the  Count 
d'Artois  sent  the  silver  decoration  of  the  Order  of  the 
Lily  to  the  sons  of  so  devoted  an  adherent,  and  very 
proud  they  were  of  their  new  dignity.  Victor,  wearing 
his  lily  at  his  button-hole,  and  attending  a  festival  with 
the  Foucher  family  and  his  own,  while  little  Mademoiselte 
Addle  leaned  upon  his  arm,  felt  himself  to  be  an  important 
personage. 

One  painful  result  came  to  this  family  from  the  accession 
of  Louis  XVIII.  The  political  differences  which  had  so 
long  estranged  General  and  Madame  Hugo  were  so 
exaggerated  by  it  that  they  agreed  to  live  apart,  the  chil- 
dren remaining  with  their  mother. 

From  early  childhood  Victor  had  been  accustomed  to 
compose  poetry,  trying  his  hand  at  narrative  poems, 
royalist  odes,  epigrams,  songs,  tragedies,  translations 
from  the  Latin,  and  even  a  comic  opera — the  last  dedi- 
cated, as  were  many  of  his  best  pieces,  to  his  mother. 
She  knew  of  his  literary  attempts  and  encouraged  him  to 
persevere  in  them,  although  no  encouragement  was  neces- 
sary, since  writing  was  to  him  a  second  nature.  His 
military  dramas  had  long  been  famous  among  his  school- 
mates, by  whom  they  were  performed  under  his  direction, 
with  such  costumes  and  accessories  as  could  be  made  or 
found  for  the  occasion.  He  always  took  the  chief  r81e 
for  himself,  as  a  matter  of  course,  and  performed  it  with 
an  earnestness  that  appeared  in  the  eyes  of  his  comrades 
little  less  than  the  perfection  of  tragic  art.  But  it  was 
not  until  he  was  fifteen  that  his  talent  became  known  to 
a  larger  public  than  that  afforded  by  the  home  circle  and 
the  school. 

In  1817  the  subject  proposed  by  the  French  Academy 

tor  the  prize  in  poetry  was  The  HappinesB  restUting  frotn 

Study  in  all  Sitv4itiom  of  Life.    1\*  Qccurred  to  Victor  to 
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3ompete,  and,  entering  at  once  upon  the  work  without 
'elling  any  one  of  his  intention,  he  completed  a  poem  of 
three  hundred  and  twenty  lines.     When  it  was  written 
lie  felt  the  need  of  a  confidant  to  assist  liim  in  presenting 
it  to  the  secretary  of  the  Academy — an  ordeal  which  he 
iared    not   face  alone  —  and    he    trusted    the    weighty 
secret  to  M.  Biscarrat,  a  young  teacher  of  his   school, 
with  whom  he  was  on  very  friendly  terms.     An  accident 
also  rendered  his  brother  Abel  aware  of  what  was  going 
on,  and  he  it  was  who  brought  to  the  young  poet  news  of 
the  result  of  the  experiment.     He  appeared  one  day  with  . 
two  friends  at  the  school,  while  Victor  was  engaged  in  a 
romping  game,  and  called  out  to  him : 
''  Come  here,  stupid ! " 
The  stupid  came. 

''  You  are  a  fine  fellow ! "  Abel  went  on.  "  It  was  well 
^vorth  your  while  to  put  such  stuff  in  your  verses !  Who 
asked  you  your  age  ?  The  Academy  thought  you  wished 
to  mystify  them.  But  for  that  you  would  have  had  the 
prize.  What  a  donkey  you  are  !  You  have  a  Mention." 
It  was  indeed  as  Abel — whose  glowing  countenance 
Ijelied  his  rough  words — had  said.  An  unfortunate  line, 
in  which  he  described  himself  as  a  poet  of  scarcely  fifteen, 
liad  deprived  Victor  of  the  prize.  But  at  that  time  even 
an  honorable  Mention  from  the  Academy  was  an  import- 
ant event.  Victor's  name  was  in  the  papers ;  he  was 
congratulated  by  all  his  friends;  and  his  teachers  as  welU 
3s  liis  comrades  were  proud  to  have  him  a  member  of 
tl»eir  school.  Madame  Hugo  was  happy,  confident  that 
tills  success  would  lead  to  greater. 

A  little  later,  however,  he  gave  her  something  other 
tlian  literature  to  think  of,  and  which  did  not  appear  to 
her  nearly  as  satisfactory.  Upon  leaving  school,  Eugene 
and  Victor  came  to  live  with  their  mother,  and  went  with 
her  every  evening  to  visit  their  old  friends  aivd  Yi^\^^<:i^^ 
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the  Fouchers.  After  the  first  greetings,  Madame  Hugo, 
without  removing  her  shawl  or  bonnet,  would  establish 
herself  in  one  corner  of  the  fireplace,  take  her  work  from 
a  little  bag  and  begin  to  crochet.  Opposite  her  would  sit 
M.  Foucher  with  a  candle  and  a  snuff-box  upon  a  stand 
beside  him,  and  a  book  upon  his  knee.  Between  them 
would  be  Madame  Foucher  and  the  young  people  of  both 
families,  in  silence.  Now  and  then  Madame  Hugo  would 
pause  in  her  work  for  a  moment  to  look  into  the  fire,  or 
would  extend  her  snuff-box  (for  she,  too,  was  a  snuff- 
taker)  to  M.  Foucher,  saying : 

"  Will  you  take  a  pinch,  Monsieur  Foucher  ?  " 
"  Thank  you,  Madame,"  he  would  reply,  helping  him- 
self, and  then  again  there  would  be  silence,  for  the  older 
people  did  not  care  to  talk,  and  the  younger  were  not 
permitted  to  do  so  in  their  presence.  But  these  quiet 
evenings  were  not  dull  to  Victor,  for  he  found  ample 
satisfaction  in  sitting  still  and  stealing  looks  at  Madem- 
oiselle Adele,  with  whom  he  had  fallen  very  much  in 
love.  She  returned  his  affection.  When  the  state  of 
affairs  was  discovered  by  her  parents  and  Madame  Hugo, 
all  of  them  disapproved,  for  neither  Ad^le  nor  Victor  had 
property.  He  had  his  fortune  to  make,  and  both  were 
very  young.  It  was  thought  that  if  a  mere  boy  and  girl 
fancy  existed  between  them,  time  and  separation  would 
destroy  it ;  while  if  it  were  something  more  they  could 
afford  to  wait.  By  an  arrangement  among  the  parents, 
therefore,  intercourse  between  the  two  families  was  broken 
off. 

Shortly  before  this,  Madame  Hugo  suffered  from  a 
severe  hemorrhage  of  the  lungs,  and  had  been  nursed 
through  her  illness  with  devoted  care  by  her  sons.  Victo* 
had  been  intending  to  compete  for  the  annual  prize 
o^ered  at  the  Floral  Games  of  Toulouse,  but  his  mother' 
danger  put  all  thougYvt  oi  ciom^Ci's»\\»\ft\!L  from  his  miw 
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)ne  night,  when  she  was  a  little  better,  she  asked  him  if 
le  had  written  the  poem  which  he  was  to  send  in.  He 
•eplied  that  he  had  not,  and  that  it  was  useless  to  think 
)f  doing  so,  since  to  reach  Toulouse  in  time  it  would  need 
;o  be  despatched  the  next  day.  Madame  Hugo  seemed 
;o  feel  so  deeply  the  loss  of  this  opportunity,  which  her 
jickness  had  caused  him  to  miss,  that  as  soon  as  she  fell 
isleep  he  procured  a  pen  and  paper  and  sat  by  her  side 
ill  night,  writing  the  poem,  which  she  found  in  the  morn- 
ing upon  her  bed.  He  sent  it,  with  another  which  he  had 
vvritten  before,  to  Toulouse.  Both  poems  won  prizes,  and 
a  few  days  later  he  had  the  happiness  of  showing  to  his 
mother  the  golden  lily  and  the  golden  amaranth  awarded 
him  by  the  judges. 

After  her  recovery  the  family  removed  to  another  house, 
but  the  effort  of  moving  and  the  labor  consequent  upon 
settling  down  in  the  new  room,  brought  on  a  second 
hemorrhage.  This  was  followed  by  a  long  period  of 
deceptive  improvement;  then  again  slie  took  to  her  bed. 
The  doctor  did  not  give  up  hope,  and  her  sons  were  sure 
tliat  she  would  recover.  On  the  twenty-seventh  of  June, 
1821,  Eugene  and  Victor  were  alone  with  her  in  the  room. 

"Look,"  said  Eugdne  to  Victor,  "how  well  mamma  is! 
She  has  not  waked  since  midnight." 

"Yes,"  replied  Victor,  "  she  will  soon  recover." 

He  looked  at  her  tranquil  face  and  bent  to  kiss  her. 
She  was  dead. 

All  her  children,  but  Victor  most,  mourned  her  deeply. 
After  the  funeral  he  wandered  in  the  cemetery  alone, 
softly  calling  her  name,  until  at  night  the  gates  were 
closed  and  he  was  forced  to  leave.  He  could  not  bear  to 
Teturn  to  the  empty  house.  He  paced  the  streets  until  a 
late  hour,  when,  by  a  sudden  impulse,  he  turned  into  the 
street  where  the  Fouchers  lived,  wishing  to  ga,\iv  «>ovcvft 
eomfort  if  possiWe  by  thinking' oi  these  kind  o\d  i\\^iidL%^ 
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and  of  Adfile.  He  found  their  house  brilliantly  lighted 
and  resounding  with  music  and  laughter;  and  he  saw 
Adele  within,  in  a  ball  dress,  with  flowers  in  her  hair, 
laughing  and  dancing.  It  was  her  father's  birthday,  and 
a  ball  having  been  planned  by  way  of  celebration,  he  had 
been  unwilling  to  deprive  his  daugliter  of  a  pleasure,  aud 
had  not  told  her  of  Madame  Hugo's  death. 

The  next  morning  while  she  was  walking  in  the  garden 
Victor  entered,  and  his  face  at  once  showed  her  that 
something  sad  had  happened. 

"'  What  is  the  matter  ?"  she  asked,  running  up  to  him. 

"My  mother  is  dead,"  he  answered;  "she  was  buried 
yesterday." 

"  And  I  was  dancing!"  exclaimed  Ad^le,  bursting  into 
tears.  She  explained  that  she  had  known  nothing  of  the 
event,  which  indeed  he  had  already  guessied ;  and  they 
mourned  together  for  her  who  had  been  so  devoted  a 
mother  to  the  one,  and  to  whom  the  other  had  hoped  to 
give  a  daughter's  care.  They  always  afterward  looked 
upon  that  sad  morning  as  their  betrothal,  and  when  a 
few  davs  later  the  formal  demand  was  made  for  the  voung 
lady's  hand,  she  said  simply  that  she  considered  herself 
already  engaged.  A  year  later  they  were  married— a 
husband  of  twenty  and  a  wife  of  seventeen.  The  union 
was  productive  of  nothing  but  happiness.  If  she  was 
not  a  daughter  to  the  mother  of  her  husband,  it  was  her 
hand  who  recorded  most  of  the  events  above  related. 
She  was  the  Umoin  who  recounted  the  story  of  the  early 
married  life  of  General  Hugo  and  the  amorous  daughter 
of  La  Vendue.* 


*  Victor  Hugo  raconte  par  un  Temoia  de  sa  Vie.     Paris,  1868. 


XVIII. 

LAURA  BRIDGMAN. 

[F  the  reader  has  ever  known  a  family  one  child  of 
which  was  either  blind,  deaf  and  dumb,  or  so  lame 
8  to   ba  helpless,  he   has  probably  been   struck  with 
he  great  variety  of  compensating  circumstances  which 
5athered  round  that  child  to  make  its  lot  not  less  happy 
than  that  of  children  in  general.  '  It  has  seemed  to  me 
Bometimes  as  if  everybody  and  everything  connected  with 
Ruch  a  child  enters  into  a  sort  of  holy  conspiracy  to  alle- 
viate its  condition.     Its  mother  loves  it  with  a  singular 
depth  of  tenderness.     Its  father  regards  it  with  pitying 
fondness.     The  relations  and  friends  of  the  family  vie 
vith  one  another  which  shall  do  most  for  it.     Its  own 
brothers  and  sisters  —  cruel  as  children  often  are  to  one 
another  —  often  look  upon  the  afflicted  one  with  a  mixture 
of  awe  and  affection,  which  makes  them  vigilant  in  good 
offices  toward  it. 

Ill  the  town  of  Hanover,  in  New  Hampshire,  the  seat 
of  Dartmouth  College,  a  town  surrounded  with  moun- 
tains, and  traversed  by  rapid  mountain  streams,  Laura 
I)e\vey  Bridgman  was  born,  in  the  year  1829.  She  was 
a  bright,  pretty  child,  with  pleasing  blue  eyes,  but  of  so 
f<*oble  a  constitution,  that  during  the  first  eighteen  months 
of  her  existence  her  parents  scarcely  expected  her  to  out- 
live her  infancy.  But  after  her  eighteenth  month,  she 
Rapidly  improved  in  health,  and,  in  a  very  short  time,  she 
^as  as  well  and  vigorous  as  children  of  her  age  usually 
•^re.    Her  parents,  as  parents  are  apt  to  do,  thought  that 
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she  exhibited  at  twenty  months  signs  of  uncommon  Intel* 
ligcncc. 

She  was  two  years  of  age  when  she  was  attacked  by  a 
disease  which  brought  her  to  death's  door,  one  of  those 
complaints  the  after  consequences  of  which  are  often 
more  terrible  and  lasting  than  the  disease  itself.  For 
seven  weeks  the  fever  raged.  Her  eyes  and  ears  became 
living  sores,  and  they  were  finally  consumed.  For  fi/e 
months  she  lay  in  a  darkened  room,  and  two  whole  years 
passed  before  she  was  suflBciently  restored  to  take  her 
natural  place  in  the  family. 

But  how  changed  her  condition!  She  was  totally 
bliijd.  She  was  totally  deaf.  She  had  lost  the  power  of 
speech.  She  could  not  smell.  There  remained  no  avenue 
from  the  outer  world  to  the  mind  within,  except  the  sense 
of  touch.  Such  was  her  state  at  the  age  of  four  years  — 
a  healthy,  sensitive,  eager,  intelligent  child,  able  only  to 
use  her  feet  as  means  of  locomotion,  and  her  fingers  to 
acquire  knowledge. 

As  soon  as  she  was  well  enough  to  get  about,  she 
began  curiously  to  grope  around  her  room,  and  then  to 
explore  the  house,  feeling,  lifting,  touching  in  various 
ways  every  object,  animate  and  inanimate,  within  lier 
reach.  She  used  to  go  with  her  mother  about  the  lioiise, 
and  feel  her  hands  as  she  performed  the  usual  houselioW 
work,  and  seemed  to  take  pleasure  in  imitating  Ikh* 
motions,  although  it  was  impossible  she  should  know 
their  object.  Her  imitative  power  was  remarkable,  and 
in  tlie  course  of  the  next  three  years  she  even  learned  to 
knit  and  to  sew  a  little.  Being  human,  she  began  also  to 
show  the  less  amiable  traits  of  human  nature,  to  her 
parents'  great  ])erplexity  and  distress.  As  they  had  no 
way  of  reasoning  with  her,  there  was  no  method  excej-t 
that  of  force  to  pievent  her  from  running  into  danger,  or 
doing  what  was  mamieaW^  \\x\\)\:o^^^.  So  ijassed  the  first 
throe  /cars  after  l\cr  afftvcWow. 
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During  those  years  her  great  friend  and  henefactor  was 
in  training  in  the  city  of  Boston.  Dr.  S.  G.  Howe,  after 
studying  medicine,  was  so  powerfully  wrought  upon  by  that 
movement  for  tlie  inde])cndence  of  Greece  in  which  Lord 
Byron  spent  the  last  months  of  his  life,  that  he  went  to 
Greece,  where  he  served  as  a  surgeon  in  the  patriot  army, 
and  in  other  capacities  for  five  years.  Afterwards  he 
was  in  the  Polish  movement  of  1831,  which  led  to  his 
imprisonment  in  Prussia  for  six  weeks.  At  thirty-two, 
we  find  him  President  of  the  Perkins  Institution  for  tlie 
Blhid  in  South  Boston,  in  the  founding  of  which  he  had 
taken  an  active  part. 

In  1837,  when  he  had  had  five  years'  experience  in 
teaching  the  blind,  he  heard  of  Laura  Bridgman,  and 
went  to  Hanover  to  visit  her,  intending,  if  her  parents 
would  consent,  to  bring  her  to  the  Institution,  to  see  if  it 
were  possible  to  give  her  some  instruction, 

"  I  found  her,"  he  once  wrote,  "  with  a  well-formed 
figure,  a  strongly  marked,  nervous-sanguine  temperament,* 
a  large  and  beautifully  shaped  head,  and  her  whole  sys- 
tem in  healthy  action." 

With  the  cheerful  consent  of  her  parents,  she  was 
transferred  to  the  Institution  in  the  fall  of  1837,  when 
she  was  eight  years  of  age.  For  several  days  after  enter- 
ing the  Institution  she  seemed  much  puzzled  with  the 
novelty  of  the  objects  by  which  she  was  surrounded,  and 
the  doctor  made  no  attempt  to  instruct  her  for  two  weeks, 
when  she  had  become  i)retty  familiar  with  her  new  abode 
and  acquainted  with  its  inmates. 

He  began  her  instruction  in  this  way :  He  took  a  com- 
mon spoon  and  key,  and  pasted  upon  each  a  label  upon 
which  its  name  was  printed  in .  raised  letters.  These 
objects  she  felt  very  carefully,  and  was  not  long  in  dis- 
covering the  difference  in  the  two  words.  A  blind  child 
makes  a  discovery  ot  that  kind  in  an  instawt,  oVm^Vo^^v^i 
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sensitivcncsB  of  its  touch.  Next,  he  placed  before  her 
two  labels  with  the  same  two  names  printed  upon  them. 
Slie  soon  showed  that  she  perceived  the  difference  by 
putting  the  label  k-e-y  upon  the  key,  and  the  label  s-p-o-o-n 
upon  the  spoon.  From  tliat  moment,  the  success  of  this 
most  interesting  experiment  was  assured,  and  the  doctor 
encouraged  her  by  patting  her  on  the  head.  Other 
objects  were  placed  before  her,  and  she  rapidly  learned  to 
placed  the  right  label  upon  each.  When  her  table  was 
covered  with  articles  and  labels  lying  in  confusion,  slie 
would  sort  them  out,  placing  upon  every  one  of  them  its 
printed  name. 

The  next  step  was  an  important  advance.  Types  were 
given  her  consisting  of  certain  required  letters.  At  first 
the  types  were  arranged  in  proper  order,  b-o-o-k,  and  then, 
after  a  time,  they  were  thrown  into  confusion,  and  slie 
was  taught  to  put  Ihcm  together  again  in  the  same  order. 
This  process  wns  repeated  until  she  could  form  ihe  name, 
in  her  moveable  tyy)es,  of  all  the  articles  that  could  be 
placed  w^ithin  her  reach.  Gratifying  as  her  progress  was, 
it  was  still  evident  to  her  patient  instructor  that  she  did 
not  as  yet  comj)rehend  the  object  which  he  had  in  view. 
But,  one  day,  while  she  was  setting  up  names  in  Ibis 
manner,  a  change  came  over  her  demeanor. 

"  Hitherto,"  says  Doctor  Howe,  "  the  process  had  been 
mechanical,  and  the  success  about  as  great  as  teaching  a 
veiy  knowing  dog  a  variety  of  tricks.  The  poor  child 
had  sat  in  mute  amazement,  and  patiently  imitated  every- 
thing her  teacher  did  ;  but  now  the  truth  began  to  flash 
upon  her;  her  intellect  began  to  work;  she  perceived 
that  here  was  a  way  by  which  she  could  herself  make  up 
a  sign  of  anything  that  was  in  her  own  mind,  and  show 
it  to  another  mind  ;  and  at  once  her  countenance  lighted 
up  with  a  human  expression.  ...  I  could  almost  fix  upon 
the  momewt  when  t\V\8  tr\\t\v  fti^^^w^id  \wjon  her  mind,  and 
unread  its  liulit  to  her  couwVexv^iie^^ 
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Doctor  Howe  next  procured  for  lier  a  font  of  metal 
l:y|)es  with  the  letters  cast  upon  one  end,  and  a  board  in 
w^hich  there  were  square  holes  in  which  she  could  place 
the  types,  so.  that  the  raised  letters  alone  would  extend 
above  the  surface  of  the  wood.  Upon  handing  her  a 
pencil  or  a  watch,  she  would  immediately  set  up  its  name 
in  type,  so  that  the  blind  could  read  it ;  and  in  this  way 
she  was  exercised  for  several  weeks,  until  her  list  of 
words  became  considerable.  She  took  great  delight  in 
this  exercise,  and  learned  far  more  rapidly  than  when  her 
performances  were  purely  mechanical. 

The  next  step  was  to  enable  her  to  communicate  with 
others  by  means  of  her  fingers,  using  the  various  deaf 
and  dumb  alphabets.  Strange  as  it  may  seem,  she 
learned  very  quickly  to  represent  the  different  letters  by 
the  position  of  her  fingers;  for  she  now  had  a  clear  sense 
of  what  the  teacher  was  about.  When  she  had  been  a 
year  in  the  Institution,  she  could  converse  with  its  inmates 
with  considerable  freedom,  and  was  apparently  among 
the  happiest  of  them  all.  She  never  appeared  to  be  in 
low  spirits,  but  was.  full  of  fun  and  frolic,  romped  with 
the  rest  of  the  children,  and  laughed  louder  than  them 
all.  When  alone,  she  seemed  more  than  content  with  licr 
knitting  and  sewing,  and  would  amuse  herself  for  hours 
in  tliat  way.  In  the  course  of  time,  she  learned  to  write, 
iind  the  first  use  she  made  of  this  accomplishment  was  to 
^'Hte  a  letter  to  lier  mother. 

When  she  had  been  six  months  in  the  Institution,  her 
mother  came  to  see  her;  but  Laura,  though  she  ran 
against  her,  and  felt  of  her  liands  and  dress,  did  not 
recognize  hcr-r-to  lier  mother's  great  grief.  But  after  a 
wliile,  when  her  mother  took  hold  of  lier  again,  an  idea 
seemed  to  flash  upon  her  mind ;  rhe  eagerly  felt  her 
mother's  hands ;  became  palo  and  red  by  turns  ;  aud 
when  her  mother  drcir  her  cIo.se  to  her  s\de  a\\^V\^^^^ 
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licr  fondly,  all  doubt  suddenly  disappeared  from  the 
child's  countenance  ;  and,  her  face  beaming  with  joy,  she 
yielded  to  her  mother's  embraces. 

One  of  her  visitors,  when  she  was  twelve  years  of  age, 
was  Charles  Dickens,  who  was  profoundly  interested  in 
her. 

"  Her  face,"  he  says,  "  was  radiant  with  intelligence 
and  pleasure.  Her  hair,  braided  by  her  own  hands,  was 
bound  about  her  head,  whose  intellectual  capacity  and 
development  w^ere  beautifully  expressed  in  its  graceful 
outline  and  its  broad,  open  brow  ;  her  dress,  arranged  by 
herself,  was  a  pattern  of  neatness  and  simplicity ;  tlie 
work  she  had  knitted  lay  beside  her ;  her  writing-book 
was  on  the  desk  she  leaned  upon.  .  .  .  Like  other  inmates 
of  that  house,  slie  had  a  green  ribbon  bound  around  her 
eyelids.  A  doll  she  had  dressed  lay  near  her  upon  the 
ground.  I  took  it  up,  and  saw  that  she  had  made  a  grcoii 
fillet,  such  as  she  wore  herself,  and  fastened  it  about  its 
minute  eyes.  .  .  .  My  hand  she  rejected  at  once,  as  she 
docs  that  of  any  man  who  is  a  stranger  to  her.  But  she 
retained  my  wi'fe's  with  evident  pleasure,  kissing  her?  ' 
and  examined  her.  dress  with  a  girl's  curiosity  and 
interest.'^ 

It  was  at  this  period  that  Dr.  Howe  commissioned  Mi^^ 
Sophie   A.   Feabody   of    Salem,  afterward   the  wife  <^^ 
Nathaniel  Hawthorne,  to  model  the  bust  of  Laura  in  clay^ 
iviiich  may  still  be  seen  in  the  Asylum  at  Boston.    Tl*^ 
artist  was  then  engaged  to  Hawthorne,  and  the  mon^J 
(8150)  that  she  received  for  the  work,  went  into  a  fui**^ 
which  she  had  already  begun  to  set  apart  for  her  weddit'^s^ 
trousseau.     Laura  herself  watched  the  progress  of  tl' 
clay  model  with  keen  interest,  perusing  its  features  wi'*^ 
delicate,  sensitive  fingers,  clapping  her  little  hands  T^-i^ 
delight,  and  gleefully  speaking  of  the  bust  as  her  "  whi*^ 
baby.^ 
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Mr.  Dickens  spoke  of  the  difference  between  her  treat- 
ment of  himself  and  of  his  wife.     Her  sense  of  feminine 
propriety,  if  I  may  use  the  expression,  was,  so  far  as  her 
teachers  could  discern,  inborn.    No  cliild  ever  evinced 
more  regard  to  appearances.     Slie  was  never  seen  with 
her  dress  in  disorder,  or  in  an  unbecoming  attitude  ;  and 
if  by  chance  she  discovered  a  little  tear  or  dirt  upon  her 
dress  or  person,  she  showed  an  acute  sense  of  shame,  and 
would  hurry  away  to  remove  it.     Her  demeanor  towards 
men  was  all  reserve  and  distance,  but  to  women   she 
would  be  quickly  affectionate,  cling  closely  to  them,  kiss 
and  caress  them  with  unusual  frequency  and  fondness. 
When   a   strange  lady  was  presented  to  her  she  soon 
became  familiar,  examined  her  dress  with  her  fingers,  and 
j)ermitted  her   caresses.     But  with  men  it  was  entirely 
different,  and  she  repelled  every  kind  of  familiarity.    No 
matter  how  much  she  was  attached  to  a  male  teacher, 
she  would  not  sit  upon  his  knees,  nor  let  him  clasp  her 
about  the  waist. 

Her  sense  of  ownership  seemed  also  to  be  innate.  She 
was  fond  of  acquiring  property,  and  respected  the  right 
of  ownership  in  others.  She  was  never  known  to  steal, 
and  was  noted  througliout  her  childhood  for  speaking  the 
truth.  Nor  was  she  less  prone  to  imitation  than  other 
children.  She  was  known  to  sit  for  half  an  hour  holding 
^book  before  her  and  moving  her  lips,  as  she  had  observed 
people  do  when  reading.  One  day  she  pretended  that  her 
^oll  was  sick,  as  Dr.  Howe  relates,  and  went  through  all 
tbe  motions  of  tending  it  and  administering  medicine, 
^he  carefully  put  it  to  bed,  placed  a  bottle  of  hot  water  at 
^^8  feet,  laughing  all  the  time  most  heartily. 

''When  I  came  home,"  adds  the  doctor,  "she  insisted 
^pon  my  going  to  see  it  and  feeling  its  pulse,  and  when  I 
^old  her  to  put  a  blister  to  its  back,  she  seenv^d  \»o  «vi\<3^ 
it  amazing']/  and  almost  screamed  with  deW^t?^ 
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Ilcr  principal  moral  fault  was  a  capricious  quickness 
of  temper.  Though  usually  tfactablo  and  obedient,  she 
was  liable  to  sudden,  unreasonable  anger,  which  would 
manifest  itself  in  the  usual  ways  of  slamming  the  door 
and  dashing  out  of  the  room.  At  the  age  of  fifteen  she 
took  offence  one  day  because  her  teacher  told  her  to  put 
her  handkerchief  into  her  desk.  She  had  left  it  upon  the 
desk,  which  was  against  a  rule  of  the  school-room. 

"Put  your  handkerchief  in  your  desk,"  remarked  the 
teacher  in  a  quiet  manner,  supposing  that  she  had  for- 
gotten it. 

Laura  showed  displeasure  in  her  countenance,  hesitated 
a  moment,  and  then  placed  the  handkerchief  in  her  lap, 
saying : 

"  I  prefer  to  put  it  in  my  lap." 

The   teacher   seeing  that  the  child  meant  rebellion, 
said: 

"  I  told  you  to  put  it  in  the  desk,  and  now  I  want  you 
to  do  it." 

Laura  sat  still  for  about  two  minutes.  She  then  lifted 
the  lid  very  high,  threw  the  handkerchief  into  the  desk, 
and  let  the  lid  fall  with  a  noise  that  startled  all  tU^ 
school-room. 

"Are  you  angry?"  asked  the  teacher. 

Tliis  question  had  always  calmed  her  before,  but  it  diJ 
not  on  this  occasion. 

"  I  am  very  cross,"  said  she. 

The  teacher  replied,  "  I  am  very  sorry,  and  I  am  very 
sorry  you  shut  the  desk  so  hard.  I  want  you  to  open  i^ 
again,  and  take  your  handkerchief  and  put  it  in  gently- 

"  I  will  take  it  out  to  wipe  my  eyes,  and  put  it  back, 
she  replied. 

The  teacher  told  her  that  she  wished  her  first  of  all  t^ 
put  it  into  the  desk  gently.     Laura  lifted  the  lid,  took  oil*' 
the  Jiaiidkerchief ,  let  t\ie  \\^  ^•a.m  ^^  V^^iore,  and  iha^ 
raised  the  handkerchvei,  as*  \i  to  m^^\v^\  ^^^'Si* 
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"  No,"  said  the  teacher  with  decision,  and  took  her  hand 
jwn. 

Laura  sat  awhile  without  motion,  and  then,  as  the 
acher  reports,  "  uttered  the  most  frightful  yell  I  ever 
iard."  Her  face  was  pale,  and  she  was  trembling  in 
rery  limb.  The  teacher,  hearing  the  sound  of  visitors 
pproaching,  said  to  her : 

*'  You  must  go  and  sit  alone." 

She  rebelled  for  a  moment,  and  then  went  to  her  room. 
he  spirit  of  defiance  seemed  to  have  obtained  firm  pos- 
ission  of  her,  and  some  days  passed  before  she  showed  a 
3nuine  penitence.  In  the  interval,  she  behaved  very 
uch  as  other  naughty  children  do ;  among  other  things, 
5Pecting  gayety  of  a  boisterous  character.  At  length, 
>wever,  through  the  tact  and  perseverance  of  the  teacher, 
e  came  to  a  better  state  of  mind.  It  was  long  before 
o  gained  the  mastery  of  this  fault;  lapsing  occasionally 
Ivv  she  was  of  age. 

oSIore  than  forty  years  have  passed  since  Charles 
ekens  saw  this  afflicted  child,  during  most  of  which 
o  has  lived  at  the  Asylum  and  spent  her  summer  vaca- 
uis  at  her  native  village.     Her  education  proves  to  be 

successful  as  Mr.  Dickens  regarded  it  before  it  had 
en  tested  by  maturity.  Miss  Bridgman  is  now  (1883) 
ty-four  years  old.  In  appearance  she  differs  little  from 
prevailing  type  of  middle-aged  New  England  ladies. 
le  passes  her  life  very  much  as  she  would  if  she  enjoyed 
o  use  of  all  her  senses. 

'^I'ho  most  curious  and  interesting  event  of  her  later 
urs  was  her  reversion  from  the  philosophical  Unitarian- 
^1  of  Dr.  Howe  to  the  religion  of  her  parents,  who  were 
iptists.  She  became  acquainted  in  1855  with  a  blind 
J"l  from  Germany,  an  enthusiastic  Baptist,  who  imparted 

Laura  her  view  of  the  Christian  religion.  She  becaiuft 
ter  manj  months  o/ reflection  and  lutcriiaY  e^Xxw^'^^  ^ 
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very  fervent  Baptist.     She  wrote  to  one  of  her  teachers 
in  1861: 

"  I  am  better  this  morn.  I  have  not  been  well  much 
of  the  time  this  winter  and  in  the  fall.  But  I  am  much 
happier  in  mind  concerning  God,  &  his  begotten  son 
Jesus  Christ.  Tprofess  religion  since  last  spring  most 
fervently.  1  devote  a  great  deal  of  my  time  to  studying 
the  sacred  Bible.  I  rejoice  so  highly  that  God  has  helped 
me  to  comprehend  his  works  in  many  ways.  I  read  in 
the  blessed  Bible  daily,  which  1  prize  tne  most  of  all 
books  in  this  world." 

During  a  visit  to  her  native  place  she  was  baptized  in 
one  of  the  mountain  streams,  and  admitted  to  the  church 
of  which  her  parents  were  members.  The  account  which 
she  gives  of  the  ceremony  is  exceedingly  touching.  The 
thought  first  occurred  to  her  mind  during  a  visit  to  her 
relations  at  Thetford  in  Vermont,  where  she  remained 
for  some  months,  associating  chiefly  with  her  cousin  Emily. 

"1  attained,"  she  wrote,  ''much  enjoyment  of  convers- 
ing with  my  cousin  about  sacred  things.  I  thought  hoN^' 
delightful  it  might  have  l)oen  to  my  soul  if  I  could  I'<^ 
baptized  in  the  pure  water  by  Ihe  minister  who  usnally 
preached  the  Holy  Ghost  to  the  blest  church  in  Thetford. 
But  my  dear  God  did  not  approve  of  my  doing  that  away 
from  my  home.  I  felt  fearful  at  times  from  these 
thoughts  concerning  the  performance  of  baptism.  1 
thought  that  there  was  danger  of  sinking  my  head  beneath 
the  water,  &  I  might  be  drowned  in  the  deptli  of  water. 
I  did  not  feel  strong  &  confident  sufficiently  for  being 
in  a  grave.  .  .  In  the  fall  I  had  much  delight  in  ^ 
religious  conversation  with  my  dear  adopted  sister  ^ 
her  husband,  &  my  dear  mother.  One  sunny  P.  M.  1 
visited  my  adopted  sister,  Mrs.  11.  We  had  a  very  solenii^ 
happiness  with  a  talk  in  the  library  with  Mr.  H.,  a  nio"^* 
excellent  minister.    "We  tia\i^^cX.^vi  ^ome  business  con' 
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ning  the  sacred  ordinance.  My  sister,  Mrs.  Herrick, 
led  upon  me  the  first  Saturday  of  July;  she  interpreted 
ne  sentences  to  me  for  the  reverend.  Shortly  after 
mer  I  accompanied  my  mother  to  his  house  a  few  rods 
►m  my  home.  I  had  a  happy  call  there  till  it  was  time 
*  us  all  to  go  to  the  holy  sanctuary  to  attribute  prayers 
d  holy  communion  to  the  Almighty  Father.  The  holy 
urch  agreed  to  vote  me  a  member.  The  sixth  of  July, 
e  first  Sabbath,  my  cousin  Mary  called  to  see  me  once 
twice  Sunday.  I  went  with  her  &  my  mother  to  Mr. 
2rrick's  house  at  noon.  I  was  so  glad  to  meet  a  few 
lies  there ;  I  was  waited  upon  by  those  ladies  in  prepa- 
tion  for  baptism.  I  could  hardly  help  myself  undress 
d  dress  myself.  Mr.  H.  welcomed  me  so  gladly  at  his 
use.  I  was  guided  to  the  brookside  by  my  mamma  & 
rs.  Huntington.  Mr.  H.  sent  for  me  one  of  his  chairs  to 
^  by  the  side  of  the  brook  while  holy  prayer  was  being 
^dressed.  Two  students  sang  a  hymn  112.  I  believe 
at  the  first  line  of  the  hymn  is : 

**Iii  all  ray  God's  appointed  ways." 

I  did  not  feel  inclined  to  talk  with  my  fingers  at  the 
essed  ordinance,  but  I  was  so  happy  to  have  my  mother 
any  person  speak  to  me.  My  soul  was  overwhelmed 
itli  spiritual  joy  and  light  in  the  presence  of  God,  & 
^  l)lest  Son  Jesus  Christ.  I  could  hardly  smile,  for  I 
It  solemnly  happy.  .  .  As  Mr.  H.  took  me  by  tlie 
ind  crossing  the  pure  water  I  felt  a  thrill  of  crying  for 
y,  though  not  one  drop  of  a  tear  fell  in  sight  from  my 
es.  .  .  My  dear  father  &  a  gentleman  aided  me  up 
^^  of  the  water,  &  I  sat  in  the  chair  with  my  wot 
^thcs,  on  utterance  of  another  prayer,  I  went  to  church 
^he  holy  communion.  Mr.  H.  gave  me  the  right  hand 
^  fellowship  in  God.  It  was  a  most  glorious  &  pious 
^ay,  evermore  for  me  to  retain." 
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Since  that  period  her  thoughts  have  evidently  had  but 
slight  relation  to  this  world  and  its  delights,  although 
her  enjoyment  of  life  appears  to  be  undiminished.  The 
change  in  her  religious  feelings  was  far  from  lessening 
her  regard  for  her  illustrious  teacher,  Dr.  Howe.  He  died 
in  1876.  A  few  days  after  his  death  .she  wrote  to  a 
friend :  ^ 

"  I  think  much  of  Dr.  H.  day  &  night,  with  sorrow,  A 
gratitude,  &  love,  &  sincerity." 

Siie  spoke  and  wTote  frequently  of  him,  and  looks 
forward  with  perfect  confidence  to  meeting  him  again. 
She  retains  the  tastes  and  the  habits  of  industry  which 
she  acquired  at  the  Institution  in  her  childhood,  taking 
pleasure  in  decorating  her  room.  She  has  named  her 
room  Sunny  Home,  from  one  of  its  windows  wliich  lets 
in  the  sunlight,  of  wliich  she  is  as  fond  as  though  she 
could  behold  the  ])ictures  it  creates.  She  never  finds 
time  hanging  heavily  ui)on  her  hands.  Besides  reading 
the  books  and  periodicals  ])rinted  in  raised  letters  for  the 
blind,  she  sews,  knits,  croclietsjacc,  makes  mats  and  other 
fancv  articles,  which  she  sells  to  visitors  with  her  auto- 
graph  attached.  She  retains,  too,  her  power  to  enjoy  ^^ 
jest,  and  has  wholly  recovered  from  her  propensity  to 
bursts  of  anger.     I  conclude  with  one  of  her  poems : 

LIGHT  AND  DARKXESS. 

Light  represents  day. 

Light  is  more  brilliant  than  ruby,  even  diamond. 

Light  is  whiter  than  snow. 

Darkness  is  night-like. 

It  looks  as  black  as  iron. 

Darkness  is  a  sorrow. 

Joy  is  a  thrilling  rapture. 

Light  yields  a  shooting  joy  through  the  human. 

Light  is  as  sweet  as  honey,  but 

Darkness  is  bitter  aa  salt  and  more  than  vinegar. 
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Light  is  finer  than  gold,  and  even  finest  gold. 

Joy  is  a  real  light. 

Joy  is  a  blazing  flame. 

Darkness  is  frosty. 

A  good  sleep  is  a  white  curtain. 

A  bad  sleep  is  a  black  curtain.* 


fe  and  Edncation  of  Laura  Dewey  Bridgman.   By  Mary  Swift  Lamson.  Boston, 
iton,  Mifflin  &  Co.,  1881. 
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XIX. 

THE  WIFE  OF  QEORGE   WASHINGTON  IN  HER  WORK- 

ROOM  AT  MOUNT  VERNON. 

THERE  arc  fine  ladies,  it  is  said,  at  present,  who  dis- 
dain the  homely,  honorable  duties  of  housekeeping, 
thinking  it  beneath  them  to  attend  to  the  comfort,  happi- 
ness, and  dignity  of  their  families.  If  any  such  there 
are,  I  should  like  to  invite  them  to  look  into  the  work* 
room  of  Mrs.  Washington,  at  Mount  Vernon,  the  apart- 
ment in  which  the  first  lady  of  Virginia,  in  Virginias 
palmy  days,  used  to  spend  her  mornings  at  work,  sur- 
rounded by  busy  servants.  Every  great  house  in  Virginia 
had  such  a  room  in  old  times,  and  ladies  ])lumcd  them- 
selves upon  excelling  in  the  household  arts  practiced 
therein.  This  particular  work-room  at  Mount  Vernon  is 
described  in  old  letters  of  the  period,  copied  and  given 
to  the  world  some  years  ago,  by  the  late  Bishop  McadC; 
of  Virginia. 

It  was  a  plain,  good  sized  apartment,  arranged  and  fur' 
nished  with  a  view  to  facilitating  work.      4.t  one  end 
there  was  a  large  table  for  cutting  out  clothes  upon.    At 
that  time  every  garment  worn  by  the  slaves  liad  to  be  cut 
out  and  sewed,  either  by  the  ladies  of  tlie  mansion-housCi 
or  Tuider  their   superintendence.     The   greater  part  oi 
General  Washington's  slaves  worked  on  plantations  se^'' 
eral   miles  distant  from  liis   home,  and   were   proviclc^i 
for  by  their  several  overseers  ;    but  there  were  a  grci^^ 
number  of  household  servants  at  Mount  Vernon,  beside**"* 
grooms,  gardeners,  fishermen,  and  others,  for  whom  tb^ 

(256) 
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the  house  had  to  think  and  contrive.  At  that 
stble  sat  a  skillful,  nice  looking  negro  woman, 
at  advanced  in  years,  with  a  pair  of  shears  in  her 
itting,  cutting,  cutting,  almost  all  day  and  every 
countless  trowsers,  dresses,  jackets,  and  shirts, 
)y  a  family  of,  perhaps,  a  hundred  persons.  Every* 
orjj  by  the  General  or  by  herself,  except  their  best 
garments,  which  were  imported  from  London, 
de  in  that  room,  under  the  eye  of  the  lady  of 

50. 

le  commoner  fabrics,  too,  were  home-made.  On 
of  thie  room  sat  a  young  colored  woman,  spinning 

n  another,  her    mother  knitting ;    elsewhere,  a 

doing  some  of  the  finer  ironing ;  here  a  woman 
;  there  a  little  colored  girl  learning  to  sew.    In 

1st  of  all  this   industry   sat  Mrs.    Washington, 

0  solve  difficulties  as  they  arose,  and  prompt  to 
t  any  operation  that  might  be  going  wrong.  She 
ays  knitting.  From  morning  till  dinner  time — 
as  two  o'clock — her  knitting  was  seldom  out  of 
ds.  In  this  work-room  she  usually  received  the 
f  her  familiar  acquaintance  when  they  called  in 
ning,  but  she  never  laid  aside  her  knitting.     The 

her  needles  was  always  heard  in  the  pauses  of 
xtion. 

riends  were  surprised  to  see  her,  after  her  eight 
residence  at  the  seat  of  Government,  instantly 
her  former  way  of  life.  They  found  her  as  of 
ler  work-room,  with  her  servants  about  her,  knit- 
d  giving  directions.  One  lady,  who  visited  her 
e  General's  retirement  from  tlie  presidency,  gives 
nee  of  her  prudent  generosity : 

points  out  to  me  several  pairs  of  nice  colored 
^s  and  gloves  she  had  just  finished,  and  pveseut^ 

1  a  pair  half  done^  which  she  beg%  I  u^ill  jlmiK  aud. 
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•  Tims  she  contrived  in  one  and  the  same  act,  to  make  a 
present  and  give  a  practical  lesson  in  industry.  She  was, 
indeed,  a  signal  example  of  that  virtue,  at  a  time  when 
ladies  of  wealth  and  importance  could  scarcely  avoid 
practicing  it.  She  used  to  speak  of  the  time  spent  in 
levees  and  other  ceremonial  duties,  as  "  my  lost  days." 

The  chief  labor  of  the  mistress  of  a  house  tlien  was  in 
training  servants,  Mrs.  Washington,  like  the  other  Vir- 
ginian ladies,  had  an  eye  upon  the  families  of  her  slaves 
— and  most  of  them  had  very  large  families — and  when 
she  noticed  a  little  girl  that  seemed  bright  and  apt  to 
learn,  she  would  have  her  come  to  the  work  room,  where 
she  would  be  taught  to  sew,  and  afterwards  other  home 
arts.  In  this  way,  the  house  was  kept  supplied  with 
good  cooks,  chamber-maids,  seamstresses,  and  nurses. 
Promising  girls  were  regularly  brought  up,  or,  as  we  may 
say,  apprenticed  to  the  household  trade  which  they  were 
to  spend  their  lives  in  exercising. 

This  training  of  servants  was  formerly  supposed  to  be 
part  of  the  duty  of  all  mistresses  of  great  houses,  whether 
the  servants  were  white  or  black,  bond  or  free.  Ladies 
did  not  then  regard  a  house,  with  all  its  complicated  busi- 
ness and  apparatus,  as  a  great  clock,  which,  being  wound 
up  after  breakfast,  would  run  twenty-four  hours  without 
further  attention.  Having  themselves  performed  all  the 
operations  of  housekeeping,  and  having  acquired  skill  in 
their  performance,  they  knew  that  a  good  servant  is  not 
born,  but  made ;  and  they  were  willing  to  take  a  world 
of  trouble  in  forming  a  servant,  in  order  that  by  and  bf 
they  might  enjoy  the  ease  and  pleasure  derived  from  skill" 
ful  service.  I  must  confess  that  sometimes,  when  I  have 
heard  ladies  complaining  of  the  awkwardness  of  gi^'^ 
who,  until  recently,  had  never  seen  a  household  iwp'^ 
mcnt  more  complicated  than  a  poker  or  an  iron  pot,  the 
tliouglit  has  occurred  to  me  \\\^^>  ^ofsi^^^  ^M  tihey  wouW 
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ake  some  trouble  to  teach  such  girls  their  duty,  they 
rould  observe  a  gradual  improvement. 

There  is  a  tradition  in  Virginia  that  Mrs.  Washington, 
vitli  all  her  good  qualities,  was  a  little  tart  in  her  temper, 
md  favored  the  General,  occasionally,  with  nocturnal  dis- 
course, too  much  in  the  style  of  Mrs.  Caudle.  The  story 
rests  upon  the  slightest  foundation,  and  it  is  safe  to  dis- 
regard it.  Great  housekeepers,  however,  are  not  usually 
noted  for  amiability  of  disposition,  and  ladies  whoso 
husbands  are  very  famous,  are  apt  to  be  overrun  with 
company,  which  is  not  conducive  to  domestic  peace ;  nor 
does  it  tend  to  curb  the  license  of  a  woman's  tongue  to 
remember  that,  at  her  marriage,  she  brought  her  husband 
a  vast  increase,  both  of  his  estate,  and  of  his  importance 
in  the  social  system. 

How  far  George  Washington  was,  in  his  youth,  from 
anticipating  the  splendid  career  that  awaited  liim!  He 
^vas  by  no  means  so  favored  in  fortune  and  family,  as  his 
hiographers  would  have  us  believe.  Every  reader,  I  sup- 
pose, remembers  the  fine  tale,  which  even  Mr.  Irving 
repeats,  of  the  youthful  Washington,  getting  a  midship- 
Kian's  commission  and  yielding  it  again  to  his  mother's 
tears.  There  lay  the  British  man-of-war  at  anchor  in  the 
river.  The  boat  was  on  the  shore ;  the  lad's  trunk  Avas 
packed ;  and,  I  think,  his  uniform  was  on.  But,  at  the 
liist  moment,  the  tender  youth,  overcome  by  his  mother's 
^^ars,  declined  to  go.  Such  is  the  romance.  The  truth 
^viis  this : 

His  mother,  left  a  widow,  was  anxious  for  the  future 
^f  her  boy,  fourteen  years  of  age,  whose  only  inheritance 
^as  a  farm  and  tract  of  laud  on  the  Rappahannock,  of  no 
gi'oat  value  or  promise.  She  was  advised  to  send  the  lad 
^^  sea,  before  the  mast,  in  one  of  the  tobacco  ships  that  so 
^ften  ascended  the  broad  rivers  of  Virginia.  She  was  for 
*  while  disposed  to  favor  tlie  scheme.    But  \\et  Xj^Q^Xi^-t^ 
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Joseph  Ball,  a  London  lawyer  in  large  practice,  remoii' 
strated  against  her  sacrificing  her  son  in  that  way,  and 
advised  her  to  bring  him  up  a  planter. 

"  I  understand,"  he  wrote,  "  tliat  you  are  advised,  and 
have  since  thought  of  putting  your  son  George  to  sea.  I 
tliink  he  had  better  be  put  apprentice  to  a  tinker,  for  a 
common  sailor  before  the  mast  has  by  no  means  the  com- 
mon liberty  of  the  subject ;  for  they  will  press  him  from 
a  ship  where  he  has  fifty  shillings  a  month,  and  make 
him  take  twenty-three,  and  cut  anji  slash,  and  use  him 
like  a  dog.  And  as  to  any  considerate  preferment  in  the 
navy,  it  is  not  to  be  expected,  as  there  are  always  so 
many  gaping  for  it  here,  who  have  interest;  and  he  has 
noneP 

He  proceeds  to  tell  her  that  a  Virginia-planter,  with 
tlirce  or  four  hundred  acres  of  land  and  tliree  or  four 
slaves,  has  a  great  deal  better  chance  of  winning  a  com- 
fortable and  independent  position,  than  even  the  captain 
of  a  merchant  ship  —  and  it  was  far  from  easy  to  get  to 
be  captain.  "  George,"  he  concluded,  "  must  not  be  in 
too  great  haste  to  be  rich,  nor  aim  at  being  a  fine  gentle- 
man before  his  time ; "  but  "  go  on  gently  and  with 
patience."  The  mother  accepted  this  view  of  the  situa- 
tion, and  the  boy  was  not  cut  and  slashed  on  board  ship. 
He  learned,  as  we  all  know,  the  business  of  a  surveyor, 
and  i)racticcd  tliat  vocation  until  the  death  of  his  brother 
gave  him  a  competent  estate. 

He  was  Colonel  commanding  the  Virginia  troops, 
twenty-seven  years  of  age,  and  shining  with  the  lustre  of 
the  fame  recently  won  on  Braddock's  field,  when  first  the 
rich  young  widow  Custis  cast  upon  him  admiring  eyes. 
He  was  riding,  booted  and  spurred,  in  hot  haste,  from 
headquarters  to  the  capital  of  the  province,  where  he  was 
to  confer  with  the  Governor  concerning  the  defence  of 
the  frontiers.    Witluu  a  i^N^  xccA.^'s*  oS^Xm  4ftS5A.mation,he 
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18  pressed  by  a  friend  to  stay  to  dinner.  With  extreme 
luctance  he  consented,  intending  to  mount  the  moment 
e  meal  was  over.  At  the  table  he  met  the  widow,  and 
IS  captivated.  The  horses  were  pawing  at  the  door, 
it  the  young  Colonel  came  not  forth.  The  afternoon 
nv  by,  yet  lie  came  not.  Evening  drew  on,  the  horses 
3re  taken  back  to  the  stable ;  Colonel  Washington  had 
ade  up  his  mind  to  stop  all  niglit.  It  was  not  till  the 
Jxt  morning  that  he  rode  away. 

Within  a  year  they  were  married  at  the  "  White  House," 
liich  was  her  home,  and  they  took  up  their  abode  at 
ount  Vernon  soon  after.  Her  first  husband  had  left  a 
ist  estate  in  lands,  and  forty-five  thousand  pounds  in 
oney,  one-tliird  of  which  was  hers,  and  now  became  the 
iiit  property  of  Colonel  Washington  and  herself.  By 
leir  marriage,  he  became  one  of  the  richest  men  in  Vir- 
iiia.  She  gained  an  excellent  husband,  and  her  three 
lildren  a  wise  and  careful  father. 

If  any  lady  in  Virginia  could  claim  exemption  from  the 
Lres  and  labors  of  a  household,  on  account  of  her  wealth 
1(1  social  standing,  it  was  Mrs.  Washington.  She  had 
'en  an  heiress  and  a  beauty.  For  generations  her 
icestors  had  been  persons  of  wealth  and  high  considera- 
5n.  Her  first  husband  possessed  a  great  fortune,  and 
ir  second  was  the  most  illustrious  personage  of  his  time. 
ut  she  deemed  it  a  privilege  to  attend  to  the  details  of 
Hisekeeping,  and  regarded  the  days  when  she  was 
)liged  to  shine  in  the  drawing-room  as  "  lost." 


XX. 

MADAME  DE  STAfiL  AND  NAPOLEON  BONAPARTE. 

THE  greatest  compliment  ever  paid  by  a  mi.n  to  a 
woman  was  that  which  Napoleon  Bonaparte,  in  the 
plenitude  of  his  power,  paid  Madame  De  Stael,  in  .exiling 
her  from  Paris. 

Here  was  a  man,  the  greatest  general  of  his  age^  at  the 
head  of  a  warlike  nation,  commanding  an  army  of  many 
hundred  thousand  men,  the  arbiter  of  Europe,  aid  the 
lord  of  the  world,  except  that  part  of  it  which  co.ild  be 
reached  and  overawed  by  the  English  navy;  and  here 
was  a  woman,  then  of  no  great  fortune  or  celebrity, 
receiving  every  evening  a  circle  of  friends  in  a  njodest 
drawing-room  at  Paris.  They  were  antagonists,  those 
two !  Both  were  foreigners — he  an  Italian-Corsican,  she 
a  Swiss.  Tlic  man  was  dazzling  and  intoxicating  France, 
while  using  her  for  purposes  of  his  own.  The  woman 
would  not  be  dazzled.  In  a  city  delirious  she  kept  her 
senses.  In  a  company  drunk,  she  remained  sober. 
Among  a  people  dreaming,  she  was  awake.  And,  gifted 
as  she  was  by  nature  with  an  excellent  mind,  a  huraainJ 
heart,  and  an  eloquent  tongue,  she  had  power  to  wakei 
and  restore  other  minds. 

Our  English-speaking  world  will  never  see  and  vividly 
feel  the  turpitude  of  tliis  man  Bonaparte,  as  Madame  Dc 
Stael  saw  and  felt  it,  until  his  lying  bulletins  and  brutal 
despatches  are  translated  into  our  language.  I  have 
spent  many  hours  and  days  in  examining  them,  for  they 
number   thirty  tViousaud,  awd   fi.ll  thirty-two    compact 
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lumcs.  Let  me  glean  a  few  passages  from  the  bulle- 
is  dictated  by  his  own  mouth,  and  sent  from  the  battle- 
ild  to  be  published  in  the  31uniteur  at  Paris.  From  the 
3ld  of  Ulm,  he  sent  this : 

"  For  two  days  the  rain  has  fallen  by  pailfuls,  and  every 
le  is  soaked.  The  soldiers  have  had  no  rations,  and  the 
lud  is  up  to  their  knees ;  but  the  sight  of  the  Emperor 
istores  their  gayety,  and  they  make  the  field  resound 
ith  the  cry  of   Vive  V Empereur,^^ 

Note  how  ingeniously  he  reconciles  Paris  to  the  idea  of 
French  army  floundering  in  the  mud  of  a  distant  land : 
"  Tliey  report  also,  that  when  the  officers  expressed 
leir  surprise  that  the  soldiers  should  forget  their  priva- 
^ns  in  the  pleasure  of  seeing  him,  he  replied,  'Tliey  are 
dit;  for  it  is  to  spare  their  blood  that  I  make  them 
perience  such  great  fatigues.'  .  .  So  the  soldiers 
ten  say,  'Tlie  Emperor  has  found  a  new  method  of 
aking  war;  he  uses  our  legs,  and  not  our  bayonets.' 
vc-sixths  of  the  army  have  not  fired  a  shot,  and  sorry 
ough  they  are  for  it." 

As  we  read  these  bulletins  we  cease  to  wonder  that 
a  nee  should  have  been  willing,  year  after  year,  to  send 
these  distant  fields  of  conquest,  the  elite  of  her  youth, 
'ver  was  a  nation  so  artfully  flattered.  Never  was  war 
hil)ited  in  so  romantic  and  captivating  a  manner, 
ncy  a  peasant,  worn  with  toil  and  privation,  reading 
f-h  a  passage  as  this,  or  hearing  it  read  at  his  village 
Urch  on  Sunday : 

'^Xo  contrast  is  more  striking  than  the  spirit  of  the 
onch  army  and  that  of  the  Austrian.  In  the  French 
liiy,  heroism  is  carried  to  the  highest  point;  in  the 
istrian,  the  discouragement  is  extreme.  The  Austrian 
Idier  is  paid  only  with  pieces  of  paper;  he  can  send 
^tiling  home,  and  he  is  very  ill-treated.  The  French 
Idier  thinks  oi  nothing  but  glory.     Oi\^  eovA^  oSXa  ^ 
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thousand  such  incidents  as  this :  Brard,  private  of  the 
,  Seventy-sixth,  was  about  to  have  the  thigh  amputated; 
ho  was  marked  for  deatli.  At  the  moment  when  the 
surgeon  was  about  to  begin,  he  stopped  him,  and  said,  *I 
know  that  I  sliall  not  survive;  but  no  matter:  one  man 
tlie  less  will  not  hinder  the  Seventy-sixth  from  marching. 
The  first  three  ranks,  fix  bayonets !     Charge ! ' " 

Fancy,  I  say,  the  toiling  peasantry  of  France  played 
upon  in  this  way  by  the  greatest  master  in  tlie  art  of 
dazzling  a  susceptible  people  that  ever  lived.  Can  you  . 
wonder  that  they  should  have  come  to  regard  war  as  the 
proper  and  natural  employment  of  man,  the  delight  and 
glory  of  generous  minds,  and  hold  peaceful  industry  in 
contempt  ?  I  wish  there  were  room  to  insert  here  a 
translation  of  a  bulletin  in  which  Napoleon  communicates 
to  France  many  details  of  the  most  brilliant  of  his 
victories — xVusterlitz.  It  is  artful  in  the  highest  degree, 
and  exhibits  Napoleon  in  a  light  so  romantic  and  attract- 
ive, that  it  would  conciliate  a  reader  of  the  present  day, 
if  he  were  ignorant  of  the  fact  that  every  line  of  this 
long  bulletin  is  of  Napoleon's  own  composition.  Here  is 
one  of  its  anecdotes  : 

''  An  incident  which  does  honor  to  the  enemy  must  not 
be  omitted.     The  officer  in  command  of  the  artillerv  of 

» 

the  Russian  Imperial  Guard  lost  his  guns  in  the  battle. 
Meeting  the  Emperor,  he  said,  'Sire,  have  me  shot;  I 
have  lost  my  guns  ! '  The  Emperor  replied,  'Young  man, 
I  appreciate  your  tears.  But  one  can  be  beaten  by  my 
army,  and  yet  have  some  claims  to  glory  ! ' " 

The  following  passages  are  from  the  same  bulletin : 

"  Till  late  at  night  the  Emperor  rode  over  the  field  of 

battle   superintending    the   removal   of    the   wounded— 

spectacle   of   horror,  if  there   ever  was  one?;     Mounted 

vpoii  swift  horses,  he  passed  with  the  rapidity  of  light- 

niiig,  and  nothing  was  moi^i  lowOaxw^a^Wssyw  tio  see  those 
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ve  men  recognize  him.  Some  forgot  their  sufferings 
I  said,  '  Any  way,  is  the  victory  perfectly  assured  ? ' 
lers  said,  '  I  have  suffered  for  eight  hours,  and  have 
I  no  succor  since  the  beginning  of  the  battle;  hut  I 
'c  done  my  duty,'  Others  cried,  '  Yon  ought  to  be 
tent  with  your  soldiers  to-day.'  To  every  wounded 
Llier  the  Emperor  left  a  guard,  who  caused  him  to  be 
iisportcd  to  the  amhulauces.  Horrible  to  say,  forty- 
^  hours  after  the  biittle  ilicre  wen;  still  a  gi-eat 
^f  the  Biissiau  wounded  who  had  not  been 
All   tho   Frcueh   wounded   had   attention 


,  coolly  j 


1  passage  in  the  original  ■ 

paracter.     First  we  have 

B  of  the  night  (pendatit 

r  the  field  of  battle, 

[oved ;  and  at  the  end 

[tlie  French  wounded 

aiant  la  nuit).     It  is 

Ipasses  like  a  flasli," 

■ers  utter  the  words 


fte  Parisians  as  the 
I  of  crowned  heads 
1  puts  the  fdlioiving 
^  when  he  cou- 


'thatlamt: 
lsterda\- :   that  Ibt 
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■ 

Emperor  of  Russia,  "  aiid  yet  you  were  superior  at  every 
l)oint  of  attack.' 

" '  Sire,'  replied  General  Savary,  *  that  is  the  art  of  war 
and  the  fruit  of  fifteen  years  of  glory.  It  was  the  fortieth 
battle  which  the  Emperor  has  directed.' 

**'That  is  true,'  responded  the  Emperor  of  Russia; 
*  he  is  a  great  warrior.  For  my  part,  it  was  the  first  time 
that  1  ever  saw  fire.  I  have  never  had  the  pretension  to 
measure  myself  with  him.' 

" '  Sire,  said  Savary,  '  when  you  have  had  his  expe- 
rience, you  will  surpass  him  perhaps.' 

"  '  1  am  going  to  back  my  ^capital,'  said  the  Emperor  of 
Russia ;  *  1  came  to  the  succor  of  the  Emperor  of  Ger- 
many ;  he  tells  me  he  has  had  enough,  and  I  have  had 
enough  too.'  '* 

How  intoxicating  such  passages  as  these  to  national 
vanity  !  No  doubt,  too,  those  little  notes  which  he  took 
care  to  write  to  Josephine  after  every  battle,  were  handed 
about  the  palace,  and  repeated  in  the  drawing-rooms  of 
Paris.  ''My  doai^  he  wrote  in  July,  1807,  "the  Queen 
of  Prussia  dined  with  me  yesterday.  I  had  to  defend 
myself,  for  she  wished  to  induce  me  to  make  some  further 
coneessions  to  her  husband.  But  I  was  gallant,  and  did 
not  depart  from  my  policy." 

When  disaster  came,  he  knew  how  to  communicate  it 
in  such  a  wav  that  the  news  had  the  effect  to  rouse  and 
inspire,  rather  than  discourage.  Nor  did  he  hesitate,  at 
critical  inoniouts,  to  deceive.  His  explanation  of  the 
battle  of  Waterloo  seems  to  be  a  case  in  point,  lie  says 
positively  that  '-the  battle  was  gained;  we  held  all  the 
positions  which  the  enemy  occupied  at  the  commenet^ 
ment  ol  the  action/'  and  ''successes  still  greater  were 
as:j  ured  tor  the  next  day. '  But,"  he  adds,  "  aU  teas  M 
li/  a  viomi-nt  of  panic  terror,'" 
Such  arc  the  famous  WW^^oj^e  oi  ^^^loou  BouapartOi 
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He  says  himself  that  the  secret  of  success  in  war  is 
always  to  have  the  greatest  force  at  the  pokit  of  contact. 
Would  you  know  how  it  was  that  Napoleon  contrived  to 
have  the  greatest  force  at  the  point  of  contact?  Read 
the  bulletins  which,  with  such  consummate  skill,  he  flat- 
tered, dazzled,  bewildered,  and  maddened  the  people  of 
France. 

Some  years  ago,  when  the  eyes  of  the  world  were  turned 
toward  Prussia  and  France,  and  many  were  disposed  to 
censure  the  severe  terms  imposed  ])y  the  victor,  I  examined 
these  despatches  to  learn  how  Napoleon  treated  Prussia 
when  that  kingdom  lay  prostrate  and  helpless  before  him 
after  the  battle  of  Jena.  The  battle  of  Jena  was  fought 
October  14,  1806.  On  the  very  next  day  the  Emperor 
issued  a  decree,  imposing  a  heavy  contribution  in  money 
upon  every  German  state  and  city  that  had  sided  with 
Prussia  in  the  war.  Prussia  herself  was  required  to 
f urnisli  one  hundred  millions  of  francs,  of  which  Berlin 
was  to  pay  ten  million? ;  Saxony  had  to  pay  twQnty- 
five  millions ;  Hesse-Casscl,  six  millions ;  the  Duke  of 
Brunswick,  five  millions  and  a  half;  Weimar,  two 
millions  two  hundred  thousand.  From  eighteen  states 
and  cities,  the  sum  of  one  hundred  and  fifty-nine  millions 
four  hundred  and  twenty-five  thousand  francs  was  extorted. 
Tliis  to  begin  with.  Of.  course,  all  the  treasure  belonging 
to  the  king  of  Prussia,  and  all  the  war  material  of  the 
kingdom  were  seized  at  once. 

Three  days  after  the  battle,  the  King  of  Prussia  wrote 
to  Napoleon,  asking  an  armistice.  The  Emperor  refused 
it,  on  the  ground  that  a  suspension  of  arms  would  give 
time  for  the  Russian  armies  to  arrive  and  renew  the 
struggle  within  the  Prussian  territories,  "  which,"  added. 
Napoleon,  "  would  be  too  contrary  to  my  interests  to 
j)ermit." 

A  few  dajfl  alter,  the  students  oi  t\\o  T3\\v\'^y^\^^  olt 
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iUe  made  some  patriotic  demonstrations.  The  Emperor- 
sued  the  foWowing  order,  addressed  to  his  chief  of  staffs 
[arshal  Berthier : 

'*  My  Cousin  :  Give  orders  that  the  University  of  Halle 
)e  closed,  and  that  the  students  set  out  for  their  homes 
within  twenty-four  hours.  If  any  are  found  in  the  city 
to-morrow  they  will  bo  imprisoned,  to  prevent  the  coa.- 
sequences  of  the  bad  spirit  which  has  been  inculcated  a^i 
this  University." 

When  the  King  of  Prussia  received  the  communication 
from  Napoleon  refusing  the  armistice,  he  sent?  a  noblema.r] 
of  his  court  upon  an  embassy  to  the  Emperor.  Aftei 
mentioning  this  circumstance  m  a  letter  to  Talleyranci 
the  haughty  conqueror  adds : 

"  I  have  made  him  wait  at  the  outposts,  and  1  havc 
Bent  Duroc  to  see  what  he  wants.  1  am  awaiting  Dmoc'fi 
return.  The  King  appears  entirely  willing  to  come  ^o 
terms.  I  shall  accommodate  him,  but  that  will  not  hinder 
mc  from  going  to  Berlin." 

The  next  ord(u-  decrees  that  the  Duchy  of  Brunswick 
"  shall  be  treated  in  all  respects  as  a  conquered  country" 
— the  ducal  arms  taken  down  everywhere,  the  treasure 
seized,  and  the  ducal  officers  sent  into  France.     Nine  day 
after  the  battle   apjxiared    tlic  formal   decree  in  wliio 
the  entire  kingdom  of  Prussia  and  all  its  allied  Stat« 
were  divided  into  five  departments,  each  under  the  gover 
nient  of  a  French  General,  and  all  authority  to  be  ex 
cised  by  tlicm  through  French   officials.      Prussia  ' 
placed  under    military  law,  and  lield  absolutely  at 
mercy  of  tlie  conquerer.      For  example,  in  the  sp< 
orders   relating  to  the  city  of   Dresden,  the  capit? 
Saxony,  one  of  the  allies  of  Prussia,  we  find  such 
tcnces  as  these  : 

"All  the  stores  of  salt,  shoes,  cloth,  cavalry  ha 
muuitiona  of  war,  auA  C'«x\vx\y>*  \\^Y^^'e»  ^Wl  belonjr 
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French  army,  as  war  material  of  which  the  Elector  has 
no  need.  .  .  .  Use  as  many  forms,  as  many  ceremonies, 
as  many  politenesses,  as  you  please ;  but  the  main  point 
is,  to  take  possession  of  everything,  especially,war  material, 
under  pretext  that  the  Elector  has  no  longer  need  of  such 
things." 

The  only  offence  of  the  Elector  of  Saxony  was,  that  in 
a  ^ar  which  threatened  the  independence  of  every  German 
State,  he  had  sided  with  the  power  with  which  he  was 
most  intimately  bound.  Nine  days  after  the  battle  of 
re  na.  Napoleon  issued  an  order  for  taking  possession  of 
f>orlin,  preparatory  to  his  own  formal  entry.  The  foUow- 
iipC  passage  occurs  in  tliis  order: 

**  As  his  Majesty  expects  to  make  liis  entry  into  Bor- 
Uii,  you  can  provisionally  receive  the  keys.     But  give  the 
Kingistratcs  to  understand,  that  they  will  not  the  less 
place  them  in  the  hands  of  the  Emperor,  when  he  sliall 
niake  his  entry.     But  you  are  to  exact,  that  the  magis- 
trates and  chief  men  of  th^  city  shall  come  to  receive  you 
at  the  city  gates,  with  all  suitable  forms." 

Prussia,  in  fact,  was  spared  neither  penalty  nor  humilia- 
tion. In  relating  these  scenes,  in  tlie  bulletins  pub- 
lished in  the  Moniteur  for  the  entertainment  of  Paris, 
the  Emperor  took  a  tone  of  lightness  and  humor ;  telling 
comic  anecdotes  and  describing  current  caricatures,  very 
^uch  in  the  style  of ''Our  Own  Correspondent,"  when,  in 
tlie  intervals  of  conflict,  he  relates  the  gossip  of  the  camp, 
lie  tells  the  Parisians  how  pleasant  he  found  the  royal 
palaces  of  Prussia,  particularly  Potsdam  ;  describing  the 
apartments  of  the  great  Frederick,  and  making  merry 
^pon  the  Queen  of  Prussia,  "  who  left  the  care  of  her 
household,  and  the  grave  business  of  the  toilet,  to  minirle 
^Ji  affairs  of  state,  to  mislead  the  King,  and  to  communi- 
cate in  every  direction  the  fire  of  which  she  was  herself 
possessed."    Nothing  softened  this  couc\\\CTor,«»o  ^^^  ^w^ 
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80  stern.     In  one  bulletin,  sent  from  Potsdam,  lie  h 
this  language : 

"  The  Emperor  has  been  to  see  the  tomb  of  the  g 
Frederick.  The  remains  of  that  great  man  are  inck 
in  a  wooden  coffin,  covered  with  copper,  placed  in  a  t( 
without  ornaments,  without  trophies,  w^ithout  any  obj 
which  recall  the  great  actions  which  he  performed. 
Emperor  has  made  a  present  to  the  Hotel  des  Invali 
at  Paris,  of  Frederick's  sword,  his  order  of  the  Bl 
Eagle,  his  general's  sash,  as  well  as  of  the  flags  borne 
his  guard  in  the  Seven  Years'  War." 

After  thus  despoiling  Prussia  of  her  most  cheris 
and  sacred  treasures,  he  adds  that  the  "old  soldiers  of 
army  will  receive  with  a  religious  respect  everything  1 
belonged  to  one  of  the  first  captains  of  whom  hisi 
preserves  the  remembrance."     What  a  thief !   what 
actor!     IIow  much  did  .Ae  respect  those  relics?    In 
same  bulletin  he  anmses  the  Parisians  by  telling  a  rid 
lous  story  of  Lord  Mor|;)etli,tlio  Britisli  Ambassador, ^^ 
he  says,  was  "  near  enough  to  the  field  of  Jena  to  li 
the  cannons."     When  news  was  brought  him  tliat 
battle  was  lost,  though  he  was  eighfccn  miles  from 
scene,  "he  took  to  hi^  heels,"  says  Napoleon,  "crj 
out, '  I  must  not  be  taken.'     He  offered  as  much  as  si 
guineas  for  a  horse ;  got  one  at  last,  and  -saved  himse 

October  the  twenty-seventh,  the  Emperor,  surrouu 
by  his  marshals,  his  magnificent  staff,  and  the  Icaci 
officers  of  his  court,  made  what  he  styles  his  en 
solennelle  into  Berlin,  followed  by  the  Imperial  foot  gu; 
and  by  a  splendid  body  of  horsemen  and  grenadi 
Alighting  at  the  royal  palace  at  three  o'clock  in 
afternoon,  after  having  received  at  the  gates  the  key 
the  city,  he  held  a  grand  reception.  He  treated  the  < 
in  all  respects,  as  the  spoil  of  war ;  paying  his  in 
from   the  city  treafeuxy,  Y^m^  ^11  the  wine  from 
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lellars,  public  and  private,  for  the  supply  of  his  various 
irmies,  assigning  a  half  bottle  of  wine  a  day  for  each 
ioldier  of  the  two  corps  who  had  particularly  distin- 
guished themselves  at  the  battle  of  Jena.  The  nobility 
had  abandoned  their  houses  at  his  approach.  He  ordered 
all  the  mattresses  and  furnitui-e  to  be  taken  from  their 
houses  which  might  be  required  for  the  comfort  of  his 
officers.  Ho  ordered  also,  that  the  city  should  furnish,  at 
once,  the  cloth  for  a  hundred  thousand  uniforms,  a  hun- 
dred thousand  pairs  of  shoes,  and  a  hundred  tliousand 
caps. 

"  My  intention  is,"  this  order  concluded,  "  that  Berlin 
should  furnish  me  abundantly  all  that  my  army  needs, 
and  that  nothing  in  to  he  considered  except  that  my  soldiers 
should  have  an  abimdance  of  everything  they  require.^^ 

At  the  same  tip^e  he  assigned  the  abandoned  houses  of 
the  nobility  to  his  principal  officers.  It  is  indeed  difficult, 
in  the  space  to  which  I  am  restricted,  to  convey  to  the 
^ader  an  adequ?ste  idea  of  the  relentless  vigilance  with 
'^hich  this  conqueror  despoiled  the  German  States  of  all 
^hat  they  possessed  which  could  be  useful  to  him.  To 
^ne  General  he  writes : 

"They  toll  me  that  there  is  a  great  deal  of  wine  at 
Stettin.  Take  all  of  it,  though  there  should  be  twenty 
ttiillions'  worth." 

Another,  he  orders  to  raise  a  German  corps  for  service 
n  Italy,  because,  as  he  explains,  he  wants  "  to  get  rid  of 
'hose  soldiers."    To  Marshal  Ney  he  writes,  in  November : 

"  Try  your  best  to  prevent  the  treasures  in  Magdeburg 
"rom  being  CQjrried  oflF.  Have  every  baggage  wagon  and 
iowder  cart  examined.  The  treasure  chests  of  the  regi* 
nents  are  in  Magdeburg ;  so  are  the  army  chests,  and  the 
arge  treasures  belonging  to  the  Prince.  Lay  hands  upon 
iverything." 
A  himdred  such  sentences  as  those  couid  \)^  ^<^«^*^^ 
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from  a  single  volume  of  his  letters  of  this  period.  FroB 
the  fourteenth  of  October,  1806,  to  the  ninth  of  July 
1807,  Napoleon  never  relaxed  his  clutch  upon  the  capita 
and  dominions  of  the  King  of  Prussia.  Ou  the  ninth  o 
July  he  granted  peace  to  King  Frederick  William,  oi 
terms  more  severe,  perhaps,  than  a  conqueror  has  evei 
imposed  upon  a  powerful  state.  The  King  was  obligee 
to  surrender  more  than  half  of  his  kingdom^  and  he  wat 
informed  that  the  portion  he  retained  was  conceded  t( 
him  only  out  of  regard  to  the  wishes  of  the  Emperor  ol 
Russia.  Napoleon,  in  fact,  in  the  "  Note  "  giving  an  out 
line  of  the  terms  of  peace  which  he  was  prepared  to  grant, 
expressly  says  'that  it  is  the  "  protection  of  the  Emperor 
Alexander  which  causes  the  King  of  Prussia  to  reenter 
into  the  possession  of  a  portion  of  his  states."  Two 
other  slices  were  soon  after  severed  from  the  Prussian 
dominions — the  Duchv  of  Warsaw  and  the  Duchv  of 
Danzig;  and  the  whole  amount  of  money  contributions 
wrung  from  the  prostrate  kingdom  was  four  hundred  and 
fifty  million  of  francs.  Prussia  was  further  compelled  to 
engage  to  pay  for  French  garrisons  in  some  of  its  for- 
tresses, and  to  furnish  a  contingent  of  troops  to  the 
Emperor  in  all  future  wars. 

This  was  the  man  whom  Madame  de  Stael  saw  and 
understood  in  1805,  as  well  as  wc  can  in  1883.  She  had 
known  him  when  he  figured  as  a  vain  young  soldier  of 
the  Republic,  and  discerned  his  true  character  even  then. 
There  was  danger  in  such  a  woman.  The  conqueror 
felt  it,  and  owned  himself  unable  to  cope  with  her  by 
sending  hor  to  reside  a  hundred  and  twenty  miles  froni 
Paris!  If  she  ventured  to  approach  nearer,  he  wrote 
with  his  own  hand  (as  we  see  in  his  published  correspond- 
ence,)  an  order  to  his  chief  of  police  to  make  her  keep 
her  distance.  "  That  bAac  cto^  I'  \\^  ^\i\ft^  \sft\  \w  ^\ift  ^[ 
these  fierce  notes.    '^TliatUx^  ol  ^VA  wa&\iV^^^  ^ 
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h©xr  in  another.     In  another  he  says  that  "  her  approach 
bodes  mischief,"  and  he  will  not  have  her  on  French  soil, 
la.  another,  alluding  to  her  father,  M.  Neckar,  the  banker 
and  financier,  he  winds  up  an  angry  order  by  saying : 
"  that  foreign  family  have   done    mischief   enough  in 
France  already."     How  honorable  to  this  lady,  the  ran- 
corous hostility  of  such  a  man  in  such  a  place. 

Banished  from  the  .city  which  she  loved  above  all  other 
places  in  the  world,  she  flew  to  literature  as  a  resource 
against  the  tedium  of  exile.  Corinnej  which  contained 
the  results  of  an  Italian  tour,  made  her  famous.  '  Next, 
she  turned  her  long  residence  in  Germany  to  account  by 
writing  a  work  upon  that  country,  which  has  since  taken 
its  place  as  one  of  the  classics  of  French  literature.  In 
its  composition  sh^  most  scrupulously  avoided  writing  a 
sentence,  a  phrase,  a  word,  an  allusion  which  the  police 
at  Paris  could  construe  in  a  sense  hostile  to  the  imperial 
government.  Corinne  had  been  allowed  to  appear ;  why 
not  V  Allemagne  ? 

The  manuscript  being  complete,  she  sent  it  for  publica- 
tion to  the  house  in  Paris  that  had  published  her  Corinne, 
some  years  before.  A  few  days  after  a  decree  was  made 
public  to  the  effect  that  no  work  could  thenceforth  be 
printed  in  France  until  it  had  been  examined  by  censors. 
I  notice  in  the  Napoleon  Correspondence  that  the  emperor 
scolded  the  minister  of  police  for  employing  in  this 
decree  the  odious  word  censeursj  because  it  savored  of  the 
tyranny  of  the  Bourbon  kings.  He  did  not  like  the  wordj 
but  events  soon  showed  that  he  approved  the  tJitng. 

The  work  was  submitted  to  the  censors,  and  the  author 
came  to  a  place  forty  leagues  from  Paris  to  make  altera- 
tions and  read  the  proofs.     The  manuscript  was  read  with 
the  closest  attention,  but  nothing  was  found  objectionable 
in  it  except  here  and  there  a  sentence  or  a  phrase.     To 
afford  tlie  reader  an  idea  of  the  necessary  tirnKdNX.^  w. 
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despots,  I  will  give  a  few  of  the  sentences  ordered  to  be 
suppressed.  Speaking  of  the  reforms  instituted  by  the 
Emperor  Joseph  of  Austria,  Madame  de  Stael  had  ven- 
tured this  terrible  observation : 

"  But  after  his  death,  nothing  remained  of  what  lie 
had  established ;  since  nothing  endures  except  what 
comes  progressively." 

The  first  half  of  this  sentence  she  was  required  to  cut 
out.  The  reader  will  not  be  at  a  loss  to  guess  why.  It 
was  just  four  years  after,  that  the  French  empire,  which 
never  seemed  so  strong  as  in  1810,  proved  the  truth  of 
the  latter  half,  which  was  allowed  to  stand.  The  sen- 
tence following  excited  the  ire  of  the  censors : 

"  A  witty  woman  has  remarked  tliat,  of  all  places  in 
the  world,  Paris  is  the  one  where  a  person  can  best  do 
without  happiness." 

The  gentleman  who  marked  this  sentence  for  suppres- 
sion condescended  to  give  a  reason  for  so  doing.  Under 
the  reign  of  the  emperor,  he  said,  there  was  "  so  much 
happiness  at  Paris  that  no  one  need  do  witliout  it."  In 
discoursing  upon  Frederick  the  Great,  she  said,  that  a 
powerful  man,  so  long  as  he  lived,  could  hold  together 
the  most  discordant  elements ;  "  but  at  his  deaths  thejl 
separate.^'*  The  last  phrase  was  suppressed,  the  emperor 
having  just  taken  an  important  step  to  prevent  the  separa- 
tion of  discordant  elements  at  his  death.  He  had  divorced 
Josephine,  and  married  Marie-Louise. 

Slie  denounced  the  partition  of  Polai\d,  and  added  tln^ 
comment : 

"  It  can  never  be  expected  that  subjects  thus  obtained' 
will  be  faithful  to  the  trickster  who  calls  himself  thei'' 
sovereign." 

Suppressed  of  course.  The  following  also  was  sui^^' 
inarily  cut : 

"  Good  taste  in  Wteratut^  \^,m  ^Q\x\fe  x^^^cts,  like  ord<^ 
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under  despotism ;  it  concerns  us  to  examine  at  what  prico 
it  is  purchased." 

The  longest  passage  suppressed  was  one  in  which  sho 
maintained  that  a  public  man  should  never  retain  his 
place  for  an  instant,  when  he  could  no  longer  hold  it  with 
honor. 

"  Let  him  but  begin  to  negotiate  with  circumstances 
and  all  is  lost ;  for  there  is  no  one  who  has  not  circum^ 
stances.  Some  men  have  a  wife,  children,  nephews,  for 
whom  a  fortune  is  necessary.  Otiiers  need  activity 
occupation,  and  possess  I  know  not  how  many  virtues^ 
which  all  conduce  to  the  necessity  of  having  a  place,  with 
money  and  power  attached  to  it." 

This  passage,  Madame  De  Stael  records,  provoked  the 
censors  to  extreme  ill-humor.  They  said  that,  if  these 
remarks  were  true,  no  man  could  obtain,  nor  even  ask,  a 
place.  Out  with  it  all!  The  paragraph,  however,  that 
kindled  their  highest  indignation,  was  a  little  burst  of 
eloquence  which  closed  the  book  : 

"  0,  Prance !  land  of  glory  and  love !  if  ever  enthusiasm 
should  be  extinguished  upon  thy  soil — if  ever  cold  calcula 
tion  should  dispose  of  everything,  and  reasoning  alone 
inspire  contempt  of  peril — what  would  avail  thy  beautiful 
sky,  thy  genius  so  brilliant,  thy  nature  so  affluent  ?  An 
active  intelligence  and  a  wise  impetuosity  would  indeed 
render  thee  master  of  the  world  ;  but  thou  wouldst  leave 
upon  it  only  the  trace  of  sand-torrents,  terrible  as  the 
^aves,  arid  as  the  desert ! " 

This,  too,  was  suppressed.  The  publisher  having  sub- 
mitted to  every  exaction  of  the  censors,  supposed  it  was 
^afe  to  proceed.  The  work  was  put  in  type,  and  ten 
thousand  copies  were  printed.  Suddenly  the  printing 
office  was  surrounded  by  soldiers,  and  an  officer  entered, 
^1^0  announced  that  he  was  ordered  to  destroy  every 
^Py.    He  obeyed  the  order,  and,  it  is  said,  d\^d  oi  i^XX^^ 
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in  doing  it.  The  spoiled  sheets  were  sold  to  a  paper- 
maker,  and  the  proceeds  of  the  sale — about  one  hundred 
and  twenty  dollars — were  brought  to  the  publisher ;  and 
this  was  the  only  compensation  he  ever  received.  The 
author,  in  the  meantime,  was  ordered  to  leave  Prance 
within  twenty-four  hours.  "Twenty-four  hours!"  It 
was  the  time  allowed  to  conscripts  to  prepare  for  march- 
ing. Having  with  her  neither  money  nor  vehicle,  she 
wrote  to  the  minister  asking  for  eight  days.  The  request 
was  granted ;  but,  in  granting  it,  the  minister  of  police 
filled  his  letten  with  polite  insolence.  He  told  her  that, 
in  his  opinion,  the  air  of  France  did  not  agree  with  her, 
and  that  the  French  people  were  not  reduced  to  seek  for 
models  among  the  people  she  had  held  up  to  admiration 
in  her  work  upon  Germany.  He  was  sorry  for  the 
publisher's  loss  ;  but  "It  was  not  possible  to  let  the  work 
appear."  At  the  same  time,  he  forbade  her  to  repair  to 
any  of  the  northern  seaports,  whence  she  could  escape 
into  England. 

It  cost  her  nearly  two  years  of  effort  before  she 
succeeded  in  reaching  England,  so  completely  was  Napo- 
leon master  of  the  continent.  After  the  expulsion  of  the 
tyrant  she  hastened  to  Paris,  where  she  remained  during 
the  Hundred  Days  unmolested.  She  spent  the  closing 
years  of  her  busy  life  in  Switzerland,  her  native  country, 
where  she  was  secretly  married  to  a  young  officer.  She 
veiled  this  second  marriage  in  secrecy  because  slie  was 
unwilling  to  change  a  name  to  which  her  works  and  her 
persecutions  had  given  celebrity.  Her  first  marriage^ 
to  tlie  Swedish  ambassador.  Baron  de  Stael-Holstein— 
occurred  wlien  she  was  twenty.  It  was  a  marriage  of 
convenience,  not  of  affection,  and  gave  her  little  happi' 
ness.     Her  tombstone  bears  a  curious  inscription : 

**IIlC  TANDEM  C^XIEISCIT  qUAE  NUNQUAM  QUIEVIT." 

^^Here  resta  cue  wVlo  iv^\eY  T^^X^b^^**    'Sw^  ^^a.%xaong 
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5  greatest  of  her  sex.  Corinne,  whiich  has  long  been 
3d  in  schools  as  a  French  reading- book,  is  not  excellent, 
r  even  tolerable,  as  a  work  of  art;  but  her  writings 
ound  in  passages  of  admirable  sense  expressed  in 
mirg-ble  words.  Her  book  upon  Grermany,  with  all  the 
ppressed  passages  marked,  was  reprinted  in  Paris  as 
L-ently  as  1867  ;  and  about  the  same  time  was  completed 
e  publication  of  tho  works  of  her  antagonist,  who  held 
T  in  such  well  grou^uod  terror. 


XXI. 

THE  WIFE  OP  FREDERICK  THE  GREAT. 

YOU  may  read  some  large  books  about  Frederick  II, 
King  of  Prussia,  without  knowing  that  he  had  a 
wife.  You  might  have  been  his  guest  for  three  months, 
and  neither  have  seen  nor  heard  of  her.  And  yet,  strange 
to  say,  they  had  for  one  another  a  good  deal  of  regard, 
which  increased  from  year  to  year,  and  ripened  at  last 
into  a  kind  of  affectionate  respect. 

Tlie  truth  is  that  the  Princess  Elizabeth  Christine  of 
Brunswick  was  forced  upon  Frederick  by  his  tyrannical 
old  father,  and  unfortunately  she  was  precisely  the  kind 
of  woman  that  he  most  disliked.  When  he  learned  that 
his  father  was  looking  about  among  the  princely  houses  of 
Germany  to  find  a  wife  for  him,  he  wrote  to  a  minister 
who  was  much  in  the  King's  confidence  that  he  did  not 
much  care  what  sort  of  wife  his  father  chose  for  him,  it 
only  she  were  not  stupid,  or  awkward  in  her  manners. 
Now,  the  Princess  Elizabeth  Christine  appeared  at  first  to 
be  a  woman  of  just  that  kind,  and  the  Prince  heard,  ^oo, 
that  she  was  given  to  pouting.  It  was  in  vain  for  the 
young  man  to  remonstrate.  Indeed,  he  knew  that  it  wiis 
of  no  use  to  say  a  word  to  his  father,  but  he  endeavored 
to  prevail  upon  the  favorites  and  confidants  of  the  &i 
to  use  their  influence  to  prevent  the  marriage. 

It  was  all  in  vain,  however.  He  was  obliged  to  have 
her,  and  he  did  have  her.  When  it  was  all  concluded 
and  settled,  he  was  allowed  to  see  the  young  lady,  then 
seventeen  years  of  age.  In  order  to  reconcile  him  to  his 
fate,  care  had  been  taken  to  describe  her  to  him  as  hcH 
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)leasing  than  she  really  was,  so  that  when  he  saw 
B  might  have  an  agreeable  surprise.  These  tactics 
ome  success.  He  afterwards  confessed  that  he  was 
yhat  agreeably  disappointed  in  her  appearance,  and 
Dretended  to  dislike  her  very  much  in  order  to  make 
it  with  his  father  of  his  obedience  in  marrying  her. 
3  betrothal,  in  March,  1732,  was  a  brilliant  scene. 
lie  lords  and  ladies  of  the  court  of  Prussia  were 
ibled  in  a  magnificent  apartment,  where  they  formed 
;e  semicircle,  in  the  midst  of  which  stood  the  King 
Jueen  of  Prussia,  and  the  youthful  pair  who  were  to 
e  their  word  of  betrothal.  The  usual  question  was 
sed,  whether  they  were  of  the  same  mind  as  their 
ts  in  wishing  to  be  engaged  to  one  another.  Both 
3red,  Yes. 

ledge  yourselves  then  by  exchange  of  rings,"  said 

uff  and  red-faced  Prussian  King. 

3  rings  were   exchanged.     The  King  kissed  them 

Then  the  Queen  kissed  them,  and  there  was  the 

kissing  all  about  the  circle.     A  few  months  after 

he  marriage  took  place;  the  Prince  pretending  to 

ist  to  hold  his  bride  in  utter  detestation.     A  cruel 

which  occurred  in  the  palace  two  days  after,  when 

^*ince  introduced   his  bride  to  his   favorite  sister, 

3lmina,  will  serve  to  show  what  sort  of  a  marriage 

^as.     When  the  three  were  alone  together  Frederick 

0  his  wife : 

'his  is  a  sister  I  adore,  and  am  obliged  to  beyond 
lire.  She  has  had  the  goodness  to  promise  me  that 
vill  take  care  of  you  and  help  you  with  her  good 
5el.  I  wish  you  to  respect  her  beyond  even  the 
and  Queen,  and  not  to  take  the  least  step  without 
dvice.     Do  you  understand  ?  " 

ilhelmina  embraced  the  timid  and  anxious  brldc^  stilV 
immature  and  scarcely  eighteen  yeara  oi  ^^'^^    '^^ 
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stood  motionless  in  the  middle  of  the  room,  spoke  not  a 
single  word,  nor  made  any  sign  either  of  understanding 
or  compliance.  As  her  servants  had  not  yet  arrived, 
the  Princess  Wilhelmina  herself  powdered  her  hair  and 
arranged  her  dress  a  little,  caressing  her  at  the  same  time 
with  every  mark  of  tenderness.  Still  she  remained  silent, 
and  did  not  return  the  repeated  caresses  bestowed  upon 
her.  Her  husband,  at  length,  grew  impatient,  and  said 
brutally : 

"  Plague  take  the  blockhead !  Thank  my  sister,  then !" 
Upon  hearing  this,  she  made  a  ceremonious  courtesy, 
such  as  governesses  in  the  old  time  used  to  teach.  This 
apparent  stolidity  was  certainly  unfortunate.  She  was  by 
no  means  an  ill-looking  young  lady.  Her  figure  was  not 
very  good,  and  she  had  a  slight  stoop  in  the  shoulders 
which  gave  her  an  awkward  appearance.  On  the  other 
hand,  her  complexion  was  of  dazzling  whiteness,  relieved 
by  a  beautiful  color  in  the  checks.  Her  eyes  were  pale 
blue,  and  expressed  much  bland  benignity,  but  not  the 
slightest  activity  of  intellect.  All  her  features  were  small 
and  dainty,  resembling  those  of  a  child  twelve  years  of 
age,  and  she  had  a  great  abundance  of  blonde  curling 
locks.  If  her  teeth  had  not  been  extremely  bad,  she 
would  have  looked  like  a  very  pretty,  good-tempered,  dull 
child. 

Such  was  the  bride  forced  upon  a  prince  who,  of  all  the 
young  men  of  his  time,  was  most  dotingly  fond  of  intel- 
lectual gifts.  His  greatest  ambition  at  that  period  was 
to  improve  his  mind,  and  exercise  his  mental  powers. 
When  he  went  to  housekeeping,  soon  after  his  marriage, 
he  had  a  tower  built  for  various  kinds  of  sludv.  In  the 
lower  story  was  his  library,  to  which  he  continually  added, 
and  which  was  the  delight  of  his  life.  Here  he  wrote 
^Aousands  of  verses  iu  the  French  language,  and  com-  _ 
posed  a  work,  afterwards  ^\x\i\\^\v'b^^M\i:s^  1\\q  duty  of  »   I 
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>rince  to  govern  with  justice,  and  without  any  of  the  dis- 
lonest  devices  of  king-craft.  In  the  story  above  was  a 
oom  in  which  he  had  such  philosophical  apparatus  as 
lad  then  been  invented ;  a  thermometer,  a  very  rare  and 
:ostly  instrument  in  1735 ;  an  air-pump,  with  which  he 
performed  the  usual  experiments,  and  invented  some  of 
lis  own. 

Besides  these  liberal  studies,  he  was  an  enthusiastic  and 
ikillful  musician.  His  favorite  instrument  was  the  flute, 
ipon  which  he  played  very  well;  not  merely  very  well 
tor  a  Prince,  but  so  well  that  he  could  hold  his  own  in  an 
DFchestra  of  picked  performers.  All  his  companions  were 
chosen  with  reference  to  these  dominant  tastes.  He  was 
surrounded,  whenever  he  was  at  leisure,  by  poets,  painters, 
philosophers,  musicians,  and  musical  composers.  What 
should  he  do  with  this,  amiable  and  speechless  wax-doll,  • 
with  her  flaxen  curls,  her  pink  cheeks,  and  her  large  blue 
sves  ? 

After  the  first  three  or  four  years,  he  had  scarcely  any 
association  with  her,  except,  once  or  twice  a  week,  a  short 
ceremonious  visit ;  and  when  he  was  absent  in  war  time, 
he  would  write  her  three  or  four  lines  occasionally  to  give 
her  information  of  a  victory,  or  of  the  death  of  one  of 
her  relations.  When  they  had  been  married  seven  years, 
Frederick  succeeded  to  the  throne.  Scarcely  had  the 
first  ceremonials  of  his  accession  come  to  an  end,  than 
lie  took  revenge  for  what  he  considered  his  wrongs  from' 
the  House  of  Austria,  by  snatching  from  it  its  province  of 
Silesia.  This  was  the  beginning  of  a  war  with  his  wife's 
i*elations,  which,  with  some  intervals,  lasted  for  nearly 
tv^renty  years.  His  own  kingdom  was  laid  waste  and 
almost  destroyed;  but  he  at  length  emerged  victorious. 
I  have  before  me  the  correspondence  which  passed  between 
I'rederick  and  Queen  Elizabeth  Christine,  during  Wv^MV^- 
three  year»  of  their  married  life.    Frederick  ^a^  ow^  oV. 


286  WIFE  OF  FREDERICK  THE  GREAT. 

the  most  profuse  of  letter-writers ;  but  his  letters  to  hia 
wife  are  brief  indeed,  and  frequently  of  cruel  coldness. 
Take  this  one  specimen,  written  from  the  battle-field : 

"  Madame,  I  have  the  satisfaction  to  inform  you  that 
Neisse  is  taken.  I  am  with  much  esteem,  your  very  faith- 
ful servant,  Frederick." 

From  another  bloody  field,  on  which  the  brother  of  the 
Queen  lay  dead-  of  his  wounds,  the  King  wrote  thus  to  his 
wife : 

''  Madame,  you  know  probably  what  passed  the  day 
before  yesterday.  I  pity  the  dead,  and  regret  them.  My 
brothers  and  Ferdinand  are* well.  Prince  Louis  is  said  to 
be  wounded.    1  am  with  much  esteem,  etc.,  Frederick." 

The  poor  Queen,  who  had  never  enjoyed  anything  like 
tenderness  from  her  husband,  was  not  schooled  to  the 
point  of  receiving  such  a  letter  without  feeling  the  cruel 
hardness  of  it.  The  Ferdinand  spoken  of  by  the  King 
was  another  brother  of  hers,  and  to  him  she  wrote  a  day 
or  two  after : 

"  I  am  accustomed  to  the  King's  manners ;  but  that 
does  not  prevent  me  from  being  sensible  of  them,  especially 
on  such  occasions,  when  one  of  my  brothers  has  ended  his 
life  in  his  service.     Such  manners  are  too  cruel." 

The  extreme  brevity  of  the  King's  letter  was  due,  in 
part,  to  the  pressing  nature  of  his  occupations  at  th3 
close  of  a  campaign.  A  few  days  after,  Avhen  he  had  more 
leisure,  he  wrote  in  a  tone  somewhat  kinder  and  more 
solacing  to  her  affectionate  heart: 

"  Madame,  I  deplore  the  death  of  your  brother.  Prince 
Albert ;  but  he  died  like  a  brave  man,  although  he  courted 
death  from  gaiety  of  heart  and  without  necessity.  Some- 
time ago,  I  notified  the  Duke,  your  father,  of  what  could 
not  fail  to  happen,  and  often  said  the  same  to  the  deceased 
Prince ;  but  he  only  followed  his  own  head,  and  I  wonder 
be  was  not  killed  a  lowg  ^^^^  ^'^^^   "^  "^^^^  Y^^i  Madame, 
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for  the  sorrow  which  it  is  natural  you  should  feel  at  the 
death  of  your  relations ;  but  these  are  events  for  which 
there  is  no  remedy.     1  am,  with  esteem,  etc.,  Frederick." 

This  was  a  little  better;  but  even  this  must  have 
wounded  and  chilled  the  sensibilities  of  a  woman  singu- 
larly devoted  to  her  family.  She  bore  her  lot,  however, 
with  great  patience ;  and,  as  she  advanced  in  years,  and 
her  character  matured,  she  became  a  much  more  presenta- 
ble and  interesting  person.  She  conquered,  at  length,  the 
King's  cordial  esteem,  and  the  letters  which  he  wrote  her 
in  their  old  age  are  often  in  a  very  affectionate  spirit. 
There  could  hardly  be  a  more  ill-assorted  pair  than  they 
were  ;  but  both  of  them,  notwithstanding  their  faults  and 
defects,  had  a  strong  sense  of  duty.  This  kept  them 
together.  The  longer  they  lived,  the  less  irksome  their 
union  became,  and  they  ended  in  cherishing  for  one 
another  a  genuine  and  great  regard. 

Frederick  died  in  1786,  aged  seventy-four.  In  his  will, 
after  making  an  unusually  liberal  allowance  for  his  wife's 
maintenance,  he  gave  as  a  reason  that  she  "  had  never 
caused  him  the  least  discontent,  and  that  her  incor- 
ruptible virtue  was  worthy  of  love  and  consideration." 
She  died  in  1797,  aged  sixty-four  years. 

During  the  eleven  years  of  her  widowhood,  she  had  to 
endure  the  anxieties  and  terrors  of  the  revolutionary 
period,  which  involv'ed  so  many  of  the  royal  houses  of 
Europe.  Those  events  disturbed  her  little.  She  passed 
much  of  her  time  in  works  of  benevolence,  and  wrote 
many  religious  tracts  for  circulation  among  the  poor. 
They  were  quite  in  the  style  of  our  "  Tracts,"  and  serve 
to  prove  the  infinite  absurdity  of  uniting  her  life  with 
that  of  the  most  pronounced  imbeliever  in  Europe. 
"  Reflections  for  Every  Day  of  the  Week,"  was  the  title 
of  one  of  her  very  brief  and  mild  compositions^  a.wd  ^\\^ 
wrote  one  Tract  expressly  to  quiet  the  aWta^  e.^\\a^^  V^ 
tbe  French  Revolution. 


XXII. 

THE  FLIGHT  OF  EUGfeNTE. 

THIS  lady,  formerly  styled  Empress  of  France,  and 
for  years  the  most  conspicuous  woman  in  Europe, 
is  now  (1888)  living  in  retirement  in  an  English  country 
house,  a  childless  widow.  Who  else  has  had  such  a 
career  as  she  ? 

She  was  born  in  Spain  m  1826,  in  the  province  of 
Granada,  the  picturesque  scenery  and  romantic  traditions 
of  which  the  pen  of  Irving  has  made  familiar.  Her 
father,  the  Count  de  Montijo  and  T^ba,  was  a  grandee  of 
Spain,  from  whom  she  inherited  many  titles  of  nobility. 
He  died  before  her  birth.  Her  mother,  JMaria  Manuela 
Kirkpatrick,  was  a  descendant  of  a  Scotch  family  of  the 
Roman  Catholic  faith,  who  emigrated  to  Spain  after  the 
fall  of  the  Stuarts. 

Her  childhood  was  passed  in  Madrid.     The  graceful 

self-possession  which   in   after  years   characterized  her 

demeanor  was  probably  due  to  her  early  drill  in  the  old 

Spanish  etiquette.     Washington  Irving,  who  was  then  i" 

Spain,  knew  her  motlicr  well,  and  was  a  frequent  visitor 

at  her  house,  wlicre  he  soon  made  friends  with  the  little 

Eugenie  and  her  beautiful  sisters,  Maria  and  Henriquetta. 

In  later  years,  when  she  was  amazing  Europe  with  the 

costliness  of  her  costumes  and  the  splendor  of  her  court, 

he  recalled  with  interest  and  amusement  the  many  times 

he  had  held  the  future  Empress  on  his  knee,  when  she 

was  an  alert,  dark-eyed  little  girl,  doubtless  very  happy 

to  be  entertained  with  such  stories  of  her  native  land  3< 

he  could  tell  her. 

C288) 


THE  FLIGHT  OF  EUGENIE.  28*3 

From  Madrid  she  was  sent  to  Toulouse,  and  afterwards  to 
Bristol  to  pursue  her  education.  When  she  left  school 
she  was  a  beautiful  and  accomplished  young  lady,  easy  in 
her  manners  and  fluent  in  conversation,  which  she  could 
parry  on  with  apparently  equal  ease  in  Spanish,  English, 
or  French..  She  possessed  more  than  the.  average  informa- 
tion, and  displayed  a  readiness  and  aptness  of  reply 
which  on  some  occasions  approached  the  brilliancy  of  wit. 
Her  beauty  was  striking  and  exceptional ;  her  form  slen- 
der and  perfectly  moulded;  her  complexion  brilliantly 
fair ;  her  black  eyes  large  and  expressive ;  her  hair  abund- 
ant and  of  a  rich  auburn  color.  It  is  not  surprising  that 
when  she  traveled  with  her  mother  she  became  success- 
ively the  belle  of  the  season  in  London,  Madrid,  and 
Paris. 

While  in  London  she  was  introduced  to  Louis  Napoleon, 
then  an  exile  from  France,  and  distinguished  chiefly  for 
the  absurd  and  disastrous  failure  of  his  first  attempt  to 
overthrow  the  government  of  Louis  Philippe.  In  1851 
she  met  him  again.  He  was  then  called  Napoleon  III, 
and  she  was  regarded  as  one  of  the  leaders  of  fashion  in 
Paris.  In  1853  he  communicated  to  the  Senate  his 
determination  to  marrv  her. 

"  I  come,  then,  gentlemen,"  he  said  in  the  document 
conveying  this  intelligence,  "to  say  to  France  that. I  have 
preferred  the  woman  whom  I  love,  and  whom  I  respect, 
to  one  who  is  unknown,  whose  alliance  would  have  advant- 
ages mingled  with  sacrifices." 

This  had  rather  a  taking  sound,  and,  in  truth,  the  man 
did  possess  a  small  literary  gift,  adapted  to  his  style  of 
public  falsehood.  It  was  a  purely  histrionic  style, 
designed  to  conceal  the  writer's  thought,  bilt  often  failing 
^  that  design.  Unfortunately  for  the  effect  of  these  fine 
^orda^upon  the  public,  it  was  surmised  at  the  time,  and  is 
^ow  known^  that  he  had  been  solicitiug  W\^  aXNSsm^^  q'I 
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several  royal  ladies,  whose  parents  had  in  turn  politelj 
but  firmly  declined  the  honor  of  having  him  for  a  son-in- 
law. 

He  was  married  to  Eugenie,  according  to  the  civil  form, 
on  the  twenty-seventh  day  of  January,  1853,  at  the  Tuil- 
eries.  On  the  next  day,  which  was  Sunday,  the  religious 
ceremony  took  place  at  N8tre  Dame,  with  every  circum- 
stance that  could  add  to  the  splendor  and  impressiveness 
of  the  spectacle.  The  bride  and  bridegroom  occupied  two 
magnificent  thrones  erected  before  the  high  altar.  It  was 
observed  that  Eugenie  betrayed  much  agitation  during 
the  progress  of  the  rite,  and  that  her  husband  endeavored 
to  reassure  her. 

If  the  duties  of  an  Empress  consist  in  dressing  fre- 
qucntlyi  in  behaving  graciously,  in  bestowing  picturesque 
charities,  in  giving  showy  entertainments,  and  in  nothing 
more — then  was  Eugdnie  a  model  empi'ess.  She  was 
fitted  by  nature  to  play  the  part  of  Lady  Bountiful  and 
dwell  in  the  House  Beautiful.  Her  first  act  was  in  charac- 
ter. The  city  of  Paris  voted  her  a  large  sum  for  the  pur- 
chase of  jewels :  she  accepted  the  money,  but  requested 
permission  to  devote  it  to  founding  an  institution  for  the 
education  of  young  girls  belonging  to  the  working  classes. 
She  further  bestowed  in  charity  twenty  thousand  dollars 
of  a  present  of  fifty  thousand  given  her  at  the  same  time 
by  her  husband  ;  and  her  "  reign  "  was  marked  by  many 
other  striking  gifts  to  charitable  and  scientific  objects. 

It  was  during  this  period  that  what  I  have  elsewhere 
called  "the  clothes  mania"  raged  throughout  Christen- 
dom. It  was  within  her  province  to  decide  what  fashions 
should  prevail  in  France,  in  Europe,  in  America,  in  parts 
of  Asia.  Sh9  might  have  claimed  the  privilege  of  intro- 
ducing taste,  elegance,  and  simplicity  in  dress.  Instead, 
she  aggravated  the  rule  of  cumbersome  extravagance. 

JTer  own  costumes  v^et^  oi  \)wi  \xx^'^\»  ^l^horate  con* 
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struction,  and  were  changed  with  a  frequency  that  was 
ludicrous.  She  displayed  three  of  four  dresses  in  the 
course  of  each  day,  and  even  the  most  expensive  were 
never  worn  more  than  twice.  Many  writers  derived  their 
income  from  describing  in  the  journals  of  the  day  these 
successive  "  creations  "  of  the  Paris  milliner  and  dress- 
maker. At  one  time  we  were  told  that  the  Empress 
wore  to  •  mass  a  blue  satin  trained  dress  trimmed  with 
Russian  sable,  and  a  bonnet  of  iris  velvet  adorned  with 
an  aigrette.  Again  it  was  recorded  that  an  evening  dress 
in  which  she  appeared  was  "  an  apricot  sjlk,  puffed  all 
round  the  bottom*with  apricot  tulle ;  flounces  worked  with 
silver,  fuchsia  pattern,  and  trimmed  with  Venetian  fringe 
of  white  silk.  Over  this  an  immense  train  of  white 
satin,  softened  by  apricot  tulle,  worked  with  silver  fuch- 
sias and  fringe  round  the  borders." 

Another  writer  called  attention  to  the  fact  that  the 
sentiment  of  her  attire  was  suited  to  the  occasion  upon 
which  it  was  worn.  Tlius  for  attending  a  council  of  min- 
isters, she  selected  a  robe  of  "a  grave,  reflecting  tone,  on 
which  hues  of  steel-gray  meet  rays  of  studious  brown, 
the  ensemble  being  burnished  armor."  She  accumulated 
a  collection  of  fans,  furs,  laces,  and  jewels  that  probably 
surpassed  any  other  in  existence. 

During  the  period  that  elapsed  between  her  marriage 
and  her  flight,  she  received  twenty  thousand  dollars  of 
piu  money  every  month,  and  this  sum  she  never  failed  to 
spend  to  the  last  cent.  The  example  which  she  set  was 
followed  only  too  willingly  by  many  women  of  France 
?nd  other  countries.  Never  in  modern  times  have  the 
f^sliions  been  more  elaborate,  extravagant,  and  senseless 
than  while  Eugenie  occupied  the  palaces  of  France^ 

During  this  portion  of  her  career  she  figured  in  many 
^enes  and  pageants  which  found  a  place  in  ^ouriv^lweL, 
Qef  visit*with  ber  husband  to  the  court  oi  Q,ueQii\.  'S^Xa^^ 

JS 
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ria  will  be  at  once  recalled,  as  well  as  the  visit  which  the 
Queen  and  Prince  Albert  made  to  Paris  in  return.  Both 
these  occasions  were  marked  by  expensive  festivities  and 
much  interchange  of  compliment.  At  the  opening  of  the 
Suez  Canal  in  1869,  she  was  present  in  the  yacht  VAigle, 
and  played  a  chief  part  in  the  celebration.  It  was  proba- 
bly at  this  time  that  she  acquired  the  friendship  of  M. 
dc  Lesseps,  who  in  her  hour  of  danger  proved  a  friend 
indeed.  The  Ai^le  formed  one  of  the  "  inauguration 
fleet "  of  forty-five  vessels,  and  took  the  lead  in  making 
the  passage  to  the  Red  Sea,  where,  with  the  Empress  on 
board,  it  arrived  on  the  twenty-second  of  November,  return- 
ing the  next  day  to  the  Mediterranean. 

Twice  during  the  absence  of  her  husband,  once  in 
1865,  while  he  was  in  Algeria,  and  again  in  1870,  during 
the  Franco-Prussian  War,  Eugenie  was  left  the  nominal 
head  of  the  state  with  the  title  of  Regent.  Her  political 
feelings  were  influenced  by  her  religion,  for  she  was 
a  Spanish  Catholic. 

In  the  struggle  which  ended  so  disastrously  for  herself 
and  her  family,  she  took  the  liveliest  interest,  and  it  is 
even  said  that  she  was  accustomed  to  refer  to  it  as  "  my 
war." 

The  last  four  weeks  of  her  abode  in  France,  Eugenie 
spent  at  the  Tuileries.  Of  those  days  of  confusion  and 
distress  the  public  has  recently  learned  many  details 
through  a  gentleman  who  was  at  that  period  an  attach^ 
of  an  important  personage  connected  with  the  court. 
Ilis  position  enabled  him  to  observe  all  that  took  place, 
and  he  was  afterwards  one  of  the  trusted  few  who  assisted 
the  empress  to  escape. 

The  series  of  defeats  which  culminated  in  Sedan  had 

already  begun,  and  a  proclamation  had  appeared  declar- 

ing  Paris  in  a  state  of  siege.     Still  Eugenie  was  hopeful 

She  thought  "  witVv  a  \^Af  %  Tom^wMv:.  \Aftaja  about  milv 
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tary  possibilities,"  says  the  narrator,  "that  everything 
could  be  retrieved  by  a  grand  coupP  She  was  by  no 
means  afraid  to  criticize,  and  expressed  her  opinion  of 
certain  generals  with  great  freedom,  placing  all  her  faith 
in  Marshal  Bazaine.  The  minister  of  war.  Count  de 
Palikao,  concealed  from  her  the  gravity  of  the  situation, 
and  kept  from  her  all  the  disagreeable  news  that  he 
could.  But  it  was  soon  observed  that  her  husband's  sec- 
retary busied  himself  in  collecting  the  most  important 
papers  of  his  office  as  if  for  removal,  and  not  long  after- 
ward her  friends  advised  her  to  collect  her  own  valuables 
and  prepare  for  departure. 

Upon  hearing  this  her  confidence  forsook  her,  and  she 
was  seized  with  terror.  She  feared  a  revolution ;  she 
feared  being  murdered  at  midnight  by  a  mob.  Her  mind 
ran  continually  upon  that  terrible  night  when  the  mob  of 

> 

Paris  went  to  Versailles  to  fetch  the  King  and  Queen, 
and  when  several  of  the  guard  were  killed  in  protecting 
Marie  Antoinette.  She  seemed  at  one  time  resolved  upon 
having  Gambetta  and  other  Republican  leaders  arrested ; 
yet  when  her  friends  wished  the  scheme  to  be  carried 
into  execution,  she  would  permit  nothing  to  be  done. 
She  passed  her  time  in  suspense,  vacillation,  and  dread. 

"  In  a  fortnight,"  records  the  observant  attach^,  *'  Her 
fair  face  became  haggard,  and  streaks  of  silver  showed 
themselves  in  her  hair." 

Meanwhile  she  was  obliged  as  usual  to  give  audiences 
and  hold  receptions,  and  to  conduct  herself  as  if  all  was 
going  well.  Once  again,  too,  her  hopes  were  raised  by  a 
despatch  announcing  as  a  victory  an  engagement  which 
really  resulted  in  defeat.  On  this  occasion  she  was  sc 
overcome  with  joy  that  she  ran  from  her  apartments  to  the 
guard-room,  and  appeared  suddenly  among  the  soldiers  who 
were  lying  upon  camp-beds  smoking  or  playliv^  e.^"t4&^ 
waving  the  telegram  in  her  hand  and  crymg. 
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"  The  Prugsians  are  beaten ! " 

Court  etiquette  and  the  rules  of  audience  were  insensi- 
bly relaxed,  and  strange  visitors  were  admitted  to  the 
Tuileries.  Eugdnie  found  herself  besieged  bj  men  deter- 
mined to  bully  or  coax  her  into  giving  countenance  to 
their  plans  for  a  new  campaign,  new  implements  of  war, 
new  policy,  or  new  oflScials — the  latter  represented  by 
themselves.  The  servants  of  the  palace,  too,  perceived 
their  opportunity  and  did  not  let  it  slip.  Many  absconded, 
carrying  away  with  them  valuable  bronzes,  statuettes,  and 
articles  of  clothing ;  others  invited  their  friends  and  held 
feasts  in  the  kitchen.  Once,  owing  to  their  carelessness, 
a  lunch  set  out  for  the  Empress  was  devoured  by  a  crowd 
of  people  awaiting  audience,  who  swooped  down  upon  it 
from  a  neighboring  ante-chamber. 

At  last  came  the  news  of  her  husband's  surrender  at 
Sedan.  Eug6nie  was  up  all  night ;  council  after  council 
was  held,  as  new  reports  and  scraps  of  information 
arrived.  Finally,  at  five  o'clock  in  the  morning,  it  was 
decided  that  she  should  ride  on  horseback  through  tlio 
streets  of  Paris,  and  herself  proclaim  to  the  unpopular 
Legislature  its  dissolution.  This  resolution,  however, 
was  never  carried  into  effect,  for  lack  of  a  riding  dress ! 
A  j)lain  black  habit  with  the  cross  of  the  Legion  of  Honor 
pinned  upon  her  breast  was  what  she  had  made  up  licr 
mind  to  wear,  but  among  the  three  hundred  dresses  then 
hanging  on  their  pegs  in  the  Tuileries,  there  was  only  one 
riding  habit  to  be  found,  and  that  was  neither  black  nor 
plain.  It  was  a  dress  of  gorgeous  green,  embroidered 
with  gold,  and  designed  to  be  worn  with  a  three-cornered 
Louis  XV  hat — the  costume  of  the  imperial  hunt  at 
Fontainebleau.  This  was  pronounced,  with  evident 
justice,  to  be  too  theatrical,  and  the  enterprise  was  con- 
Bcquently  relinquished. 

Upon  tlie  fcurth  oi  Se\)\.cim\iCix ,  N\\^  xsi^  ^-ciVswj,  feared 


THE   FLIGHT  OP  EUGENIE.  295 

at  length  made  its  appearance.  But  it  was  not  .a  mob 
such  as  had  threatened  Marie  Antoinette;  it  was  not 
bloodthirsty ;  it  was  not  violent ;  the  spirit  of  destruction 
latent  in  it  was  not  aroused.  It  advanced  slowly,  over- 
flowing from  the  streets  and  squares  where  it  had  been 
gathering  all  the  morning,  into  the  beautiful  gardens  of 
the  Tuileries,  and  dividing  into  two  parts,  streamed  down 
upon  the  palace  itself.  Eugenie,  standing  behind  a 
curtain  in  the  drawing-room,  viewed  its  approach  through 
an  opera-glass,  and  remarked  with  sorrow  iand  surprise 
that  it  was  apparently  led  by  M.  Victorien  Sardou,  the 
great  dramq,tist.  This  gentleman  had  indeed  placed  him- 
self at  its  head,  but  only  that  he  might  control  it,  and  it 
was  largely  owing  to  him  that  the  building  was  not  sacked 
when  it  finally  fell  into  the  hands  of  the  populace. 

"  At  twenty  minutes  past  two,"  says  the  writer  of  the 
article  in  Temple  Bar  to  which  I  have  referred,  "  Signor 
Nigra,  the  Italian  ambassador,  passed  through  the  white 
drawing-room  with   a  rather  jolly   air  on  his  face,  as 
though  nothing  were  happening.     'What  news?'  asked 
somebody.     'Mais  rieuj    he  answered  cheerfully,  and 
strode  off,  erect  and  long-legged,  into  the  Empress's  rooms. 
He  had  come  to  tell  the  Empress  that  it  was  time  to  fly. 
Her  fortitude  forsook  her  at  this  during  a  few  seconds, 
and  she  could  not  articulate,  but  she  made  a  sign  that  she 
wished  to  show  herself  to  those  who  had  stood  by  her 
faithfully  to  the  last.    The  door  of  the  white  drawing- 
room  was  thrown  open,  and  the  Empress  appeared  for  a 
moment  on  the  threshold — an    inexpressibly   touching 
little  figure  in  her  simple  black  dress  and  white  collar. 
She  made  a  curtesy  and  waved  her  hand,  trying  hard  to 
smile,  while  many — not  all  of  them  women — were  sobbing 
aloud.    Then,  with   gentle  persuasion.  Prince  Richard 
Mettemich,  the  Austrian  ambassador,  drew  her  b^^k  wkA 
^e  door  was  closed  again." 
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A  cab  was  waiting  on  the  Quai  du  Louvre,  with  the 
Emperor's  master  of  horse,  disguised  as  a  coachman,  upoa 
the  box  and  a  fast  trotting-horse  between  the  shafts. 
Soon  Eugenie  and  her  lady-in-waiting,  Madame  Carette, 
approached  it,  both  veiled  and  escorted  by  Signer  Nigra^ 
Prince  Metternich,  and  M.  Ferdinand  de  Lesseps.  Just 
as  Eugenie  was  entering  it  a  street  boy  recognized  her 
and  shouted,  "Tliere  is  the  Empress!"  But  M.  de 
Lesseps,  with  ready  presence  of  mind  turned  promptly 
upon  the  astonished  lad  and  gave  him  a  ^ick,  exclaiming: 

"  Ah,  you're  crying  '  Vive  VEmpereur  arc  you  ?  That 
will  teach  you ! " 

Tliese  words  at  once  directed  the  feeling  of  the 
bystanders  against  the  boy,  and  meanwhile  the  Empress 
was  driven  away.  As  she  departed,  she  was  obliged  to 
pass  by  a  crowd  of  over  a  thousand  persons  who  were 
making  violent  outcries  against  the  Emperor  and  herself. 
Her  destination  was  the  house  of  her  American  dentist, 
Dr.  Evans,  where  she  passed  the  night.  Next  morning 
he  drove  her  out  of  Paris  in  an  open  phaeton,  and  accom- 
panied her  to  Belgium,  but  not  finding  any  safe  oppor- 
tunity to  embark  thence  for  England,  he  soon  returned 
with  her  to  Trouville,  in  France. 

In  the  harbor  of  Trouville  there  was  then  lying  a  little 
English  yacht  of  forty-two  tons,  named  the  "  Gazelle;' 
the  property  of  Sir  John  Burgoync.  It  was  determined 
by  Dr.  Evans  that  if  possible  the  Empress  should  be  con- 
veyed to  England  in  this  vessel,  and  on  September  sixth 
he  went  on  board  of  her,  accompanied  by  his  nephew,  ^^ 
confer  with  her  owner.  Sir  John  Burgoync  would  not  at 
first  believe  that  Eugdnie  was  indeed  in  Trouville,  and 
laughingly  told  the  two  Americans  that  he  was  not  to  be 
fooled  by  a  pair  of  Yankees  ;  then,  observing  their  agita* 
tioji,  he  became  mot^  ^mow^  and  requested  them  to 
descend  into  tlicca\im«Lii3L\,«\>L^3a^m^\Xfcxw^x^t^ 
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Burgoyne.  It  so  happened  that  she  was  well  acquainted 
«rith  Paris  and  knew  that  Dr.  Evans  was  a  fashionable 
lentist,  patronized  by  the  court ;  she  therefore  placed 
Faith  in  his  story  and  at  once  stated  her  desire  to  be  of 
service,  if  possible,  to  the  unfortunate  Eugenie.  The 
details  of  her  embarkation  were  then  arranged  with  Sir 
John,  aftd  the  gentlemen  left  the  yacht. 

Soon  after  their  departure  a  French  police  spy  came  on 
board  and  searched  the  vessel  thoroughly,  but  found 
nothing  suspicious.  It  was  never  knowu  what  informa- 
tion led  him  to  make  the  search. 

A  httle  before  midnight  Eugenie,  accompanied  by 
Madame  Lebreton,  left  the  furnished  apartments  provided 
for  her  by  Dr.  Evans,  where,  at  his  suggestion,  she  had 
been  passed  off  as  an  insane  lady,  traveling  to  England 
onder  his  charge  and  that  of  an  attendant.  Escorted  by 
the  faithful  doctor  the  two  ladies,  closely  veiled,  proceeded 
^  the  dock.  Sir  John  Burgoyne's  entry  in  the  log  of 
-be "  Gazelle  "  describes  their  meeting  as  follows : 

**  Went  on  to  the  quay  and  met  shortly  afterwards  two 
adies  walking  together,  with  a  gentleman  who  carried  a 
^ag  after  them.  One  of  the  ladies  came  up  to  me  and 
^aid, '  I  believe  you  are  the  English  gentleman  who  will 
ake  me  to  England.  I  am  the  Empress.'  She  then 
Jurst  into  tears,  and  I  told  her  my  name  and  offered  her 
^y  arm,  which  she  took,  and  walked  on  board  the 
Gazelle,'  where  I  presented  Lady  Burgoyne  to  her.  She 
it  once  asked  for  newspaper?  and  begged  Lady  Burgoyne 
^  give  her  tidings  of  the  Emperor  and  the  Prince 
•mpcrial." 

Fortunately,  there  were  on  board  papers  irom  which  she 
learned  of  the  safety  of  her  son,  who  had  pjone  to  Eng- 
^lid,  as  well  as  further  details  of  the  surrender  of  Sedan, 
^^  subsequent  revolution,  and  the  flight  of  the  various 
^^taries  of  the  state.     Lady  Burgoyne  Aivi^^  V« 
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every  kindness,  and  listened  with  the  deepest  interest  and 
sympathy  to  her  account  of  her  last  days  in  the  Tuil- 
eries  and  her  escape  from  Paris,  In.  telling  the  story 
Kug^»nie  frequently  gave  way  to  tears,  but  assured  her 
hostess  that  she  now  felt  herself  perfectly  safe,  as  she 
was  under  the  protection  of  Englishmen;  indeed,  she 
imagined  herself  safer  than  at  that  moment  she  really  ' 
was.  At  a  quarter  to  two  in  the  morning  Sir  John,  who 
had  been  on  shore,  returned  to  the  yacht  and  entered  in 
the  log-book : 

"  Mob  at  the  caf6s  began  making  great  noise,  singing 
the  *  Marseillaise.'  Woke  up  men  and  got  ready  to  slip. 
Went  myself  to  the  cafds  and  found  dininken  Mohilen.^^ 

Tlio  outcries  of  these  demoralized  soldiers  against  the 
Emperor  and  Empress  were  so  violent  that  Sir  John, 
remembering  the  visit  of  the  French  spy,  considered  an 
attack  upon  the  yacht  quite  within  the  limits  of  possi- 
bility, lie  therefore  thought  it  best  to  tell  his  crew  the 
name  of  the  lady  he  had  taken  on  board,  and  added  that 
they  might  be  called  upon  to  defend  her,  which  they  at 
once  expressed  their  willingness  to  do.  No  attack  was 
made,  however,  and  at  the  break  of  dawn  the  "  Gazelle" 
prepared  for  sea. 

The  jiight  had  been  black  and  stormy.  It  had  proved 
fatal,  as  was  afterwards  learned,  to  the  man-of-war 
"  Captain,"  the  most  powerful  fighting  ship  in  the  British 
navy,  connnanded  by  Sir  John's  cousin,  which  went  down 
witl)  all  on  board.  Nor  did  the  morning  promise  better 
weather — squally,  with  ragged  clouds  flying  across  the 
sky,  and  a  high  sea;  a  bad  day  for  the  little  cutter. 
Nevertheless,  a  hour  or  two  later  she  sailed,  and  Sir  Jolin 
entered  in  the  log-book  : 

"  At  7.30  discharged  pilot;  set  mainsail  and  spinnaker 
aj)d  second  jib  (topsail  housed).     Wind   fresh.     Heavy 
ground  swell.     Heavy  xam  vu\vi  NiXmV.    Hove  patent  log 
at  8  A.M.     At  9  wind  ir^«X\^w^^'' 
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Poor  Eugenie,  who  had  been  at  length  persuaded  to  lie 
down  and  take  some  rest,  was  soon  rudely  awakened. 
The  wind  rose  until  it  blew  a  gale;  the  sea  became 
rougher  and  rougher ;  at  noon  a  heavy  squall  burst,  carry- 
ing away  the  spinnaker  boom,  and,  a  few  minutes  later, 
the  wind  veered  suddenly,  and  the  little  yacht  with  sails 
close-reefed,  prepared  to  beat  slowly  to  windward.  At 
half -past  five  the  Isle  of  Wight  was  sighted  ;  and  at  half- 
past  seven,  the  log  records:  "Made  but  little  way.  Sea 
too  heavy  for  yacht.  Took  another  reef  in  sail  and  triced 
up  tack.  Yacht  behaving  splendidly.  Tacking  fre- 
quently ;  all  hands  on  deck ,  and  frequent  thunder- 
showers." 

There  are  no  further  entries  in  the  log  until,  the  vessel 
anchored  off  Ryde  at  half-past  two  in  the  morning.  But, 
during  the  night,  the  storm  became  a  tempest,  masses 
of  water  fell  upon  the  deck  with  loud  and  terrifying 
sounds,  and  the  little  cutter  was  pitched  from  one 
great  wave  to  another.  It  was  a  night  of  peril  and 
horror,  and  many  times  Eugenie  gave  up  all  hopes,  and 
expected  to  find  her  grave  at  the  bottom  of  the  English 
Channel  before  morning.  She  bore  herself,  however, 
with  coolness  and  courage,  and  drew  some  comfort  from 
the  calm  and  matter-of-fact  demeanor  of  Lady  Burgoyne, 
which  excited  her  wonder  and  admiration.  Once,  when, 
as  Madame  Lebreton'  expressed  it,  "  All  cracked  around 
us,"  she  observed  that  she  had  just  passed  through  a 
worse  storm  in  Paris. 

But  at  length  the  danger  was  passed,  and  at  three  in 
the  morning  a  breakfast  was  served  in  the  cabin  of  the 
yacht,  at  which  Eugenie  was  quite  cheerful  and  at  times 
even  gay,  making  a  joke  out  of  many  things  which  some 
hours  before  had  seemed  to  her  shocking  and  even  terri- 
ble. Her  health  was  drunk  in  champagne,  and  she 
returned  thanks  in  a  little  informal  speecYv,  W\^i,\sv>.\»  i\5^ 
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of  gratitude  to  Sir  John  and  Lady  Burgoyne.  She  also 
expressed  a  desire  to  present  some  little  token  of  remem- 
brance to  the  crew  of  the  yacht,  who  were  accordingly 
summoned  to  meet  her  in  the  cabin,  where  each  man 
received  from  her  hand  a  Napoleon,  and  acknowledged 
the  gift  with  an  "  I  thank  you  very  much,"  spoken  in 
English.  The  coins  were  afterwards  punched  and  worn 
by  the  sailors  as  mementoes. 

At  half-past  seven  in  the  morning,  accompanied  by 
Sir  John  Burgoyne,  she  left  the  yacht  and  went  to  a 
hotel,  whence  she  departed  Jiext  day  for  Brighton.  She 
was  attired,  when  she  landed  in  England,  entirely  in 
•clothes  borrowed  from  Lady  Burgoyne,  since  she  had 
brought  with  her  but  a  small  traveling  bag,  and  her  own 
garments  were  ruined  by  storm  and  travel.  She  remained 
for  a  short  time  unknown.  Indeed,  when  Sir  John 
communicated  to  Lord  Granville  the  circumstances  of  her 
arrival,  he  received  a  polite  reply  to  his  letter,  in  which 
Lord  Granville  inquired  if  he  was  sure  he  had  not  been 
imposed  upon. 

When,  however,  the  truth  was  proved  beyond  dispute, 
and  Eugenie  quitted  her  incognita,  she  was  kindly  wel- 
comed by  Queen  Victoria  and  the  royal  family,  and  the 
beautiful  country  residence  of  Camden  House,  Chisel- 
hurst,  was  placed  at  her  disposal.  Here  she  was  joined 
by  her  son,  and  later  by  her  husbaAd,  and  here  Sir  John 
and  Lady  Burgoyne  were  soon  invited  to  visit  her  and 
receive  the  thanks  of  the  family. 

Louis  Napoleon  passed  the  remaining  years  of  his  life 
at  this  j)lacc,  living  quietly  and  chiefly  occupied  in  writ- 
ing and  in  [)lanning  the  recovery  of  his  power.  He  died 
in  1873.  All  the  hopes  and  affections  of  his  widow  then 
centred  in  her  son,  called  by  some  the  Prince  Imperial' 
In  the  year  1866  he  had  been  ofBcially  associated  with  his 
father  in  imperial  power,    li.^  \n^  VWw  Qvxly  ten  years  oW> 
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sweet  and  gentle  child,  with  more  likeness  to  his  mother 
ban  to  his  father.  On  that  occasion  the  throne-room  of 
be  Louvre  was  crowded  with  the  great  officers  of  state,  of 
be  army,  and  of  the  imperial  household,  who  made  their 
beisance  to  the  child.  Five  years  latQr  he  was  a  cadet  in 
lie  English  military  school  at  Woolwich.  There  he  was 
tudious  and  virtuous,  and  seemed  oppressed  with  his  im- 
erial  birth  and  destiny.  He  was  a  Napoleon — he  might 
et  be  an  Emperor,  When  he  reached  manhood,  still  frail 
nd  delicate,  yet  with  a  determined  spirit  in  a  gentle  soul, 
»e  longed  for  an  opportunity  to  prove  that  he  too  belonged 
fy  a  race  of  heroes.  He  longed  to  practice  that  game  of  war 
«^liich  he  had  studied.  He  could  not  do  so  in  Europe — he 
ould  not  enlist  in  the  army  of  France,  for  its  government 
^'ould  not  allow  him,  and  he  dared  not  fight  against  the  flag 
'^liich  represented  his  country. 

But  afar  in  Africa  there  was  a  war  against  savages,  and  in 
t  he  found  his  opportunity,  Hjs  feelings  are  shown  in  some 
fitters  which  have  been  published:  "I  desire  to  dispel  the 
loubts  which  have  on  some  occasions  been  manifested  con- 
^rning  the  energy  of  my  will.  .  .  .  When  one  belongs  to 
I  race  of  warriors,  it  is  only  with  the  steel  in  your  hand  that 
'Oil  can  prove  what  you  are.^'  So  the  little  Prince,  with 
oul  too  great  for  his  delicate  body,  went  forth  to  meet  his 
Jite — so  different  from  his  dreams.  Lord  Chelmsford,  the 
English  commander,  was  charged  to  take  special  care  of  the 
adventurous  knight.  Nobody  believed  that  there  was  any 
'fial  danger.  But  in  his  first  encounter  with  the  Zulus,  the 
Prince  was  separated  from  his  companions,  and  fell  under 
^^  spears  of  the  ruthless  savages.  He,  the  least  warlike  of 
he  Bonaparte  family  which  had  deluged  Europe  with 
^lood,  was  the  only  one  to  fall  on  the  field  of  battle.  His 
'^ill  shows  how  difficult  it  is  for  a  family  that  has  once 
^sted  power  to  accept  the  common  lot,  or  even  to  UeliftM^ 
*at  the/  are  uanecessary. 
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"I  have  no  need,"  he  says,  "to  recommend  to  my 
mother  to  neglect  nothing  in  order  to  defend  the  memory 
of  my  great-uncle  and  of  my  father.  I  beg  her  to  remem- 
ber that  as  long  as  there  shall  be  Bonapartists,  the  impe- 
rial cause  will  have  repreeentatives.  The  duties  of  our 
house  toward  the  country  will  not  cease  with  my  life." 

To  defend  the  memory  of  either  Napoleon,  after  the 
light  thrown  of  late  years  upon  their  career,  might 
perhaps  be  diCBcult. 

Eugenie's  willingness  to  marry  the  usurper  and  share 
the  plunder  of  France,  can  be  forgiven  only  because  it  is 
so  plain  that  she  :*inderstood  nothing  of  the  situation 
She  enjoyed  the  fruits  of  a  crime,  but  she  was  not  herself 
depraved.      Looking  back  upon  her  career  we  can  say 
that,  if  she  never  rose  to  be  anything  better,  she  was 
never  anything  worse  than  a  woman  of  fashion  with  her 
hand  in  the  treasury  of  a  nation.     There  was  seldom  a 
day  in  what  is  called  "  the  reign "  of  Louis  Napoleon 
when  cither  he  or  she  felt  secure  in  their  position.    Both 
did  what  they  could  to  make  themselves  less  unsafe.    He 
penned   histrionic  papers;    she  changed  her  dress  four 
times  a  day. 

To  whom  shall  this  shadow  of  a  kingly  crown  descend? 
Napoleon  III.  had  not  been  long  on  the  throne  when  the 
French  Senate  declared  his  cousin,  the  son  of  Jerome,  King 
of  Westphalia,  his  heir,  and  though  the  subsequent  birth  oi 
the  Prince  Imperial  deferred  this  claim,  it  did  not  in  the 
feelings  of  the  Bonapartists  destroy  it.  But  that  Prince 
Napoleon,  who  by  way  of  distinction  is  generally  called 
prince  Jerome,  from  his  father's  name,  afterwards  grievously 
offended  the  Emperor  by  some  republican  speeches.  He 
was  in  fact  an  excellent  orator,  but  very  indolent,  a  man  oi 
talk  and  not  of  deeds,  as  the  witty  Parisians  indicated  by  h'^ 
nickname  Plon-Plon.  The  Emperor,  who  was  in  Alger'^ 
when  the  Prince  made  some  \iQ\^  \i\XRra.uQe8  in  Corsica^ 
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caused  the  official  newspaper  to  publish  a  rebuke.  Imme- 
diately the  Prince  resigned  all  his  offices  and  honors,  though 
he  still  retained  his  life-membership  in  the  Senate,  where  he 
made  severe  comments  on  the  administration  of  affiiirs. 
The  coldness  between  the  Emperor  and  his  shrewd  but  lazy 
cousin  continued  to  the  end.  The  Prince  Imperial,  in  the 
will  already  mentioned,  passed  over  his  uncle  Plon-Plon, 
and  declared  Plon-Plon's  eldest  son  Victor  the  head  of  the 
party  and  heir  to  the  Imperial  pretensions.  Prince  Jerome, 
however,  quietly  ignored  this  will,  and  declared  himself 
head  of  the  family,  but  refused  to  become  an  Imperial  pre- 
tender. For  a  few  days  in  1883  it  seemed  as  if  he  were 
about  to  renew  the  claim  to  the  leadership  of  France,  and 
the  Republican  government  put  him  in  prison,  where  his 
unusual  ardor  soon  cooled. 


XXIIL 

CAROLINE  HERSCHEL. 

IS  there  anything  favorable  to  longevity  in  the  study  of 
Astronomy  ?  Two  ladies  in  recent  times  have  attained 
universal  celebrity  for  their  knowledge  of  the  heavenly 
bodies,  Caroline  Herschel  and  Mrs.  Somerville,  both  of 
whom  lived  to  an  extraordinary  age.  Mrs.  Somerville 
died  at  ninety -two,  and  Miss  Herschel  at  ninety-eight: 
and  both  of  tliem  appear  to  have  had  lives  as  happy  as 
they  were  long. 

Imagine  Caroline  Herschel,  first  of  all,  as  a  very  little 
German  girl,  seven  years  of  age,  living  at  Hanover  in  her 
father's  house,  with  plenty  of  brothers  and  sisters  about 
her.  Her  father  was  a  musician  and  brouglit  up  all  his 
children  to  music.  It  appears  to  have  been  a  musical  race, 
for  we  hear  of  a  good  many  Ilerschels,  musicians,  in  anJ 
about  the  courts  of  George  the  Second  and  Georpjc  the 
Third,  kings  of  Hanover  and  England.  She  grew  up, 
then,  in  an  atmosphere  of  music ;  and,  about  the  time  of 
her  birth,  her  brother  William,  a  boy  of  fourteen,  obtained 
the  appointment  of  flageolet  player  in  the  kings  own 
band — a  joyful  event,  doubtless,  in  the  poor  musician's 
large  family. 

But  Caroline  is  seven  years  of  age,  and  an  event  is 
about  to  take  place  in  the  household  the  opposite  of  joyful- 
Her  brother,  William,  a  youth  now  of  nineteen,  is  going 
to  England,  in  quest  of  better  fortune.  He  departs,  and 
the  affairs  of  the  family  resume  tlieir  usual  course.  W' 
tcrs  arrive,  from  time  to  time,  from  the  adventurer  ^ 
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England  relating  his  good  and  ill  fortune,  and  meanwhile 

Caroline  grows  up  to  womanhood.  She  is  twjenty-two 
years  of  age,  when  word  comes  from  her  brother  that  he 
is  wfll  established  at  Bath  as  organist  and  music-master, 
and  that  he  would  gladly  have  his  sister  come  to  him  and 
preside  over  his  home. 

She  joins  him  at  Bath,  then  in  the  full  tide  of  its  pros- 
perity as  a  fashionable  watering-place.  Her  brother,  as  I 
have  before  related,  shared  this  prosperity,  played  the 
organ  at  a  church,  gave  lessons  and  concerts,  and  had 
some  leisure  left  for  reading  and  study.  Both  sister  and 
brother  became  enthusiastic  students  of  astronomy  through 
the  lectures  and  writings  of  Ferguson,  the  popular  astrono- 
mer of  that  day.  The  brother  makes  a  telescope  for 
himself;  makes  another;  succeeds  very  happily ;  makes 
dozens  and  scores  of  telescopes ;  and  among  others,  makes 
one  for  his  sister,  Caroline,  with  which  she  begins  to 
scrutinize  the  heavens.  She  discovers  a  comet,  to  her 
great  delight.  This  success  leads  her  to  sweep  the  whole 
heavens  in  search  of  comets,  and  by  the  time  she  had 
reached  middle  life  she  had  discovered  eight,  five  of 
which  had  never  before  been  observed. 

Meanwhile  her  brother,  from  making  telescopes  turns 
more  and  more  to  using  them,  and  becomes  the  most 
diligent,  resolute,  and  successful  observer  in  Europe  ;  dis- 
covers a  planet ;  becomes  famous  all  over  the  world  ; 
receives  a  pension  and  a  house  from  the  king  of  England; 
and*  brother  and  sister  go  to  live  in  the  house  near  Wind- 
sor, almost  in  the  shadow  of  Windsor  Castle,  the  king's 
own  abode.  There  is  not  a  happier  pair  in  the  world 
than  they,  for  it  seems  their  burning  zeal  for  astronomy 
^^i  much  embarrassed  their  affairs,  and  their  good  for- 
tune came  justjn  time  to  save  them  irorarwYw.  ^o^^^iX 
^«g«^  Madame  D'Arblay  says,  who  was  t\\eii  aA.\fi^^^^^» 
*^  court,  and  occasionally  visited  tbem. 
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"  Mr.  Herschel,"  she  says,  "  is  perfectly  unassuming, 
yet  openly  happy,  and  happy  in  the  success  of  those 
studies  which  would  render  a  mind  less  excellently  formed 
presumptuous  and  arrogant.  The  king  has  not  a  hajjpier 
subject  than  this  man,  who  owes  wholly  to  his  majesty  that 
lie  is  not  wretched  ;  for,  such  was  his  eagerness  to  quit  all 
other  pursuits  to  follow  astronomy  solely,  that  he  was  in 
danger  of  ruin,  when  his  great  and  uncommon  genius 
attracted  the  king's  patronage." 

Very  soon  Miss  Herschel  had  the  pleasure  of  showing 
her  comet  to  the  king  and  royal  family.  It  became, 
indeed,  a  common  thing  for  the  Herschels  to  be  invited 
to  the  castle  to  display  some  of  the  wonders  they  had 
discovered.  Madame  D'Arblay  once  was  asked  by  the 
princess  Augusta  to  go  into  the  garden  and  take  a  peep  at 
*'Miss  Herschel's  comet,"  and  she  gladly  accepted  the 
invitation. 

"  We  found  Mr.  Herschel  at  his  telescope,"  she  reports, 
"and  I  mounted  some  steps  to  look  through  it.  The 
comet  was  very  small,  and  had  nothing  grand  or  striking 
in  its  appearance ;  but  it  is  the  first  lady's  comet,  and  I 
was  very  desirous  to  see  it." 

The  same  interesting  diarist  describes  Caroline  Her- 
schel as  very  small  in  stature,  very  gentle  in  her  manners, 
perfectly  modest  as  to  her  acquirements,  as  well  as  frank 
and  ingenuous.  Her  manners  were  those  of  a  person 
unaccustomed  to  the  great  world,  not  at  all  afraid  of  it, 
yet  desirous  both  to  enjoy  and  return  its  good  will.  It 
was  as  though  she  had  said  to  the  princes  and  nobles 
who  came  to  her  house :  "  I  give  you  a  hearty  welcome. 
I  am  glad  to  see  you,  but  my  brother  and  my  telescope 
are  sufiicicnt  for  me." 

"  Are  you  still  comet  hunting,"  Madame  D'Arblay  asked, 
^^or  are  you  now  content  with  the  moon  ?" 
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'  I  have  charge  of  the  moon,"  said  Dr.  Herschel,  "  but 
ave  it  to  my  sister  to  sweep  the  heavens  for  comets." 
Jut  while  each  had  particular  and  favorite  objects,  they 
•ked  habitually  in  concert,  and  they  invented  a  mode 
doing  this  with  effect.  The  great  telescope  which  the 
g  enabled  Herschel  to  construct  was  set  up  in  the 
den  of  their  house.  When  the  night  was  favorable 
observations,  he  would  muffle  himself  up  in  warm 
hing  and  take  his  seat  at  the  mighty  instrument, 
ile  she  sat  in  the  nearest  room,  pen  in  hand,  to  record 
observations.  To  facilitate  the  business  they  had  a 
tern  of  signs  and  signals  of  such  a  nature  that  the 
ord  was  made  instantaneously  and  exactly,  he  having 
eye  at  the  telescope,  and  she  hers  upon  the  chronome- 
This  system  was  the  more  important,  as  in  England 
re  are  only  a  very  few  hours  in  a  month  when  good 
;ervation8  can  be  taken.  If  William  Herschel  was 
)  of  the  most  successful  of  astronomical  explorers  he 
ed  very  much  of  his  success  to  the  sympathy  and  the 
elligent  cooperation  of  his  sister  Caroline.  It  was  a 
nmon  occurrence  for  her  early  visitors  to  be  told  that 
fiss  Herschel  had  been  engaged  at  the  telescope  all 
lit  and  had  just  gone  to  bed." 

Kesides  assisting  to  produce  her  brother's  catalogue  of 
rs,  she  published  at  length  a  supplementary  catalogue 
her  own,  which  contained  five  hundred  and  sixty  stars 
:  previously  recorded  in  similar  works.  It  was  pub- 
led  at  the  expense  of  the  Royal  Society,  of  which  she 
s  afterwards  elected  a  member.  Mrs.  Somerville  and 
self  were  elected  members  on  the  same  day,  two  illua- 
>us  ladies,  the  first  of  their  sex  to  win  this  distinction. 
In  1822  her  brother  died,  leaving  one  son,  John,  aged 
rty-one.  She  was  then  seventy-two  years  of  age. 
311  after  the  death  of  her  brother  she  went  back  to  hci 
tive  Hanover,  where  she  Lived  for  the  rest  oi  \\^v  \Aa 
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On  licr  ninety-eighth  birthday,  she  was  still  in  the  enjoy. 
mcnt  of  her  mental  faculties  and  a  comfortable  degree 
of  health.  That  day  was  celebrated  at  Hanover  with 
dclat.  A  lady  who  lived  near  her,  wrote  to  her  English 
nephew,  Sir  John  Ilcrschel ; 

"  Upon  passing  her  door  I  first  saw  a  beautiful  and 
most  comfortable  velvet  arm-chair,  a  cake,  and  a  magnifi- 
cent noscgiiy  carried  up  to  her,  and  soon  after  met  the 
gracious  donor,  our  kind  crown-princess,  with  the  crown- 
prince  and  the  royal  child,  driving  to  her  house.  They 
staid  nearly  two  hours,  Miss  Herschel  conversing  with 
them  without  relaxation,  and  even  singing  to  them  a  com- 
position of  Sir  William  Ilcrschel,  'Suppose  we  sing  a 
catcli.'  The  king  sent  his  message  by  Countess  Grote. 
On  the  seventeenth  I  found  her  more  revived  than 
exhausted,  in  a  new  gown  and  smart  cap.  I  ran  over 
(since  writin<^  the  last  sentence)  to  ask  f or  Miss  Herschel's 
own  message,  before  I  send.  I  am  to  give  her  best  luvc 
to  her  dear  nephew,  niece,  and  the  children,  and  to  say 
that  she  often  wished  to  be  with  them,  often  felt  alone, 
did  not  (iiiite  like  old  age  with  its  weaknesses  and  infii'ini- 
ties,  but  that  she,  t(jo,  sometimes  laughed  at  the  world, 
liked  her  meals,  and  was  satisfied  with  (her  servant) 
Betty's  services." 

The  eh(?erful  old  lady  lived  ten  months  longer,  enjoy- 
ing life  to  her  last  day,  January  9,  1848.  She  suffered 
little  even  during  her  last  hours,  and  softly  breathed  ont 
her  life  without  an  effort.  Tlie  guns  seven  hours  before 
her  death  announced  the  birth  of  a  princess.  J^he 
opened  her  eyes  for  the  last  time,  recognized  the  ha]>i)y 
event,  fell  again  into  sleep,  and  so  passed  away.  Fe^v 
ladies  have  been  either  able  or  disposed  to  sing  a  song 
on  their  ninety-eighth  birthday. 
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CHARLOTTE  CUSHMAN,  i 

I  WAS  born  a  tomboy,"  wrote  Miss  Cushman  once. 
By  tomboy  she  meant  that  she  was  a  girl  who  pre* 
rred  boys'  plays,  and  had  boy's  faults.  She  did  not  care 
Luch  to  sew  upon  dolls'  clothes,  but  could  make  dolls' 
irniture  very  nicely  with  tools.  She  was  fond  of  climb- 
tg  trees,  and  it  was  a  custom  with  her  in  childhood  to 
2t  out  of  the  way  of  trouble  by  climbing  to  the  top  of  a 
I'll  tree.  In  short,  she  was  a  vigorous,  strong-limbed, 
^urageous  girl,  who  might  have  been  the  mother  of  heroes 

it  had  not  been  her  fortune  to  be  a  heroine  herself. 

Ill  1816,  when  she  was  born,  her  father  was  a  West 
iJia  merchant,  of  the  firm  of  Topliff  &  Cushman,  who 
^d  a  warehouse  on  Long  Wharf  in  Boston.     Her  father, 

the  age  of  thirteen,  was  a  poor  orphan  in  Plymouth, 
issachusetts,  though  a  lineal  descendant  of  Robert 
ishman,  one  of  the  pilgrim  fathers;  a  descendant,  too, 

other  Cushmans,  whose  honored  graves  I  have  seen 
On  Burial  Hill,  in  Plymouth.  Her  father  walked  to 
>'Ston  (thirty  miles  distant)  while  he  was  still  a  boy,  and 
cire,  by  industry  and  good  conduct,  saved  a  capital  upon 
Uch  he  entered  into  business  upon  his  own  account, 
iich  enabled  him  for  many  years  to  maintain  his  family 

comfort.  Many  a  time  Charlotte  played  the  tomboy  on 
>ng  Wharf,  in  and  out  of  her  father's  store,  climbing 
out  vessels,  and  getting  up  on  heaps  of  merchandise. 
Ice,  in  jumping  on  board  a  vessel,  she  fell  into  the  water, 
^d  was  only  rescued  from  drowning  by  ^ ^^^^^^^^s^  ^ ^\v^ 
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sprang  in  and  helped  her  out.  Her  deliverer  kept  on  his 
way,  and  siie  never  knew  who  he  was  until,  manj^  years 
later,  when  she  was  a  celebrated  actress,  a  respectable  old 
gentleman  called  upon  lier  and  told  her  that  he  was  the 
person,  and  how  honored  and  delighted  he  was  in  havlug 
becii  the  means  of  preserving  so  valuable  a  life. 

Two  things  may  be  said  of  all  true  artists.  One  is, 
that  the  germ  of  their  talent  can  be  discovered  in  one  or 
more  of  their  ancestors.  Another  is,  that  their  gift  mani- 
fests itself  in  very  early  childhood.  More  than  one  of 
her  ancestors  had  wonderful  powers  of  mimicry,  as  well 
as  well  as  a  happy  talent  for  reading  and  declamation. 
One  of  her  grandmothers  possessed  these  gifts.  While 
she  was  still  a  little  girl  Charlotte  had  a  remarkable  power 
of  mimicry.  Besides  catcliing  up  a  tune  after  once  hear- 
ing it,  she  unconsciously  imitated  the  tones,  gestures,  and 
expression  of  people  she  met;  and  this  talent  she  pre- 
served to  the  end  of  her  life,  greatly  to  the  amusement  of 
her  friends.  She  was  one  of  those  people  who  can  imitate 
the  drawing  of  a  cork,  and  give  a  lively  represenlation 
with  the  mouth,  of  a  hen  chased  about  a  barn -yard,  and 
being  finally  caught.  She  could  imitate  all  brogues  and 
all  kinds  of  voices. 

Born  in  Puritanic  Boston,  we  should  scarcely  expect  to 
find  such  a  talent  as.  this  nourished  and  cultivated  from 
her  youth  up.  But  so  it  was.  From  her  mother  she 
learned  to  sing  all  the  songs  of  the  day,  and  she  learned 
to  sing  them  with  taste  and  expression.  In  those  days 
almost  every  one  sang  a  song  or  two,  and  a  most  delight- 
ful  accomplishment  it  is.  If  ever  I  should  found  an 
academy  I  would  have  in  it  a  teacher  of  song-singing. 
Miss  Cushman  was  so  lucky,  too,  as  to  have  a  good  uncle 
— a  sea  captain— who  used  to  take  her  to  places  of  amnse- 
ment,  and  with  lum  she  saw  her  first  play,  Coriolanus, 
with  Macrcady  mt\\G  ^V\\\vi\>^ A  >^^t\.,    "^Vwi^w  many  of 
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the  noted  actors  and  actresses  of  that  time,  and  the  more 
frequently  because  her  uncle  was  one  of  the  stockholders 
of  the  old  Tremont  theatre.  Through  him,  too,  she 
became  acquainted  with  some  of  the  performers,  and  thus 
obtained  a  little  insight  into  the  world  behind  the  curtain. 

Everything  seems  to  nourish  a  marked  talent  in  a  child. 
One  day  at  school,  in  the  reading  class,  it  came  her  turn 
to  read  a  speech  from  Payne's  tragedy  of  Brutus.  Before 
that  day  she  had  been  bashful  about  reading  aloud  in 
school,  and  had  shown  no  ability  in  it  whatever.  When 
she  began  to  read  tliis  speech  her  tongue  seemed  to  be- 
suddenly  unloosed  ;  she  let  out  all  the  power  of  her  voice ; 
and  she  read  with  so  much  effect  that  the  teacher  told 
her  to  go  to  the  head  of  the  class.  Miss  Cushman  always 
assigned  the  birth  of  her  talent  to  the  moment  of  her 
reading  the  passage  from  Brutus.  The  talent  was  in  her 
before,  but  the  glow  of  that  speech  warmed  it  into  sudden 
development. 

After  the  war  of  1812,  commerce,  from  various  causes, 
declined  in  Boston;  large  numbers  of  merchants  with- 
drew their  capital  from  the  sea,  and  invested  it  in  manu- 
factures. Miss  Cushman's  father  was  one  of  those  who 
did  not  take  this  course,  and  when  she  was  thirteen  years 
of  age  he  failed,  and  she  was  obliged  to  think  of  prepar- 
ing to  earn  her  own  livelihood.  Charlotte's  gift  for  music 
suggested  the  scheme  of  her  becoming  a  music-teacher, 
and  to  this  end  she  studied  hard  for  two  vears  under  a 
very  good  master.  Wlien  she  was  about  sixteen  years  of 
age  the  famous  Mrs.  Wood  came  to  Boston  to  perform  in 
concert  and  opera,  and  while  there  inquired  for  a  con- 
tralto voice  to  accompany  her  in  some  duets.  Miss  Cush- 
man's name  was  mentioned  to  her,  and  this  led  to  a  trial 
of  the  young  gfrl's  voice.  Mrs.  Wood  was  astonished 
and  delighted  at  it,  and  told  her  that,  with  such  a  voice 
properly  cultivated,  a  brilliant  career  ^aa  a«>«>\3C£^A\R>\\^^' 
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After  singing  with  Mrs.  Wood  in  concerts  with  encourage 
iiig  success,  Miss  Cushman  appeared  at  Boston  as  the 
Couniess  in  Mozart's  Marriage  of  Figaro.  Received  bjr 
the  public  in  this  and  other  parts  with  favor,  she  seemed 
destined  to  fulfill  Mrs.  Wood's  prediction. 

But  a  few  months  after,  at  New  Orleans,  her  voice  sud- 
denly deteriorated,  and  she  was  obliged  to  attempt  the 
profession  of  an  actress.  She  made  her  first  appearance, 
while  still  little  more  than  a  girl, "  a  tall,  thin,  lanky  girl," 
as  she  describes  herself,  in  the  difRpult  part  of  Lady  Mac- 
beth. She  was  obliged  to  borrow  a  dress  in  which  to  per- 
form it,  and  she  played  the  part,  as  she  once  recorded, 
"  to  the  satisfaction  of  the  audience,  the  manager,  and 
the  company."  At  the  end  of  that  season  sh6  came  to 
New  York,  and,  by  dint  of  hard  work  and  earnest  study, 
she  gradually  became  the  great  and  powerful  artist  whom 
we  all  remember.  Ilcr  biography,  by  her  friend,  iliss 
Emma  Stebbins,  reveals  to  us  in  the  most  agreeable  man- 
ner the  secret  of  her  power  as  an  actress,  as  well  as  the 
secret  of  her  charm  as  a  woman.  Here  is  the  secret,  in 
in  her  own  words : 

"  How  many  there  are  who  have  a  horror  of  my  profes- 
sion !  Yet  I  dearly  love  the  very  hard- work,  the  very 
drudgery  of  it,  which  has  made  me  what  I  am.  Despise 
labor  of  any  kind !  I  honor  it,  and  only  despise  those 
who  do  not." 

I  will  copy  two  or  three  otlier  sentences  of  hers,  to 
show  what  a  wise  and  high-minded  lady  she  was : 

"  The  greatest  power  in  the  world  is  shown  in  conquest 
over  self." 

"  How  hard  it  would  be  to  die  if  we  had  all  the  joys 
and  happiness  that  we  could  desire  here  !  The  dews  of 
autumn  penetrate  into  the  leaves  and  prepare  them  for 
their  fall." 

''  We  cannot  bteak  a  \a^  ^i  ^V^xwijvl  justice,  however 
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ignorantly,  but  throughout  the  entire  universe  there  will 
be  a  jar  of  discord." 

•'  To  try  to  be  better  is  to  be  better." 

"  God  knows  liow  hard  I  have  striven  in  mj  time  to  be 
good,  and  true,  and  worthy.  God  knows  the  struggles  I 
have  had." 

''-  Art  is  an  absolute  mistress ;  she  will  not  be  coquetted 
with,  or  slighted ;  she  requires  entire  self-devotion,  and 
she  repays  with  grand  triumphs." 

But  the  best  thing  she  ever  wrote  or  said  in  her  life 
was  written  to  a  young  mother  rejoicing  in  the  glorious 
gift  of  a  child. 

"  No  artist  work,"  said  Miss  Cushman,  "  is  so  high,  so 
noble,  80  grand,  so  enduring,  so  important  for  all  time  as 
the  making  of  character  in  a  child.  No  statue,  no  paint- 
ing, no  acting,  can  reach  it,  and  it  embodies  each  and  all 
the  arts." 

That  is  truly  excellent,  and  is  a  truth  which  probably 
all  genuine  artists  have  felt ;  for  art  has  no  right  to  be, 
except  so  far  as  it  assists  the  best  of  all  arts — the  art  of 
livinii". 

I  remember  this  fine  actress  when  I  was  a  school-boy, 
at  liome  from  school,  and  she  was  a  member  of  the  com- 
pany of  the  old  Park  theatre  in  New  York,  acting  for 
twenty  dollars  a  week.  1  remember  her  playing  Goncril, 
in  King  Lear,  with  so  much  power  that  I  hated  her,  mak- 
ing no  distinction  between  her  and  the  part  she  played. 
New  York  was  a  very  provincial  place  then,  and  could 
not  give  prestige  to  any  artist,  and  therefore  it  was  not 
until  she  went  to  England,  and  electrified  the  Londoners 
with  her  powerful  acting,  that  slie  made  any  great  head- 
way in  the  world  ;  although  for  years  she  had  maintained 
her  mother,  and  been  the  mainstay  of  the  family.  In 
England  she  made  a  considerable  fortune,  which,  towards 
the  close  of  her  life,  was  much  increased  \\\\\cit  wxVSn^ 
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land.  She  was  always  glad,  in  the  days  of  her  prosperity, 
to  recall  the  period  of  poverty  and  anxiety  whicli  preceded 
her  great  success  in  England,  when  she  was  living  in  the 
vast,  strange  city  of  London,  with  no  companion  save  her 
faithful  maid,  Sallie  Mercer,  with  no  present  prospect  of 
an  engagement,  and  with  almost  no  money.  The  strictest, 
severest  economy  was  necessary ;  and  she  used  to  relate 
with  great  amusement  and  no  small  pride  the  ingenious 
shifts  to  which  she  and  Sallie  were  driven  in  matters  of 
housekeeping,  and  how  they  both  rejoiced  over  an  occa- 
sional invitation  to  dine  out.  Sallie  herself  bears  wit- 
ness to  their  straitened  circumstances. 

''  Miss  Cushman  lived  on  a  mutton-chop  a  day,"  she  once 
said,  "  and  I  always  bought  the  baker's  dozen  of  muffins 
for  the  sake  of  the  extra  one,  and  we  ate  them  all,  na 
matter  how  stale  they  were ;  and  we  never  suffered  from 
want  of  appetite  in  those  days." 

In  sfite  of  all  their  economics,  things  went  from  bad 
to  worse,  and  Miss  Cushman  was  actually  reduced  to  lier 
last  sovereign,  wlien  Mr.  Maddox,  the  manager  of  the 
Princess  Theatre,  came  to  secure  her.  Sallie,  the  devoted 
and  acute  (whom  Miss  Cusliman  had  first  engaged  on 
account  of  what  she  called  her  "  conscientious  eyebrows  "), 
was  on  the  look-out,  as  usual,  and  descried  him  walking 
up  and  down  the  street  ui)on  the  opposite  side  of  the 
way,  too  early  in  the  morning  for  a  call. 

''  He  is  anxious,"  said  Miss  Cusliman  joyfully,  when 
this  was  reported  to  her.    "  I  can  make  my  own  terms!" 

She  did  so,  and  her  d<5but  took  place  shortly  afterward, 
her  role  being  Bianca,  in  Milman's  tragedy  of  Fazio, 
Iler  success  was  cornj)lete  and  dazzling.  The  London 
Times  of  the  next  day  said  of  it : 

"  The  early  part  of   the   play  affords  no  criterion  of 

what  an  actress  can  do ;  but  from  the  instant  where  she 

suspects  that  her  \v\isW\\^'«»  ^^^qNa.q\\^  \sx^  ^^vering,  and 
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with  a  flash  of  horrible  enlightenment  exclaims,  ^  Fazio, 
thou  hast  seen  Aldobella  ! '     Miss  Cushman's  career  was 
certain.     The  variety  which  she  threw  into  the  dialogue 
with  her  husband — ^from  jealousy  dropping  back  into  ten- 
derness, from  hate  passing  to  love,  while  she  gave  an 
equal  intensity  to  each  successive  passion,  as  if  her  whole 
soul  were  for  the  moment  absorbed  in  that  only — was 
astonishing,  and  yet  she  always  seemed  to  feel  as  if  she 
had  not  done  enough.      Her   utterance   was  more   and 
more  earnest,  more  and  more  rapid,  as  if  she  hoped  the 
very  force  of  tlie  words  would  give  her  an  impetus.     The 
crowning  effort  was  the  supplication  to  Aldobella,  when 
the  wife,  falling  on  her  knees,  makes  the  greatest  sacrifice 
of  her  pride  to  save  the  man  she  has  destroyed.     Nothing 
could   exceed  the  deterjnination  with  which,  lifting  her 
clasped  hands,  she  urged  her  suit — making  offer  after 
offer  to  her  proud  rival,  as  if  she  could, not  give  too 
niuch  and  feared  to  reflect  on  the  value  of  her  conces- 
sions— till  at  last,  repelled  by  the  cold  marchioness  and 
-xhausted  by  her  own  passion,  she  sank  huddled  into  a 
^eap  at  her  feet." 

This  was  the  climax  of  the  play,  and  Miss  Cushman 
8^as  in  reality  so  overcome  by  the  tremendous  force  of 
^er  own  acting,  as  well  as  by  the  agitation  consequent 
^pon  the  occasion,  that  it  was  long  before  she  could 
duster  sufficient  strength  to  rise;  and  the  thunderous 
applause  which  burst  from  all  parts  of  the  house  was 
-ven  more  welcome  as  granting  her  a  breathing  space 
-lian  as  an  evidence  of  satisfaction.  When  at  last  sb.e 
slowly  rose  to  her  feet,  the  scene  was  one  which  she  could 
^€ver  afterward  recall  without  experiencing  a  thrill  of  the 
^Id  triumph.  The  audience  were  all  standing,  some 
Counted  upon  their  seats;  many  were  sobbing;  more 
^ere  cheering,  and  the  gentlemen  were  weaving  their  hata 
^d  the  ladies  their  handkerchiefs. 
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"  All  my  snccesscs  put  together  since  I  have  been  upon 
the  stage,"  she  wrote  home,  "  would  not  come  near  my 
success  ill  London,  and  I  only  wanted  some  one  of  you 
hero  to  enjoy  it  with  me,  to  make  it  complete." 

Slie  and  Sallic  were  no  longer  filled  with  gratitude  for 
a  chance  invitation  to  dinner.  Invitations  came  in  show- 
ers, and  they  were  overrun  with  visitors.  It  soon  became 
a  joke  tliat  Miss  Cnshman  was  never  in  a  room  with  less 
than  six  people.  She  sat  to  five  artists,  and  distinguished 
people  of  all  kinds  overwhelmed  her  with  attentions. 

"  I  hesitate  to  write  even  to  you,"  she  says  in  a  letter 
to  her  mother,  "  the  agreeable  and  complimentary  things 
that  are  said  and  done  to  me  here,  for  it  looks  monstrously 
like  boasting.  I  like  you  to  know  it,  but  I  hate  to  tell  it 
to  you  myself." 

After  a  splendid  career  of  success  on  both  sides  of  the 
Atlantic,  she^took  up  her  abode  at  Rome,  returning  occa- 
sionally to  her  native  land.  It  so  chanced  that  she  was 
obliged  to  resume  her  Roman  residence  soon  after  the 
war  broke  out,  and  she  deeply  lamented  that  she  was 
called  away  from  her  country  at  such  a  time.  But  she 
bore  her  share  in  the  struggle.  It  is  hard  to  imagiuL'  how 
she  could  have  been  spared  from  her  post  in  Rome,  where 
she  was  the  light  and  consolation  of  the  desponding  little 
American  colony.  In  the  darkest  days,  when  the  news 
from  home  was  of  defeat  following  defeat,  her  faith  never 
wavered  for  an  instant.  She  was  sure  the  Union  cause 
would  prove  victorious. 

Her  countrvnioii  in  the  citv  called  her  "  the  Sunbeam''; 
and  in  after  days  many  of  them  confessed  to  having 
walked  the  streets  again  and  again,  in  the  mere  hope  of 
meeting  her  and  getting  a  ])assing  word  of  cheer.  A  year 
before  tiiis,  in  London,  she  held  with  her  banker,  Jlr. 
Z\'abody,  a  little  conversation  which  perhaps  displays  her 
feeiijig  better  U\a\\  aw^Wvvw^  ^^^.    ^^  told  her  that  the 
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war  could  not  go  on ;  the  business  men  of  the  world 
would  not  allow  it. 

"  Mr.  Peabody,"  she  replied,  "  I  saw  that  first  Maine 
regiment  that  answered  to  Lincoln's  call  march  down 
State  Street  in  Boston  with  their  chins  in  the  air,  singing: 

*  John  Brown's  soul  is  marching  on/ 

and,  believe  me,,  this  war  will   not  end  till   slavery  is 
abolished,  whether  it  be  in  five  years  or  thirty." 

In  1862,  in  a  letter  from  Rome  written  when  news  of 
the  early  Union  successes  began  at  last  to  be  received,  she 
lets  us  perceive  how  sorely  this  high  confidence  had  been 
tried. 

"  It  has  been  so  hard,"  she  wrote,  "  amid  the  apparent 
successes  of  the  other  side,  the  defection,  the  weakness 
of  men  on  our  side,  the  willingness  of  even  the  best  to 
take  advantage  of  the  needs  of  the  government,  the 
ridicule  of  sympathizers  with  the  South  on  this  side,  the 
abuse  of  the  English  journals,  and  the  utter  impossibility 
of  beating  into  the  heads  of  individual  English  that  there 
could  be  no  right  in  the  seceding  party — all  has  been  so 
hard,  and  we  have  fought  so  valiantly  for  our  faith,  have 
so  tired  and  tried  ourselves  in  talking  and  showing  our 
belief,  that  when  the  news  came  day  after  day  of  our 
successes,  and  at  last  your  letter,  I  could  not  read  the 
account  aloud,  and  tears — hot  but  refreshing  tears  of  joy, 
fell  copiously  upon  the  page.  0, 1  am  too  thankful ;  and 
I  am  too  anxious  to  come  home!  ...  I  never  cared  half 
so  much  for  America  before  ;  but  I  feel  that  now  I  love 
it  dearly,  and  want  to  see  it  and  live  in  it." 

To  live  in  it  was  impossible  just  then,  but  the  long- 
ing to  see  it  became  too  strong  to  be  resisted.  She 
resolved  to  return  at  least  long  enough  to  act  for  the 
benefit  of  the  Sanitary  Fund ;  and  in  June,  1863,  she 
sailed  for  home.      Five  performances  were  %\n^\\ — o^wa 
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each  in  New  York,  Boston,  Philadelphia,  Baltimore,  and 
Washington — and  were  so  successful  that  she  had  the 
pleasure  of  sending  to  Dr.  Bellows,  president  of  the  Sani- 
tary Commission,  from  the  vessel  in  which  she  left  to 
return  to  Europe,  a  check  for  the  sum  of  eiglit  thousand 
two  hundred  and  sixty-seven  dollars. 

"I  know  no  distinction  of  North,  East,  South,  or  West," 
she  wrote  in  the  letter  which  accompanied  this  generous 
gift ;  "  it  is  all  my  country,  and  where  there  is  most 
need,  there  do  I  wish  the  proceeds  of  my  labor  to  be 
given. 

One  more  extract,  taken  from  a  letter  written  to  Miss 
Fanny  Seward  when  the  final  triumph  came,  may  fittingly 
close  Miss  Cushman's  record  as  a  patriot.  It  is  her  song 
of  exultation  : 

"  With  regard  to  my  own  dearly  beloved  land,  of  which 
I  am  so  proud  that  my  heart  swells  and  my  eyes  brim 
over  as  I  think  to-day  of  her  might,  her  majesty,  and  the 
power  of  her  long-suffering,  her  abiding  patience,  her 
unequaled  unanimity,  her  resolute  prudence,  her  ina- 
bility to  recognize  bondage  and  freedom  in  our  constitu- 
tion, and  her  stalwart  strength  in  forcing  that  which  she 
could  not  obtain  by  reasoning.  .  .  .  To-day  my  pride,  my 
faith,  my  love  of  country,  is  blessed  and  satisfied  in  the 
news  that  has  flashed  to  us  that  '  the  army  of  Lee  has 
capitulated ! '  that  we  are  and  must  be  one  sole,  undi- 
vided—  not  common,  but  iiiicommon — country;  great, 
glorious,  free ;  henceforth  an  honor  and  a  power  among 
nations,  a  sign  and  a  symbol  to  the  down-trodden  peoples, 
and  a  terror  to  evil-doers  upon  earth." 

After  a  long  period  of  retirement,  she  returned  to  the 

scene  of  her  former  triumphs.     People  wondered  why  she 

should,  continue  to  act  during  her  last  years,  when  she 

was  tormented  by  the  pain  of  an  incurable  disease,  and 

when  she  had  a  beauWixA  \\om^  ^X^^S.^^^^^^.^  where  there 
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was  everything  to  cheer  and  charm  her  declining  years. 
A  single  sentence  in  one  of  her  last  letters  explains  it, 
wherein  she  says: 

"  I  am  suffering  a  good  deal  more  pain  than  I  like  to 
acknowledge,  and  only  when  I  am  on  the  stage  or  asleep 
am  I  unconscious  of  it." 

She  died  at  Boston  in  1876,  aged  sixty.  There  have 
been  a  few  greater  actresses  than  Charlotte  Cushman,  but 
a  better  woman  never  trod  the  stage.  The  very  soul  of 
goodness  dwelt  in  her  heart,  and  inspired  her  life. 


XXV. 

MARIA  MITCHELL. 

PROFESSOR  MARIA  MITCHELL,  the  distinguished 
astronomer,  whose  face  is  so  vividly  remembered  by 
Vassar  students  of  recent  years,  is  of  Quaker  parentage, 
and  a  native  of  the  island  of  Nantucket. 

She  was  born  on  the  first  of  August,  1818,  one  of  a 
numerous  family.  During  her  childhood  she  attended 
with  her  brothers  and  sisters,  the  school  taught  by  their 
father,  who  had  the  pleasure  of  finding  them  his  best 
pupils.  The  little  Mitchells,  quick  and  intelligent  as  they 
showed  themselves  to  be,  were  as  well  constituted  physic- 
ally as  mentally;  they  romped,  raced,  and  shouted  as 
healthy  children  do.  In  appearance  they  differed  widely, 
some  being  fair-haired  and  of  blonde  complexion,  while 
others  were  strongly  jnarked  bAmettes  ;  but  all  possessed 
the  family  characteristics  of  intelligence  and  perseverance. 
They  were,  as  one  of  them  afterwards  expressed  it,  "all 
alike  inside."  Maria,  a  brown-skinned,  dark-eyed,  lively 
little  girl,  was  not  considered  by  the  family  to  display  any 
greater  ability  than  the  others,  although  at  the  age  ot 
eleven,  wliile  still  her  father's  pupil,  she  became  bis 
assistant  teacher.  Nor  did  she  rate  her  intellectual  gifts 
as  highly  as  without  vanity  she  might. 

"  Born  of  only  ordhiary  capacity,  but  of  extraordinary 
persistency,"  she  said  of  herself  in  later  years,  looking 
back  upon  her  career.  But  she  added  with  a  simplicity 
as  rare  as  it  is  pleasing : 

"I  did  not  quite  Isik^  W\\^  \yl  myself,  until  I  came  to 
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itli  the  best  girls  of  our  college,  and  to  be  aware 
their  mines  are,  and  how  little  they  have  been 

lucation,  both  in  and  out  of  school,  was  of  the 
most  suitable  kind.  In  the  intelligent  home  of 
3  was  a  member  the  news  of  the  day  was  eagerly 
and  discussed ;  scientific  topics  received  a  fair 
attention;  and  many  strange  facts,  not  to  be 
books,  were  related  and  commented  upon.  She 
noreover,  to  use  her  hands  helpfully  and  skill- 
dress  tastefully  but  simply,  and  to  live  con- 
a  plain,  frugal  life,  brightened  by  study,  affec- 
society.  Slie  had  many  good  friends  upon  the 
id  visitors  of  distinction  who  landed  upon  its 
Idom  failed  to  call  at  her  father's  house,  where  a 
e  welcome  awaited  them,  as  well  as  the  pleasure 
■ing  whatever  store  of  knowledge  or  anecdote 
lit  possess  to  a  group  of  curious  young  people 
ft  for  listening. 

een  she  left  school,  and  at  eighteen  accepted  the 
)f  librarian  of  the  Nantucket  library.  Her  duties 
t,  and  she  had  ample  opportunity,  surrounded  as 
by  books,  to  read  and  study,  while  leisure  was 
her  to  pursue  by  practical  observation  the  science 
she  afterwards  became  known, 
who  dwell  upon  the  smaller  islands  learn  almost 
ity  to  study  the  sea  and  sky.  The  Mitcliell  family 
I  an  excellent  telescope.  Prom  childhood  Maria 
accustomed  to  the  use  of  this  instrument,  search- 
ith  its  aid  the  distant  sails  upon  the  horizon  by 
viewing  the  stars  by  night.  Her  father  possessed 
1  taste  for  astronomy,  and  carried  on  a  series  of 
ent  observations.  He  taught  his  daughter  all 
and  she  studied  for  herself  besides, 
f  past  ten  in  the  evening,  on  fhefttst  oi  C>cX<:^ci^^^ 
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1847,  she  made  the  discovery  which  first  bronght  her 
name  before  the  public.  She  was  gazing  through  her 
glass  with  her  usual  quiet  intentness,  wheu  suddenly  she 
was  startled  to  perceive  "  an  unknown  comet,  nearly  ver- 
tical above  Polaris,  about  five  degrees."  At  first  she 
could  not  believe  her  eyes ;  then  hoping  and  doubting, 
scarcely  daring  to  think  that  she  had  really  made  a  dis- 
covery, she  obtained  its  right  ascension  and  declination. 
She  then  told  her  father,  who,  two  days  later,  sent  the 
following  letter  to  his  friend,  Professor  Bond  of  Cam- 
bridge : 

Nantucket,  10th  mo.,  3d,  1847. 

My  dear  Friend :— I  write  now  merely  to  say  that  Maria 
discovered  a  telescopic  comet  at  half-past  ten,  on  the 
evening  of  the  first  instant,  at  that  hour  nearly  above 
Polaris  five  degrees.  Last  evening  it  had  advanced  west- 
erly ;  this  evening  still  further,  and  nearing  the  pole.  It 
does  not  bear  illumination.  Maria  has  obtained  its  rigM 
ascension  and  declination,  and  will  not  suffer  me  to 
announce  it.  Prav  tell  me  whether  it  is  one  of  Georiris ;  if 
not  whether  it  has  been  seen  by  anybody.  Maria  sup- 
poses it  may  be  an  old  story.  If  quite  convenient  just 
drop  a  line  to  her  ;  it  will  oblige  me  much.  I  expect  to 
leave  home  in  a  dav  or  two,  and  shall  be  in  Boston  next 
week,  and  I  would  like  to  have  her  hear  from  you  before 
I  can  meet  you.  I  hope  it  will  not  give  thee  much 
trouble  amidst  thy  close  engagements.     Our  regards  are 

to  all  of  you  most  truly, 

William  Mitchell 

The  answer  to  this  letter  informed  them  that  the  comet 
was  indeed  a  discoverv.  Meanwhile  it  had  been  obsei'ved 
by  several  other  astronomers,  including  Father  da  ^^^ 
at  Rome,  and  another  lady,  Madam  Runker,  at  Hamburg: 
hut  Miss  Mitchell  was  able  to  prove  withyut  difficulty  that 
she  Jiad  been  live  &.Yal  to  o\i^^\N^  \\,   '^^i.Yo.  was  another 
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ling  to  be  considered,  however.  Frederick  VI  of  Den* 
lark  li^d,  about  fifteen  years  before  this  time,  established 
gold  medal  of  twenty  ducats'  value  to  be  bestowed  upon 
iiy  person  who  should  first  discover  a  telescopic  comet ; 
lid  this  prize  Miss  Mitchell  might  fairly  claim.  But  the 
revisions  concerning  the  award  required  that  the  dis- 
)verer  should  comply  with  several  conditions.  "  If  a 
?sident  of  Great  Britain  or  any  other  quarter  of  the  globe 
ccept  the  continent  of  Europe,"  he  was  to  send  notice, "  by 
rst  post  after  the  discovery,"  to  the  astronomer-royal  of 
ondon. 

Miss  Mitchell,  desiring  to  be  certain  that  her  discovery 
as  indeed  original,  had  omitted  to  do  this,  and  she  was 
lerefore  in  doubt  whether  she  might  claim  the  medal. 
»ut  as  the  intent  of  this  neglected  formality  could  have 
ecn  nothing  more  than  to  insure  the  medal's  falling  into 
be  right  hands,  and  as  proof  existed  that  she  was  the 
arllest  discoverer,  she  succeeded,  with  the  assistance  of 
Mward  Everett,  who  warmly  took  her  part,  in  obtaining 
er  well-merited  distinction. 

For  ten  years  after  this  event  she  retained  her  position 
^  the  library,  faithfully  discharging  her  duty  toward  the 
-istitution,  and  at  the  same  time  performing,  to  the  satis- 
action  of  the  government,  much  difficult  mathematical 
^ork  in  connection  with  the  coast  survey.  She  also 
ssisted  in  the  compilation  of  the  American  Nautical 
almanac. 

In  1857  she  went  abroad  and  visited  most  of  the 
anions  observatories  of  Europe.  She  was  everywhere 
eceived  with  distinction,  and  acquired  the  friendship  of 
lany  of  the  leading  astronomers  of  the  day,  besides 
'<?ing  elected  a  member  of  several  important  scientific 
<>cieties.  On  her  return  home  she  had  the  pleasure  of 
ending  that  her  friends  had  caused  an  excellent  observa- 
Ofy  to  be  fitted  up  for  her  in  her  absence,  aw^i  \\et^  ^\^ 

20 
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continued  her  astronomical  pursuits  until  the  year  1865, 
when  she  was  invited  to  become  Professor  of  Astronomv 
at  Vassar  College,  in  the  State  of  New  York.  She  did 
not  feel  certain  that  she  could  suitably  fill  this  interest- 
ing  post,  and  hesitated  some  time  before  accepting  it.  It 
is  certain  that  the  institution  has  never  regretted  her 
favorable  decision. 

She  at  once  proved  herself  an  excellent  teacher,  and 
the   course  in  astronomy  soon  came  to  be  regarded  as 
one  of  the  pleasantest,  as  well  as  one  of  the  best  that  the 
college  afforded.     It  is  elective  and  informal,  her  classes 
being  the  only  ones  that  are  not  begun  and  ended  at  the 
ta[)  of  an  electric  gong.     The  course  consists,  besides  a 
few  lectures  in  the  Sophomore  year,  of  regular  lessons 
during  the  Junior  and  Senior  years.     It  is  chiefly  practi- 
cal and  mathematical ;  including,  however,  some  popular 
astronomy.     The  practical  portion   is   that   which  most 
interests  the  professor,   who  is   continually   urging  her 
pupils  to  use  their  eyes.'    She  encourages  them  to  make 
use  also  of  the  smaller  telescopes  every  fair  night,  and 
allows  the  Seniors  some  independent  use   of   the  great 
Equatorial  telescope  in  the  observatory.     She  is  apt  to 
display  some  anxiety  on  these  occasions,  however,  and 
seldom  fails  to  warn  a  student  who  is  going  up  to  take 
an  observation,  not  to  hit  her  head  against  the  telescope' 
Her  fears,  as  she  explains,  are  not  for  the  head,  but  for 
the  instrument.     Drawings  of  the  observations  are  iu^^* 
riably  required. 

In  class,  Miss  Mitchell  is  abrupt  but  kindly,  expecting 
and  obtaining  from  each  student  the  best  that  she  can 
do.  With  the  plodding,  modest  girl,  possessed  of  n<^ 
brilliant  qualities,  but  willing  to  work,  she  is  alvrav^ 
patient,  and  ready  to  give  encouragement  and  assistance' 
To  the  superficial  and  the  conceited  she  shows  H^"^ 
mercy,  consideriug  \\.  ^  ^^^^  ^i  V\^^  duty  to  abate  tbei^ 
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vanity.      She    has,  as    a   Vassar    girl  remarks,  "little 
patience  with  fancy  theories." 

She  lodges  at  the  observatory  with  one  or  two  assist- 
ants, and  takes  her  meals  at  the  college.  Men  are 
employed  at  the  observatory  only  for  heavy  lifting, 
all  the  intellectual  work  being  accomplished  by  Miss 
Mitchell  and  her  students.  It  is  the  duty  of  one  of  these 
to  photograph  the  sun  at  noon  every  pleasant  day.  and 
daily  observations  are  several  times  taken  upon  the  tem- 
perature, clouds,  and  rainfall. 

Miss   Mitchell's  ''Dome   Party ^^^  which    recurs  every 

June  a  few  days  before   commencement,  is  the  unique 

social  event  of  the  college  year.     All  present  and  former 

students  who  are  in  town  receive  an  invitation  to  attend, 

and  are  expected  to  appear  with  mathematical  accuracy 

at  the   appointed   hour.     The  guests  are   received  in  a 

pretty  parlor,  whose  furniture  satisfies  the  requirements 

of  both   society  and  science.      Behind   a  railing  at  one 

end   stand    the   chronograph    and   sidereal    clock,  while 

between  them  in  a  window  framed  with  vines,  is  placed 

a  bust   of   Mrs.   Somerville,  presented  to  the  college  by 

Fiances  Power  Cobbc.     Near  by  are  two  tall  bookcases 

containing  a  miscellaneous  collection  of  books,  including 

a  little  of  everything  from  poetry  to  the  Principia, 

When  all  have  arrived  breakfast  is  announced,  and  the 
company  form  in  a  procession,  ranging  themselves  accord- 

• 

^Z  to  the  year  of  graduation.*  Two  large  baize  doors 
then  swing  open,  and  the  party,  mounting  a  short  flight 
of  stairs,  find  themselves  in  the  dome  itself,  with  the 
gi*eat  equatorial  telescope  overhead,  pointing  to  the  sky, 
Here  the  repast  is  served,  upon  tables  arranged  in  a 
Circle  around  the  walls,  a  rosebud  and  a  tiny  photograph 
of  the  dome  being  laid  at  each  plate.  The  meal  is  pleas- 
^ttt  both  to  the  palate  and  to  the  social  sense ;  but  it  is 
^ot  until  the  tables  are  cleared  that  tlie  mos^t  ^w^o-j-iiX^ft 
f^^^ttho  entertainment  begins. 


880  XAUA  MITCHELL. 

Every  one  receives  a  motto  paper,  containing  a  few 
•  amusing  lines  about  some  member  of  the  company,  writ- 
ten by  Miss  Mitchell  or  her  assistants.    These  are  often 
witty  but  never  caustic,  and  their  reading  is  productive 
of  much  mirth.    When  they  have  all  been  read,  the  host- 
ess brings  out  a  good  sized  basket  which,  during  the  few 
days  preceding  the  dome  party,  has  been  filled  with  some- 
what similar  effusions,  dropped  in  anonymously  by  college 
poets.    Songs  follow,  by  the  "Pleiades"  Glee  Club,  and 
to  this  impromptu  rhyming  by  those  present  succeeds, 
the  subjects  selected  being  personal  or  scientific,  and  the 
best  verses  composed  are  hastily  set  to  familiar  tunes, 
and  sung  by  a  chorus  of  girls  perched  above  their  fellows 
on  the  movable  observatory  stairs.     Sometimes  the  spirit 
of  poetizing  becomes  so   prevalent  Uiat  no  one  speaks 
except  in  rhyme,  Miss  Mitchell  herself,  whom  all  pro- 
nounce to  be  the  most  delightful  of  hostesses,  bearing  a 
leading  part  in  the  game. 

Beside  her  constant  and  successful  labors  in  teaching, 
the  public  is  indebted  to  Miss  Mitchell  for  several  import- 
ant essays  upon  scientific  subjects.  Until  a  short  time 
ago  she  edited  the  Astronomical  Notes  in  the  Scientifc 
American.  These  appeared  every  month,  and  were  based 
on  calculations  made  by  her  students.  At  one  time  also 
she  made  a  journey  to  Colorado  to  observe  a  solar  eclipse. 
At  another  she  had  traveled  as  far  as  Providence  on  her 
way  to  visit  friends  in  Boston,  when  she  learned  of  tlie 
discovery  of  a  new  comet,  and  at  once  renounced  the 
expedition  and  returned  to  Vassar  to  observe  it.  Fo'* 
five  nights  all  went  well ;  on  the  sixth  a  large  apple  tree 
obstructed  her  view,  but  she  promptly  summoned  a  m^^ 
to  cut  it  down,  and  carried  her  observations  to  a  satisfac- 
tory conclusion. 

Sho  has  always  been  noted  for  her  liberal  and  cnh'gM' 
ened  opinions  "upotv  ieV\^j\ow^  ^\\^  ^^ml  affairs,  and 
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taken  of  course  deep  interest  in  the  advancement  of  her 
sex.  She  once  read  before  the  Society  for  the  Advance- 
ment of  Women  an  interesting  paper  upon  the  Collegiate 
Education  of  Girls,  a  subject  which  few  people  could  be 
more  competent  than  she  to  discuss.  She  is  a  me*inber  of 
the  New.  England  Women's  Club  of  Boston,  which  in  the 
winter  of  1881-2  held  a  reception  in  her  honor,  and, 
moreover,  voted  that  the  same  tribute  should  be  rendered 
to  her  yearly.  The  meeting,  it  was  decided,  should  be 
held  in  the  holidays  between  Christmas  and  New  Year's, 
and  the  day  should  be  called  "  Maria  Mitchell's  Day." 


XXVI. 

MRS.  TROLLOPR 

CINCINNATI,  fifty-five  years  ago,  was  a  city  of  twenty 
thousand  inhabitants.     As  the  center  of  the  grow- 
ing business  of  the  Ohio  valley,  it  enjoyed  a  European 
celebrity  which  drew  to  it  many  emigrants,  and  some 
visitors  of  capital  and  education.     The  Trollope  familv, 
since  so  famous  in  literature,  were  living  there  at  that 
time  in  a  cottage  just  under  the  bluflF  whicli  overhangs 
the  town.     Fresh  from  England,  and  retaining  all  their 
English  love  of  nature  and  out-of-door  exercise,  the  whole 
family,  parents,  two  sons  and  two  daughters,  often  chmbcd 
that  lofty  and  umbrageous  height,  since  pierced   by  an 
elevator,  and  now  crowned  by  one  of  the  most  beautiful 
streets  in  the  world. 

Mrs.  Trollope,  her  two  daughters,  and  her  second  son, 
Henry,  then  a  lad  of  twelve,  had  reached  Cincinnati  l)y 
the  Mississippi  River,  and  were  joined  there  afterwards  by 
her  eldest  son  and  her  husband,  who  was  a  London 
lawyer  of  some  distinction.  In  her  work  upon  the 
"  Domestic  Manners  of  the  Americans,"  the  lady  doe^ 
not  mention  the  motive  of  this  visit  to  America.  ^Ve 
have  the  liberty  of  guessing  it.  She  was  an  ardent  friend 
of  Miss  Frances  Wright,  an  English  lady  of  fortune  and 
benevolence,  who  came  to  this  country  with  the  TrolIoj)CS 
in  1827,  with  the  view  of  founding  a  Communal  Home 
according  to  the  ideas  of  Owen  and  Fourier.  Miss  Wrigli* 
afterwards  lectured  in  New  York  and  elsewhere,  but  licr 
ideas  were  deemed  crvoweous  and  romantic,  and  she  had 
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ery  little  success  in  gaining  adherents.  She  was  part 
f  the  movement  which  led  to  Brook  Farm,  New  Har- 
lony,  and  similar  establishments  founded  on  principles 
Inch  work  beautifully  so  long  as  they  are  confined  to  the 
iniable  thoughts  of  their  founders. 

It  is  probable  that  Mrs.  Trollope,  without  being  a 
reamer  of  this  school,  came  to  America  a  sentimental 
3publican,  expecting  to  find  here  the  realization  of  a 
ream  not  less  erroneous  than  that-  of  Frances  Wright. 
'he  was  wofuUy  disappointed.  In  New  Orleans,  where 
he  landed,  she  saw  slavery,  and  shuddered  at  the 
pectacle. 

"At  the  sight,"  she  says,  "  of  every  negro  man,  woman, 
nd  child  that  passed,  my  fancy  wove  some  little  romance 
f  misery  as  belonging  to  each  of  them;  since  I  have 
nown  more  on  the  subject,  and  become  better  acquainted 
^ith  their  real  situation  in  America,  I  have  often  smiled 
t  recalling  what  I  then  felt." 

This  was  one  great  shock.  She  was,  perhaps,  not  less 
ffended,  as  an  Englishwoman  and  the  daughter  of  a 
lergyman  of  the  church  of  England,  to  find  that  the 
v'hite  people  were  living  together  on  terms  approaching 

» 

•ocial  equality.  She  found  in  New  Orlaans  a  milliner 
molding  a  kind  of  Icvec  in  -her  shop,  to  whom  she  was 
onnally  introduced,  and  who  sj^ke  of  the  French  fashions 
to  the  ladies,  and  of  metaphysics  to  the  gentlemen.  Mrs. 
TioUope  was  not  severely  afflicted  at  this  instance  of 
f^^publican  equality ;  but  the  free  and  easy  maimers  pro- 
bailing  on  board  of  the  Mississippi  steamboats  disgusted 
"cr  entirely,  particularly  the  frightful  expectorating  of 
^he  men,  and  their  silent  voracity  at  the  dinner  table. 

And  here  she  fell  into  her  great  mistake.  She  attribu- 
l^^d  the  crude  provincialisms  of  American  life  to  the 
^'istitutions  of  the  country,  and  not  their  true  cau-a^.^tW 
i^sperate  struggle  in  wliich  the  people  ^gyg  evi^^^^b^  VVvXi 
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savage  nature.  If  she  had  carried  out  her  original  inten- 
tion,  and  passed  some  months  with  Miss  Wright  on  the 
tract  of  primeval  wilderness  which  that  lady  bought  in 
Tennessee,  she  might  have  learned  what  it  costs  to  settle 
and  subdue  a  virgin  continent.  She  might  have  dis- 
covered that  when  human  beings  subdue  the  wilderness, 
1 1  e  wilderness  wreaks  a  revenge  upon  them  in  making 
them  half  wild.  Many  of  the  arts  of  domestic  life  are 
lost  in  the  struggle.'  Grace  of  manners  is  lost.  Tlie  art 
of  cookery  is  lost.  Comfort  is  forgotten.  Men  may  gain 
in  rude  strength,  but  must  lose  in  elegance  and  agreeable- 
ness.  Mrs.  TroUope,  whether  from  perversity  or  want  of 
penetration,  perceived  nothing  of  this,  and  conceived  for 
the  people  of  the  United  States  an  extreme  repugnance. 

"  I  do  not  like  them,"  she  frankly  wrote,  after  a  stay 
among  us  of  three  or  four  years.  "  I  do  not  like  their 
principles,  I  do  not  like  their  manners,  I  do  not  like  their 
opinions,  I  do  not  like  their  government." 

She  expanded  these  sentiments  into  two  highly  aniusin? 
volumes,  which  contain  some  pure  truth,  some  not  unfair 
burlesque,  and  an  amount  of  misstatement,  misconception, 
prejudice,  and  perversity  absolutely  without  example,  ^^lie 
had  her  \vork  illustrated  w^th  a  dozen  or  two  of  carica- 
tures, not  ill-executed,  w  hich  can  now  be  'inspected  as 
curious  relics  of  antiquity.  In  America  half  a  century 
ago  is  antiquity. 

But  I  left  the  Trollopes  in  Cincinnati  in  1828,  father, 
mother,  and  four  children.  They  had  then  been  in  the 
country  more  than  a  year,  quite  long  enough  for  )Irs. 
TroUope  to  discover  that  Cincinnati  had  little  in  common 
with  the  republic  of  her  dreams.  Slie  had  had  enouirh 
of  America.  IIow  she  abhorred  and  detested  Cincinnati* 
the  first  place  at  which  she  had  halted  long  enougli  f^^* 
much  observation \    S\\^  ^^y^  '• 

"  Were   1  an.  E»u^\«\\  \e^\'^viX-Q>\  ^  \\csXRa.^  ^i  ^ding 
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Sedition  to  the  Tower,  I  would  send  her  to  make  a  tour  of 
the  United  States.  I  had  a  little  leaning  towards  sedition 
myself  when  I  set  out,  but  before  I  had  half  c(5mpletcd 
tny  tour  I  was  quite  cured." 

She  admits  that  everybody  at  Cincinnati  had  as  much 
pork,  beef,  hominy,  and  clothes  as  the  animal  man 
i-equired.     Every  one  reveled  in  abundance.     But — 

"The  total  and  universal  want  of  manners,  both  in 
males  and  females,  is  so  remarkable,  that  I  was  constantly 
endeavoring  to  account  for  it." 

She  was  sure  it  did  not  proceed  from  want  of  intellect. 
On  the  contrary,  the  people  of  Cincinnati  appeared  to  her 
to  have  clear  heads  and  active  minds.     But — 

'•  There  is  no  charm,  no  grace  in  their  conversation.  I 
very  seldom,  during  my  whole  stay  in  the  country,  heard 
a  sentence  elegantly  turned  and  correctly  pronounced 
from  the  lips  of  an  American." 

She  gives  her  recollections  of  the  evening  parties  in 
Cincinnati  sixty  years  ago: 

'"•  The  women  invariably  herd  together  at  one  part  of 
the  room,  and  the  men  at  the  other ;  but  in  justice  to 
Cincinnati,  I  must  acknowledge  that  this  arrangement  is 
by  no  means  peculiar  to  that  city,  or  to  the  western  side 
of  the  Alleghanies.  Sometimes  a  small  attempt  at  music 
produces  a  partial  reunion ;  a  few  of  the  most  daring 
youths,  animated  by  the  consciousness  of  curled  hair  and 
smart  waistcoats,  approached  the  piano-forte,  and  began 
to  mutter  a  little  to  the  half-grown  pretty  things,  who 
are  comparing  with  one  another  '  how  many  quarters' 
^usic  they  have  had.'  Wliere  the  mansion  is  of  suflicient 
dignity  to  have  two  drawing-rooms,  tlie  piano,  the  little 
ladies,  and  the  slender  gentlemen  are  left  to  themselves, 
^nd  on  such  occasions  the  sound  of  laughter  is  often 
'Jeard  to  issue  from  among  them.  But  the  fate  of  U\^  vc\ov^ 
Signified  personages,  who  are  left  lu  l\\e  oWagy  \o^\w^  va^ 
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extremely  dismal.    The  gentlemen  spit,  talk  of  elections 
and  the  price  of  produce,  and  spit  again.      The  ladies 
look  at  each  other's  dresses  till  they  know  every  pin  by 
heart ;  talk  of  parson  somebody's  last  sermon  on  the  day 
of  judgment,  on  Dr.  fothcrbody's  new  pills  for  dyspepsia, 
till  the  "  tea"  is  announced,  when  they  will  all  console 
themselves  for  whatever  they  may  have  suffered  in  keep- 
ing awake,  by  taking  more  tea,  coffee,  hot  cake,  and 
custard,  hoe  cake,  johnny  cake,  waffle  cake,  and  dodger 
cake,  pickled  jKjaches,  and    preserved  cucumbers,  liam, 
turkey,  hung  beef,  apple  sauce,  and  jncklcd  oysters,  than 
ever  were  prepared  in  any  other  country  of  the  known 
world.     After  this  massive  meal  is  over,  they  return  to 
the  drawing-room,  and  it  always  appeared  to  me  that  they 
remained  together  as  long  as  they  could  bear  it,  and  thcu 
they  rise  en  7na8se,  cloak,  bonnet,  shawl,  and  exit." 

()n(^  day  of  the  year  in  America  she  enjoyed,  namely, 
the  Fourth  of  July,  because  on  that  day  the  people  around 
her  seemed  to  be  hap])y,  and  on  that  day  aloue. 

'*  To  me,"  she  remai'ks,  ''the  dreary  coldness  and  wjint 
of  enthusiasm  in  Aniei'ican  mauners  is  one  of  their  great- 
est defects,  and  1  therc^fore  hailed  the  demonstrations  of 
general  feeling  which  this  day  elicits  with  real  pleasure. 
On  th(^  Fourth  of  July,  the  lu^arts  of  tJK*  ])eo})le  sconi  to 
awaken  from  a  three  hundred  and  sixty-four  days'  sleep; 
they  appear  high  spirited,  gay,  animated,  social,  generous, 
or  at  least  liberal  in  cxpcaise ;  and  would  they  but  refrain 
from  spitting  on  that  hallowed  day,  I  should  say  that  on 
the  Fourth  of  July,  at  least,  they  a]>pearcd  to  be  an 
amiable  people.  It  is  true  tliat  the  women  have  little  to 
do  with  the  pageantry,  the  splendor,  or  the  gayety  of  the 
day  ;  but,  setting  this  defect  aside,  it  was  indeed  a  glorious 
sight  to  behold  a  jui)ilee  so  heartfelt  as  this ;  and  luul 
ihi'V  not  the  bud  tivste  and  bad  feeling  to  utter  an  annual 
oration,  with  \ii\\v\yn(\\\^  vsiXivv^^  ^l  N\\<i  wi^^^k^^  country, 
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uO  say  nothing  of  the  warlike  manifesto  called  the 
Declaration  of  Independence,  our  gracious  king  himself 
might  look  upon  the  scene  and  say  that  it  was  good  ;  nay, 
2ven  rejoice,  that  twelve  millions  of  bustling  bodies,  at 
four  thousand  miles  distance  from  his  throne  and  his 
altars,  should  make  their  own  laws,  aiid  drink  their  own 
tea,  after  the  fashion  that  pleased  them  best." 

hi  the  city  of  New  York  she  found  more  agreeable 
society,  but  even  there  she  thought  the  ladies  were  terri- 
bly under  the  influence  of  fanatical  ideas.  She  spent  a 
Sunday  afternoon  at  Hoboken,  and  describes  what  she 
saw  there : 

**  The  price  of  entrance  to  this  little  Eden  is  the  six 
cents  you  pay  at  the  ferry.  We  went  there  on  a  bright 
Sunday  afternoon,  expressly  to  see  the  humors  of  the 
place.  Many  thousand  persons  were  scattered  through 
the  grounds ;  of  these  we  ascertained,  by  repeatedly 
counting,  that  nineteen-twentieths  were  men.  The  ladies 
"v^ere  at  church.  Often  as  the  subject  has  pressed  upon 
^7  mind,  I  think  I  never  so  strongly  felt  the  conviction 
that  the  Sabbath-day,  the  holy  day,  the  day  on  which 
alone  the  great  majority  of  the  Christiaji  world  can  spend 
their  hours  as  they  plea$e,  is  ill  passed  (if  passed  entirely) 
'Within  brick  walls,  listening  to  an  earth-born  preacher, 
charm  he  never  so  wisely. 

"How  is  it  that  the  men  of  America,  who  are  reckoned 
good  husbands  and  good  fathers,  while  they  themselves 
^njoy  sufficient  freedom  of  spirit  to  permit  their  walking 
forth  into  the  temple  of  the  living  God,  can  leave  those 
*%  love  best  on  earth,  bound  in  the  iron  chains  of  a 
iiiost  tyrannical  fanaticism  ?  How  can  they  breathe  the 
oalmy  air,  and  not  think  of  the  tainted  atmosphere  so 
^leavily  weighing  upon  breasts  still  dearer  than  their  own  ? 
How  can  they  gaze  upon  the  blossoms  oi  tY\e  ^\i\\\\^^  ^w^ 
^  remember  the  fairer  cheeks  of  their  yovmg  ^^\i^\V^^^. 
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waxinj^  pnlo,  as  flicy  sit  for  long,  sultry  hours,  imiuiired 
with  hundreds  of  fellow  victims,  listening  to  the  roaring 
vanities  of  a  preacher  canonized  by  a  college  of  old 
women  ?  They  cannot  think  it  needful  to  salvation,  or 
tliey  would  not  withdraw  themselves.  Wherefore  is  it  ? 
Do  they  fear  these  self-elected,  self-ordained  priests,  and 
ofier  up  their  wives  and  daughters  to  propitiate  them? 
i)v  do  they  deem  their  hebdomadal  freedom  more  com- 
j)lcte  because  their  wives  and  daughters  are  shut  up  four 
or  five  times  in  the  day  at  church  or  chapel  ?" 

Ihit  enough  of  these  specimens.  The  republic  being 
insup])ortal)le,  and  Mrs.  Trollope's  Diary  being  still 
incomplete,  it  was  necessary  for  the  family  to  come  to  a 
resolution.  Their  eldest  son,  Thomas  Adolphus,  nineteen 
years  of  age,  was  old  enough  to  be  entered  at  Oxford 
University,  and  it  was  necessary  for  his  father  to  go  with 
him  to  England.  After  family  consultations,  they 
resolved  upon  a  brief  separation,  the  father  and  eldest 
son  to  go  to  England,  the  mother  with  her  two  daughters 
and  younger  son  to  visit  the  Eastern  portions  of  tlie 
country,  and  till  up  the  Diary.  That  second  son,  tlun 
about  fourteen  years  of  age,  was  Henry  Trollope,  after- 
wards the  famous  English  novelist,  whose  recent  death 
was  lamented  in  America  not  less  than  in  England. 

No  sooner  had  they  come  to  this  resolution  than  a  piece 
of  news  reached  Cincinnati  which  induced  the  gentlemen 
to  postpone  their  departure.  CJeneral  Jackson,  Presidtiit- 
elect,  was  on  his  triumphal  journey  to  Washington,  and 
was  expected  to  stop  a  few  hours  at  Cincinnati  on  his 
way  up  the  Oliio.  They  dc^terniined  to  wait  and  get  pas- 
sages on  ])oar(l  of  the  steamboat  that  bore  so  distinguished 
a  personage,  ifrs.  Trollo])e  and  her  familv  walked  down 
to  the  landing  to  see  the  arrival  of  the  old  hero,  and  slrtJ 
flJiiiost  enjoyed  the  spectacle. 

"Tlic  no\)le  Rtcau\V>*.>vxl  \N\\\d\  Q.<^\\N^^^^\\\as.'va8  flanke 


MRS.  TROLLOPE.  839 

)n  each  side  by  one  of  nearly  equal  size  and  splendor ; 
:lic  roofs  of  all  three  were  covered  by  a  crowd  of  men ; 
3annon  saluted  tliem  from  the  shore  as  they  passed  by  to 
the  distance  of  a  quarter  of  a  mile  above  the  town. 
There  they  turned  about  and  came  down  the  river  with  a 
rapid  but  stately  motion,  the  three  vessels  so  cloxe 
together  as  to  appear  one  mighty  mass  upon  the  water." 

Mrs.  TroUope  was  so  happy  as  to  catch  a  view  of  the 
Hero  of  New  Orleans  as  he  walked  bareheaded  between  a 
silent  lane  of  people  on  his  way  from  the  steamboat  to 
the  hotel,  where  he  was  to  hold  a  reception. 

"  He  wore  his  gray  hair  carelessly,"  she  remarks,  "  but 
not  ungracefully  arranged,  and,  spite  of  his  harsh,  gaunt 
features,  he  looks,  like  a  gentleman  and  a  soldier." 

Her  husband  and  her  son  conversed  much  with  the 
general  on  board  the  steamboat. 

"  They  were  pleased,"  she  says,  "  by  his  conversation 
and  manners,  but  deeply  disgusted  by  the  brutal  familiar- 
ity to  which  they  saw  him  exposed  at  every  place  on 
their  progress  at  which  they  stopped." 

Mrs.  TroUope  and  her  children  returned  to  England  in 
1830,  carrying  with  her,  as  she  tejls  us,  six  hundred 
pages  of  manuscript  notes  similar  to  the  specimens  1  have 
given.  They  were  speedily  published,  ran  through  three 
editions  in  three  months,  were  republisiied  in  New  York, 
and  called  forth  an  amount  of  comment  of  all  kinds,  from 
eulogistic  to  vituperative,  wiiicli  has  rarely  been  paral- 
leled. The  work  set  her  up  in  the  business  of  an  authoi- 
ess.  She  followed  it  by  a  very  long  list  of  works  of 
travel  and  fiction,  most  of  which  were  tolerably  suc- 
cessful. 

Both  her  sons  became  voluminous  writers,  and  some  of 
ler  grandchildren  1  believe,  have  written  books.  Her 
linsband,  too,  is  the  author  of  legal  works  and  a  History 
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during  the  last  sixty  years  were  gathered  together  in 
their  original  editions,  they  would  make  a  library  of  five 
or  six  hundred  volumes.  Several  English  journalists 
have  been  counting  up  the  works  of  the  late  Anthony 
Tj-oUope.  If  at  some  future  time  a  compiler  of  statistics 
should  take  the  census  of  the  people  he  called  into  being 
on  the  printed  page,  it  will  be  found  that  he  was  the 
author  of  more  population  than  some  of  our  Western 
counties  can  boast. 

Anthony  Trollope  was  born  in  1815,  but  as  he  did  not 
begin  to  publish  till  1847,  when  he  was  thirty-two  years 
of  age,  he  was  a  public  writer  for  thirty-five  years,  and 
during  that  period  he  gave  the  world  fifty-nine  works,  of 
which  thirty-seven  were  full-fledged  novels.  Some  of  his 
publications,  such  as  his  life  of  Cicero,  and  others, 
involved  a  good  deal  of  research,  and  all  of  them  show 
marks  of  careful  elaboration.  They  give  us  the  impres- 
sion that,  if  ever  he  failed  in  his  purpose,  it  was  not  from 
any  lack  of  painstaking  in  the  author. 

This  amount  of  literary  labor  would  be  reckoned 
extraordinary  if  he  had  done  nothing  else  in  his  life. 
When  we  learn  that  until  within  the  last  eight  years  he 
held  an  important  and  responsible  post  in  the  Enjrlish 
Post-0 (Ticc  d(?partincnt,  which  obliged  him  to  give  attend- 
ance during  business  hours,  from  eleven  to  four,  and  that 
he  was  frequently  sont  on  long  journeys  and  ocean 
voyages  on  Post-ofTicc  business,  involving  many  months' 
(ontinuous  absence,  we  may  well  be  amazed  at  the  cata- 
logue of  his  publications. 

Of  lat(^.  years,  too,  he  was  constantly  in  society,  a  fre- 
quent diner  out,  a  welcome  guest  everywhere,  as  well  as 
a  familiar  personage  in  the  hunting-field.  Hunting  was 
his  favorite  recreation,  as  walking  was  that  of  Charles 
Pickens.  Like  most  Englishmen,  he  loved  the  country, 
country  intcrcslaj  auOi  q,o\xv\V\>3  ^>^qvUx    For  many  years, 
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although  a  stout  man,  difficult  to  mount,  he  rode  after 
tlie  hounds  three  times  a  week  during  the  hunting  season. 
His  readers  do  not  need  to  be  told  that  he  utilized  his 
hunting  experience  in  working  out  his  novels.  His 
knowledge  of  horse-flesh  was  something  like  Sam  Weller's 
knowledge  of  London,  "  both  extensive  and  peculiar,"  for 
he  was  obliged  to  look  sharply  to  the  points  of  a  horse 
destined  to  gallop  and  leap  under  more  than  two  hundred 
pounds'  weight.  A  reader  cannot  go  far  in  his  pages 
without  being  reminded  that  he  was  a  horseman  and  a 
hunter. 

AH  this  increases  the  wonder  excited  by  the  mere 
number  of  his  printed  works.  How  did  he  execute  them  ? 
and  above  all,  when  did  he  execute  them  ? 

He  was  often  in  this  country,  mingling  freely  with  lit- 
erary men,  and  he  more  than  once  in  New  York  described 
his  daily  routine.  He  rose  so  early  in  the  morning  as  to 
sit  down  to  write  at  five  o'clock,  and  he  wrote  steadily  on 
until  eight.  He  had  such  complete  command  of  his 
powers  that  he  could  depend  upon  producing  a  certain 
number  of  pages  every  morning.  He  rarely  failed  to  do 
Ills  stint.  It  made  little  difference  whether  tlie  scene 
under  his  hand  was  of  a  tranquil  or  a  thrilling  nature, 
whether  he  was  writing  the  critical  chapter  of  his  work 
or  one  of  its  most  conamonplace  portions.  He  wrote  his 
daily  number  of  pages  before  people  in  general  had  sat 
aown  to  breakfast,  and  having  done  so,  he  laid  his  manu- 
script aside,  and  thought  no  more  of  it  till  the  next 
horning. 

He  told  the  late  Mr.  George  Ripley  that  he  could  pro- 
duce in  this  way  two  long  novels  per  annum,  for  which  he 
deceived  (if  1  remember  rightly)  three  thousand  guineas 
^ach,or  fifteen  thousand  dollars  each.  This  was  certainly 
^oing  very  well,  and  deprives  him  of  any  excuse  for  over- 
'forking.    One  of  his  friends  writes  in  tt\e  London  Tlme^\ 
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*•  We  ttaiTiOt  resist  a  luilttiicholy  Muspicion  that  if  b«. 
had  relaxed  a  litllo  mioner  ho  miglit  l-ave  bten  spared  ia 
us  longer.  AnxiL'ty,  riitli(3r  than  actual  woik,  may  liava 
been  injurioun,  wbon  lie  U'gan  to  grow  iinrvouB  tuulor  th*. 
strain  of  keeping  eugagcineiitn  agaiiint  time."  ^ 

Mot  one  man  in  man;  tlioiiHands  conld  have  lircd  iiin 
life  for  a  single  year  witiiowt  destruction.  Nature  liad, 
giren  him  an  admirable  constitution.  He  bail  a  itourtil 
digestion,  tranquil  iiervee,  a  cbi^erful  dist>08ltion,  auil  t, 
taste  for  rural  pleasures.  Ho  sbuuld  liavu  lived  to  "io\a\ 
Boore  and  upward."  A 

America  may  claim  some  property  in  this  gifted  ftnd  J 
genial  maii.    He  used  to  berate  us  soundly  (and  juHlljTt.. 
too)  for  republishing  bis  works  without  paying  bim  copyrj 
right  for  the  name.     I  liavc  tlie  iinpreasion,  however,  lljot  j 
ho  owed  bis  place  iu  liio  Prjwt-.) flier,  in  nn  huVin-H  wav, 
to  tbo  American  people.     We  have  seen  above  tbatass 
boy  of  twelve,  he  arrived  with  his  mother  and  sisters,  un 
Christmas  day,  1827,  at  the  mouth  of  tlic  MisHiHBippi,aiid 
made  with  them  a  three  years'  tour  of  the  United  States. 
It  is  poHsiblc  mat  nc  may  have  assisted  in  the  drawing  of 
the  comic  pictures  with  wliich  his  mother  enlivened  lier 
work  upon  the  "Domestic  Manners  of  the  AmericanB," 
and  doubtless  he  nad  liis  share  in  the  numberless  anec- 
df>tc8  that  figure  in  its  pages.       The    youth  escorted  liii 
mother  to  some  of  tliose  "large  evening  parties"  whidi 
she  describes,  where  tliere  was  "  no  Scart4,Tio  chess,  vcr/ 
little  music,  and  that  lamentably  bad,"  and  where  "  to  cat 
inconceivable  ipiantities  of  cake,  ice,  and  pickled  oyBtcrit. 
and  to  show  half  tlicir  revenue  in  silks  and  satins,  seemed 
to  be  the  chief  object  of  the  ladies." 

Wo  are  sure  that  he  passed,  with  his  mother,  tlioM 
"four  days  of  excitement  and  fatigue  at  Niagara,"  where, 
as  she  says,  "  we  drenched  ourselves  in  spray,  we  cut  our 
teet  on  the  racks,  we  Uifttercd  our  faces  in  tbo  8un,«. 
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i  up  the  cataract  and  down  the  cataract,  we  perched 
ves  on  every  pinnacle  we  could  find,  we  dipped  our 
s  in  the  flood  at  a  few  yards'  distance  from  its 
ering  fall."  In  all  these  delights  the  future  novelist 
is  part. 

us  hope,  too,  that  he  shared  with  his  parent  the 
ire  she  took  in  the  Hudson  River,  in  Manhattan 
1,  and  even  in  the  city  of  New  York,  a  city  which 
eally  seemed  to  enjoy.  At  that  time,  1830,  Man- 
1  Island  was  one  of  the  most  beautiful  suburbaft 
IS  in  the  world.     It  was  dotted  all  over  with  pretty 

and  cottages,  and  showed  many  a  stately  mansion 
e  slopes  of  the  two  rivers.  Greenwich;  Blooming- 
Yorkville,  and  Harlem  were  pleasant  country  vil- 
The  island  was  New  York  and  Newport  in  one. 
:^ny  TroUope  heard  of  these  agreeable  scenes,  and, 
)ly,  shared  the  indignation  of  his  mother  on  being 
ed  by  a  New  lork  hackman  two  dollars  and  a  half 
twenty  minutes'  ride. 

:  liow  did  we  render  him  a  pecuniary  benefit  ?  Wjien 
otlier  published  in  London  her  satirical  work,  it  was 
I  by  tlie  enemies  of  republicanism  with  delight.  They 
to  have  felt  that  American  principles  were  discredited 
n\  I  think  it  highly  probable  that  the  son  of  the 
ress  owed  his  appointment  in  the  Post-office  to  the 

in  which   the  work  was   held  by  the  appointing 

rland  had  not  then  reformed  her  civil  service  so  as 
ike  appointments  depend  on  the  comparative  merit 
plicants.  But  she  has  always  known  enough  to 
I  in  her  service  men  of  intelligence  and  capacity, 
ig  got  Anthony  Trollopc,  she  kept  him  during  all  the 
rears  of  his  life,  and  then  gave  him  honorable  retire- 
It  was  he  who  completed  the  postal  arrau«;<^Tw^\\^^ 
jen  this  country  and  Great  Britaiu,  \>y  \?\\\q\\  S\»  Sa 
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quite  08  easy,  and  almost  as  cheap/ to  send  a  letter  to 
any  part  of  the  British  empire  as  it  is  from  New  York  to 
Albany, 

That  is  the  substance  of  a  true  civil  service :  first,  get 
a  man,  and  then  keep  him. 

"hlvB.  Trollope  died  in  Florence  in  1863,  aged  eight/- 

three  ycara.    In  private  life  she  was  a  very  friendly  and 

ftood  soul,  much  admired  and  FOught  in  the  society  d 

,  Florence,  wlicre  she  passed  the  last  twenty  years  of  ber 

long  life. 
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ADELAIDE  PHILLIPS. 


3  tender  age  of  eight  years,  Miss  Phillips  was 
ady  an  actress.  She  never  knew  why  her 
liose  that  profession  for  her,  nor  could   she 

her  first  appearance.  Her  earliest  recollec- 
3  theatre  dated  back  to  some  play  in  which  she 
ed  to  jump  out  of  a  window.  She  feared  to 
3ap ;  she  hesitated,  until  an  actor  standing  at 

held  up  a  big  orange  before  her  eyes,  an 
it  which  she  could  not  resist.  She  jumped, 
t  safely  in  his  arms,  and  received  the  fruit  as 
1. 

lillips,  whose  family  ties  all  bound  her  to 
and  the  greater  part  of  whose  professional 
s  passed  in  this  country,  scarcely  liked  to 
ge  that  yhe  was  not  an  American.  She  was 
ngland,  at  Straff  or  d-on-A  von,  about  the  year 
father  English,  her  mother  Welsh.     "When  she 

years  of  age  her  family  came  to  America, 
to  Canada,  and  thence  to  Boston,  where  they 
I  their  home.  It  was  in  this  city  that  the  little 
her  d^but  in  January,  1842,  appearing  at  the 
Cheatre  in  the  comedy  of  "  Old  and  Young," 
>he  was  required  to  personate  five  characters, 
luce  several  songs  and  dances.     A  year  later 

the  Boston  Mus(^um  and  amused   the  public 

roj)resentation   of  '' Little   Pickle"    in   "The 

lild,"  and  soon  after  she  was  promoted  to  take 
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part  in  a  number  of  fairy  spectacles.  With  the  company 
her  bright  sayings,  her  -simple  manners,  and  obliging 
temper  made  her  a  favorite. 

"  They  were  so  kind  to  me,"  she  said  in  later  years; 
"  they  took  such  care  of  me,  for  I  was  but  a  child  when 
I  firsii  appeared  there,  so  much  of  a  child  that  I  used  to 
drive  my  hoop  back  and  forth  to  the  rehearsals.  The 
work  was  play  to  me  ;  I  learned  my  parts  easily  and  was 
petted  and  praised,  which  was  very  pleasant." 

She  was  so  much  a  child,  too,  that  one  day  she  arrived 
at  the  theatre  crying  so  bitterly  that  for  some  time  she 
was  unable  to  explain  what  was  the  matter.  Her  trouble 
proved  to  be  that  a  beautiful  doll  in  a  shop  window  that 
she  passed  every  day,  a  doll  which  she  had  set  her  licart 
upon  possessing,  had  that  morning  vanished  from  its 
usual  station.  Somebody  else  had  bought  it,  and  Ait- 
laidc  was  disconsolate.  It  was  long  before  she  coulJ  be 
comforted,  and  her  happiness  was  not  fully  restored  until 
the  good-natured  stage-manager  presented  her  with 
another  doll,  even  prettier  than  the  one  she  had  longed 
for. 

As  she  grew  older  she  had  many  characters  assigned 
her,  and  worked  faithfully  in  her  profession.  A  farce 
always  followed  the  play  in  those  days,  and  she  frequently 
appeared  in  both.  Often,  too,  she  sustained  a  part  in 
fairy  spectacles  such  as  Fair  Star  and  Cinderella — pieces 
in  which  her  graceful  dancing  as  well  as  her  beautiful 
voice  fitted  her  to  shine. 

Never  but  once  did  she  lose  command  of  her  couut^ 
nance  upon  the  stage,  and  that  was  in  these  early  days  at 
the  Museum. 

''  It  was,"  she  said,  "  in  some  farce  where  Mr.  Warren 
was  shut  up  in  a  pantry  closet,  while  I,  apparently  uncon- 
scious of  the  fact,  was  playing  the  piano  accompaniment 
to  a  song,    lie  suOlOlgyA-y  o^^Tifc^\}^\^  ^^^^  vkud  looked  out, 
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is  face  revealing  that  he  had  been  solacing  his  imprison- 
lent  by  helping  himself  to  some  of  the  sweetmeats  on 
le  shelves,  and  he  assumed  such  a  lopk  as  only  he  could 
ill  up.  It  was  all  over  with  me  and  my  song ;  fortu- 
atcly,  the  audience  also  were  too  much  convulsed  with 
Lughter  to  notice  my  inability  to  proceed,  until  it  was 
ossible  for  the  play  to  go  on." 

Those  who  have  seen  Mr.  Warren  at  his  funniest  will 
lot  wonder  at  Miss  Phillips'  loss  of  self-control. 

When  she  was  sixteen  or  seventeen  years  of  age,  her 
)arents  and  relatives,  recognizing  the  unusual  power  and 
}eauty  of  her  voice — sl  rich  contralto — decided  that  she 
«^ould  do  wisely  to  leave  the  stage  for  a  time  and  study 
tor  the  Italian  opera.  Her  teachers  had  the  utmost  faith 
in  her  success. 

Jenny  Lind  was  then  in  Boston,  and  Adelaide  Phillips 
was  introduced,  and  sang  to  her.  The  next  day  she 
received  a  friendly  letter  in  which  Miss  Lind  recommended 
Emanuel  Oarcia,  her  own  instructor,  as  the  most  suitable 
teacher  for  her  young  friend,  and  added  much  wise  and 
kindly  advice  concerning  the  career  to  which  she  aspired. 
Enclosed  in  the  letter  was  a  check  for  a  thousand  dollars. 

In  1852,  Adelaide  Phillips  went  to  London,  and 
remained  there  nearly  two  years  pursuing  her  studies 
^nder  Garcia.  From  London  she  went  to  Italy,  accom- 
panied by  her  father  and  sister,  that  she  might  better 
acquire  the  Italian  language,  and  receive  the  training  of 
Signer  Profondo  in  operatic  acting.  While  in  Italy  she 
*^ept  a  journal — a  brief,  business-like  record,  encumbered 
^tli  very  few  of  the  raptures,  sentiments,  and  gay  non- 
sense that  fill  the  pages  of  most  young  girls'  diaries. 
fl6>*e  is  an  extract  from  the  first  entry  : 

i"Mr.  Biandi   came   and  asked  me  if   I  wanted   an 
^?^ment ;  he  had  spoken  of  me  to  one  oi  tV\e  «L^ew\a 
^^ho  wanted  &  contralto.     The  agent  came  accoT^Xvi^ 
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I  sang  to  him  '  PetiM  alia  Patria.*  He  seemed  yerj 
muck  pleased  with  my  voice.  The  place  is  Brescia,  in 
Lombardy.  They  offer  four  hundred  dollars  a  month  for 
four  months.  The  first  part  to  appear  in,  Ar9€U!e.  Paps 
will  give  an  answer  in  a  few  days.  Mr.  Biandi  brought 
me  the  opera  of  Semiramide  and  gave  me  some  good 
Ideas.    I  commenced  studying  Arsace." 

The  offer  thus  mentioned  was  accepted,  and  she  made 
her  d<3but  at  Brescia.  It  was  custonmry  that  the  last 
rehearsal  of  an  opera  should  be  in  full  dress,  but  in  a  fit 
of  girlish  obstinacy,  she  refused  to  put  on  the  armor  of 
Arsace  until  the  evening  of  the  performance.  The  direc- 
tors and  musical  critics,  who  were  present  in  force, 
showed  their  displeasure;  she  retaliated  by  singing 
through  tlie  part  in  demi-voice.  Her  manager  was  in 
despair,  and  it  certainly  was  a  foolish  thing  for  her  to  do, 
although  she  by  no  means  realized  its  importance.  The 
next  night  the  house  was  crowded,  and  when  she  entered 
as  Arsacej  in  full  armor,  she  was  received  in  silence.  No 
applause  followed  her  recitative  and  andante,  and  it  was 
not  until,  provoked  by  their  coldness  to  the  utmost  exer- 
tion, she  gave  the  caballetta  with  superb  power  and  pas- 
sion, that  the  audience,  unable  to  resist  longer,  broke  into 
a  tempest  of  cheering.  Her  success  was  complete  and 
triumphant. 

Other  engagements  followed;  then  many  disappoint- 
ments. Whenever  she  sang  she  pleased,  but  she  could 
not  always  find  an  opportunity  to  sing,  and  sometimes 
when  she  did  the  managers  could  not  or  would  not  pay 
her.  Cheers  and  tears  from  the  enthusiastic  Italian  audi- 
ences continued  to  greet  her  wherever  she  went,  and 
sonnets  and  flowers  were  showered  upon  the  stage,  but 
money  was  so  difficult  to  obtain  that  in  1866  she  left  Ital/"  ^ 
to  try  her  fortune  ^^\x{  in  America.  Her  operatic  d^Wi 
In  this  country  ^'vja  m^di^  \\\'^\\^^^^>5s&aM,ouceilior«** 


ADELAIDE   PHILLIPS.  851 

the  part  of  Arnace^  and  was  in  every  way  BuccessfuL 
Her  popularity  soon  became  assured.  During  the  next 
few  years  she  visited  all  parts  of  this  country,  and 
appeared  successfully  in  Paris  and  other  European  cities. 
In  Poland  she  was  much  struck  by  the  appearance  of  her 
audience,  all  the  ladies  being  attired  in  black.  Tiiey 
were  in  mourning  for  their  country.  In  Cuba,  where  slie 
learned  to  speak  Spanish  like  a  native,  she  was  received 
with  a  favor  which  she  reciprocated. 

"  My  greatest  artistic  success,  my  true  appreciation," 
slie  used  to  say,  "was  in  Havana." 

During  one  of  hor  visits  to  Havana  with  an  opera 
troupe,  a  young  girl  of  the  chorus  with  whom  she  had 
made  acquaintance  during  the  voyage,  was  attacked  by 
the  yellow  fever.  Without  a  moment's  thought  of  hrr- 
self,  Miss  Phillips  went  to  her  and  nursed  her  tliroughonl; 
the  whole  of  her  illness.  She  took  the  disease  herself, 
nearly  died  of  it,  lost  all  her  beautiful  hair,  and  was  neve  • 
again  the  strong,  healthy  woman  she  had  been. 

Tliis  was  of  course  an  exceptional  act,  buther  kindncFP.. 
her  generosity,  and  sympathy  made  her  peculiarly  dear  to 
her  friends.  Her  devotion  to  the  interests  of  her  famih 
was  unfailing.  She  was  never,  so  happy  as  when  slie 
lived  with  her  brothers  and  sisters  in  the  lovely  country 
home  at  Marshfield,  whicli  she  helped  to  beautify  with  licr 
hands  and  her  money.  There  she  loved  to  be,  whenever 
her  arduous  profession  allowed  her  to  rest.  There  slie 
watched  the  growth  of  fruit  and  flowers,  spent  half  h  r 
days  out  of  doors,  and  enjoyed  the  society  of  half  a  doreu 
favorite  dogs.  There,  too,  she  gave  occasional  entertain- 
ments, when  her  beautiful  voice,  her  powers  of  mimicry, 
and  her  rare  talent  as  a  story  teller,  were  all  called  into 
play  to  charm  her  guests.  Although  her  heart  was  in 
this  quiet  country  plac^  and  the  constant  activity  and 
frequent  journeys   which  ^ler   engagements  uec«:€»c.\t^l^A 
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were  often  distasteful  to  her,  she  held  her  profession  in 
honor,  and  loyally  resented  all  imputations  cast  upon  it. 

"  The  actual  work  behind  the  scenes,"  she  used  to  say, 
"  leaves  no  time  for  the  sort  of  things  people  imagine ;  we 
are  too  busy,  often  too  anxious,  to  attend  to  anything  but 
our  parts.  The  heroes  and  the  heroines  of  the  opera  are 
seldom  the  lovers  they  enact ;  often  quite  the  reverse." 

Nor  did  she  undervalue  the  applause  of  the  public.  It 
was  most  welcome  to  her,  and  she  labored  with  scrupulous 
fidelity  to  deserve  it,  taking  infinite  pains  with  little  things 
as  well  as  great,  never  for  a  moment  inattentive  or  care- 
less. She  learned  from  an  oflScer  in  the  army  the  best  way 
t  J  sheathe  her  sword,  and  for  many  other  such  details  she 
sought  out  and  consulted  those  who  she  thought  would 
be  able  to  instruct  her. 

The  praise  she  most  enjoyed,  however,  was  that  of  her 
friends ;  and  the  most  precious  tribute  to  her  powers  was 
not  that  of  the  critics.  She  always  looked  back  with 
peculiar  pride  to  one  evening  at  an  entertainment  in  a 
fashionable  house  in  New  York,  when  she  sang  "  Kathleen 
Mavourneen  "  to  a  large  company.  While  she  was  singing 
a  young  Irish  serving  maid  entered  the  room  with  a  tray 
in  her  hand,  and  was  so  overcome  with  emotion,  that  for- 
getting her  duties  and  her  deportment  alike,  she  sank 
down  in  a  chair  and  burst  into  tears.  At  another  time, 
at  a  hotel  in  the  mountains,  where  Miss  Phillips  had 
refused  to  sing  in  public,  having  gone  there  in  search  of 
rest,  she  was  found  seated  in  the  kitchen  surrounded 
by  guides  and  servants,  all  crying  heartily  at  her  pathetic 
singing  of  "  Auld  Robin  Gray." 

Tiie  same  magnetic  powder  that  characterized  her  sing- 
ing was  exerted  by  her  voice  in  speaking,  when  she  chose 
to  coax  or  command.  Its  influence  was  once  acknowl- 
edged by  a  naughty  little  girl,  who,  having  successfully 
resisted  her  parents  ?i\\^T^\^V\ves^  came  and  seated  herseL' 
meekly  at  Miss  P^\i\\\p^'  ie^V,  ^^f\xv^\ 
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"  You  have  made  me  good,  though  I  did  not  mean  you 
should." 

Miss  Phillips  worked  excessively  hard,  and  after  her 
health  began  to  give  way  she  kept  on  too  long.  She  went 
abroad  with  her  sister  in  1882,  hoping  that  rest  and  change 
would  restore  her.  It  was  too  late  ;  she  died  at  Carlsbad, 
October  8, 1882,  not  fifty  years  of  age.  She  lies  buried 
in  tlie  cemetery  at  Marshfield  in  Massachusetts,  near  the 
gra\  e  of  Daniel  Webster.  She  was  a  conscientious  artist 
and  high-principled,  too  generous  woman.  There  is  per- 
il.ips  no  vocation  so  arduous  as  liers,  for  a  public  singer, 
besides  serving  an  exacting,  fastidious,  inconsiderate,  and 
capricious  master,  flie  public,  is  also  a  slave  to  her  voice. 
She  rests  in  peace  after  a  life  of  arduous  toil,  and  her 
memory  is  dear  to  many  who  knew  her  worth.* 

^  ■■^■■■-■11      ■  .1  ■.»»■,  ■         I  ■  I  , ,  ,.  ^»  — .  I    ■  -  I  » —  .^  ■< 

*  Adelaide  PMllips,  a  Becord.    By  Mrs.  K.  C.  Waterston.    Boston, 
188S. 


XXVIII. 

TWO  QUEENS.    THE  DAUQHTERS  OP  JAMES  11  OF 

ENGULND. 

IT  is  interesting  to  turn  over  a  chestful  of  old  famil; 
letters  stored  away  in  a  garret  which  has  been  closed, 
perhaps,  for  a  century.  There  is  a  lady  living  in  Holland 
called  the  Countess  of  Beutinct,  who  has  long  possessed 
a  rare  treasure  of  this  kind,  a  box  of  old  letters  written 
by  James  II  of  England  and  his  two  daughters,  Mary 
and  Anne,  both  of  whom  reigned  after  their  father  lost 
his  crown  by  turning  Catholic.  Recently,  the  Gountesfl 
of  Bentinct  has  published  these  letters  in  Holland,  and 
now  all  the  world  can  read  what  these  royal  personages 
thought  in  the  crisis  of  their  fate,  in  the  very  years  (108T 
and  1688)  when  James  was  estranging  all  his  Protestant 
subjects,  and  when  his  daughters,  Mary  of  Orange  and 
the  Princess  Aniie,  were  looking  on  and  watching  the  events 
which  were  to  call  them  to  the  throne  of  G.reat  Britain. 

The  Princess  Mary,  a  beautiful  woman  twenty-six  years 
of  age,  was  then  living  in  Holland  in  the  palace  of  lii'f 
husband,  William,  Prince  of  Orange,  whom  she  devot- 
edly loved.  The  Princess  Anne,  married  to  a  son  of  the 
King  of  Denmark,  lived  in  England.  Both  sisters,  if  ^^ 
may  judge  by  their  letters,  were  warmly  attached  to  tJ'^ 
Church  of  England.  Nevertheless,  upon  reading  Jfarv*| 
letters,  some  uncharitable  persons  might  use  the  lanpia?*] 
of  Shakespeare  and  say,  "The  lady  doth  proted  ^^\ 
much."  As  to  the  King,  her  father,  he  gave  proof  of  In* 
sincerity  by  sacrificing  his  throne  to  his  convichW 
The  first  lette.r  of  importance  in  this  collection  is  ^1 
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written  by  James  II  to  his  eldest  daughter  Mary,  giving 
her,  in  compliance  with  her  request,  the  reasons  why  he 
had  chanfred  his  religion.  This  letter  was  written  Novem- 
ber 4, 1687,  about  a  year  before  William  of  Orange  invaded 
England  and  seized  the  crown. 

"  I  must  tell  you  first,"  wrote  the  King,  "  that  I  was 
brought  up  very  strictly  in  the  English  Church  by  Dr. 
Stuart,  to  whom  the  King,  my  father,  gave  particular 
instructions  to  that  end,  and  I  was  so  zealous  that  when 
the  Queen,  my  mother,  tried  to  rear  my  brother,  the 
Duke  of  Gloucester,  in  the  Catholic  religion,  I  did  my 
utmost  (preserving  always  the  respect  due  her)  to  keep 
him  firm  in  his  first  principles,  and  as  young  people  often 
do,  I  thought  it  was  a  point  of  honor  to  be  firmly  attached 
to  the  sentiments  in  wliich  I  was  reared." 

He  proceeds  to  tell  her  that,  after  the  dethronement 
of  his  father,  Charles  I,  and  all  tlie  time  he  lived  an  exile 
in  foreign  countries,  no  Catholic  ever  attempted  to  con- 
vert him ;  and  he  assures  her  that  his  change  of  faith 
began  within  himself.  The  first  thing  that  attracted  his 
attention,  he  tells  his  daughter,  was  the  great  devotion 
that  he  remarked  among  Catholics  of  all  ranks  and  con- 
ditions, and  the  frequent  reformation  of  Catholic  young 
men  who  had  previously  been  dissolute. 

"  I  observed  also,"  he  says,  "  the  becoming  manner  of 
their  public  worship,  their  churches  so  well  adorned,  and 
the  great  charities  which  they  maintained ;  all  of  which 
niade  me  begin  to  have  a  better  opinion  of  their  religion, 
and  compelled, me  to  enquire  into  it  more  carefully." 

Having  reached  this  point,  he  began  to  study  the  doc- 
trines in  dispute,  as  they  were  presented  in  well-known 
books,  and  particularly  in  the  New  Testament,  which,  he 
says,  plainly  reveals  "  an  infallible  Church,"  against 
"^hich  the  gates  of  hell  shall  not  prevail.  This  waa 
his  main  position,  whicli  he  fortified  by  qvioWvi^  >iXv^  \ijfe\ys!\ 
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texts.  He  writes  on  this  subject  at  great  length  to  his 
daughter,  and  it  is  impossible  to  doubt  that  he  gave  utter- 
ance to  what  he  really  believed  and  warmly  felt.  AH 
these  letters,  I  should  explain,  are  written  in  the  French 
language,  which  had  probably  been  the  language  of  the 
family  since  the  time  of  their  ancestor,  Mary,  Queen  of 
Scots,  great-grandmother  to  James  II.  Princess  Mary 
kept  even  her  private  diary  in  French,  wrote  to  her  sister 
Anne  in  French,  and  probably  knew  the  French  language 
much  better  than  she  did  the  English.  In  the  public 
library  at  the  Hague  there  is  a  splendid  English  Bible, 
which  was  handed  to  her  when  she  was  crowned  Queen 
in  Westminster  Abbey,  on  the  title-page  of  which  are 
these  words,  in  her  own  hand : 

"  This  book  was  given  the  king  and  I  at  our  coronation. 
Marie  R." 

Her  French  is  better  than  this,  and  even  the  spelling 
is  no  worse  than  was  common  among  educated  French 
ladies  of  that  period.  She  answered  the  King's  letter  ;it 
inordinate  length,  and  employed  all  (he  forms  of  respect 
then  used  towards  monarchs,  beginning  her  letter  wiili 
''  Sire,"  and  always  addressing  her  father  as  "  V.  31.,' 
which  signilies  Votre  Majeste,  She  showed  a  good  deal 
of  skill  and  tact  in  meeting  his  arguments,  and  it  is 
possible  that  she  had  the  aid  of  some  learned  doctor  of 
divinity.  Upon  the  question  of  the  infallibility  of  the 
Roman  Church,  slie  says : 

"  1  have  never  understood  that  it  has  been  decided, 
even  by  Catholics  themselves,  Avhether  this  infallibility 
rests  in  the  Poi)e  alone,  or  in  a  General  Council,  or  in 
both  together ;  and  I  hope  Your  Majesty  will  be  willing 
to  permit  me  to  ask  where  it  was  when  there  were  three 
popes  at  once,  each  of  whom  had  his  Council  called  General, 
and  wlicn  all  the  popes  thundered  'anathemas  against  ouc 
another  ? " 
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She  argued  this  point  at  considerable  length,  because, 
as  she  remarked,  "  if  the  infallibility  be  conceded,  every 
other  claim  follows  as  a  matter  of  course."  The  King 
ordered  his  ambassador  to  Holland  to  supply  the  Princess 
with  the  best  Catholic  books,  in  which  tlie  points  of  dififer- 
ence  were  treated  by  theologians.  This  command  was 
obeyed,  and  the  Princess  dutifully  read  some  of  them,  and 
wrote  her  opinion  of  them  to  her  father.  She  would 
have  made  a  very  good  -reviewer,  so  apt  was  slie  to  seize 
the  weak  places  of  a  book.  One  of  the  Catholic  authors 
remarked  that  people  could  never  be  convinced  by  insults 
and  violence. 

"  I  must  believe,  then,"  said  she,  "that  the  first  edition 
of  his  book  was  published  before  the  King  of  France 
(Louis  XIV)  began  to  convert  people  by  liis  dragoons, 
^ince  toward  the  end  of  his  work  he  gives  high  praise  to 
that  king." 

The  same  author  objected  to  the  circulation  of  the 
Bible  on  the  ground  that  "  women  and  ignorant  people  " 
<Jould  not  understand  it.  Without  stopping  to  remark 
^jpon  the  contemptuous  allusion  to  the  intellect  of  her  sex, 
she  observes,  in  reply,  that  "  our  souls  are  as  precious  in 
the  eyes  of  God  as  the  wisest,  for  before  Him  there  is 
^o  respect  of  persons."     And,  besides,  as  she  continues  : 

'•  God  requires  of  each  person  according  to  what  he  has, 
md  not  according  to  what  he  has  not ;  through  His  mercy 
3e  lias  left  us  a  written  Word  w^hich  is  clear  and  exact." 

She  also  quoted  the  texts  relied  on  by  Protestants,  such 
^s,  "  Search  the  Scrif)tures,"  and  others  ;  showing  a  sur- 
?>rising  familiarity  with  the  controversies  of  the  time, 
'^liich  indeed  were. to  her  and  her  sister  of  the  *most 
•^ital  interest.  More  than  a  crow^n  was  at  stake.  If  their 
-ather  held  on  his  course,  Mary  might  at  any  moment 
^e  called  upon  to  fill  a  vacant  throne,  or  be  the  nominal 
^cad  of  a  reballion  against  her  ownfatlier.     Ajci\i^,xckft,^\v- 
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while,  was  full  of  anxiety  and  apprehension.  It  was  her 
cruel  fate  to  iMsconie  the  mother  of  seventeen  children, 
all  of  whom  died  in  childhood ;  so  that  for  many  years 
she  lived  in  almost  continual  anxiety,  each  child  bringing 
new  hopes,  which  were  soon  changed  to  apprehension  and 
despair.  At  this  very  time  she,  wrote  to  her  sister  from 
her  palace  in  London,  called  the  Cockpit : 

^^  I  cannot  say  half  of  what  I  wish  because  I  am  obliged 
to  return  immediately  to  my  poor  child,  for  I  am  more 
anxious  when  I  am  absent  from  her." 

It  was  nearly  twenty  years  before  she  ceased  to  hope. 
All  her  children  perished  in  infancy  except  one,  who 
lived  to  be  eleven  yeai*s  old;  so  that  the  sentence  just 
quoted  represents  a  great  part  of  the  history  of  her 
married  life.  In  October,  1688,  William,  Prince  of 
Orange,  with  a  fleet  of  six  hundred  vessels,  sailed  for 
England,  leaving  his  wife  in  Holland  to  pray  for  his  suc- 
cess. She  relates  in  her  diary  the  manner  of  their  part- 
ing, which  was  certainly  peculiar. 

"  In  case,"  said  the  Prince,  "  it  pleases  God  that  I 
never  more  see  you,  it  will  be  necessary  for  you  to  marry 


again." 


These   words,  she  says,  surprised  her  and   rent  licr 
heart. 

"  There  is  no  need,"  continued  the  Prince,  "for  me  to 
tell  you  not  to  marry  a  Papist." 

On  uttering  these  words  he  burst  into  tears,  and  as 
soon  as  he  could  command  his  voice  he  assured  her  that 
it  was  only  his  anxietv  for  the  reformed  reliffion  whicli 
made  him  speak  as  he  had  done.  She  did  not  know  what 
to  reply.     But  at  last  she  said : 

"  I  have  never  loved  any  one  but  you,  and  should  not 
know  how  to  love   another.     Besides,  as  I  have  ^^  ivjj 
married  so  many  years  without  having  the  blessing  of  *  ly 
'  child,  I  beWcva  ftiat  \\vv\\.\^  «v\^^vK^\»\ft  ^^empt  me  fw*  fli^ 
ever  thinking  oi  >N\\a.t  xou^vQ^^r 
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She  accompanied  the  Prince  to  his  ship  and  saw  the 
fleet  set  sail.  A  month  passed  before  she  heard  news  of 
him,  during  which  she  spent  most  of  her  time  in  public 
and  private  prayers,  as  did  also  all  her  court,  and  a  great 
number  of  the  people  of  Holland. 

"  Every  morning,"  she  records,  "  I  attended  the  French 
prayers  which  were  held  in  my  own  house.    At  noon,  I 
joined  in  the  English  prayers ;  and  at  five  in  the  after- 
noon, I  attended  church  to  hear  a  sermon ;  at  half-past 
seven  in  the  evening,  I  was  present  at  evening  prayers. 
All  this  I  did  constantly,  God  by  His  grace  giving  me 
health  to  be  able  to  do  it.     Every  Friday  we  had  a  par- 
ticular solemnity  in  my  house,  where  I  then  had  an  Eng- 
lish sermon  preached.     But  my  enemy,  tlie  devil,  found 
means  to  stir  up  within  me  scruples  and  fears,  causing 
me  to  apprehend  that  by  all  these  public  devotions  I  was 
attracting  the  praises  of  men,  and  that  that  would  excite 
my  vanity.     I  feared  also  that  if  I  should  abstain  from 
them  and  remain  at  home,  I  should  not  give  them  that 
good  example  and  encouragement  to  devotion  which  was 
my  duty  in  the  rank  in  which  it  had  pleased  God  to  place 
me.    Hence,/  whether  I  went  to   prayers   or  abstained, 
I  saw   something  to  fear.     Nevertheless,  thanks   be    to 
God,  I  resolved  to  do  my  duty  without  troubling  myself 
as  to  the  consequences." 

During  that  month  of  suspense,  the  Princess  received 
^0  company.  When  at  length  she  was  assured  that  her 
husband  had  made  a  safe  landing,  she  resumed  her  recep- 
tions, four  days  in  the  week,  at  which,  however,  as  she 
herself  records,  "I  did  not  play  at  cards."  A  young 
lady  has  seldom  been  so  cruelly  situated  as  she  was  then ; 
her  husband  having  invaded  the  dominions  of  her  father 
^th  the  deliberate  intention  to  drive  him  from  liis  throne 
*nd  country.  It  is  evident  from  these  letters  that  she 
*^d  no  scruples  oi  conscience  in  the  matter, \i>\\»  ^j.^n^  ^aS\ 
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her  heart  and  approval  to  her  husband.  She  opposed  her 
father,  not  merely  because  he  was  a  Catholic,  but  wished 
to  mnke  England  Catholic.  She  believed  that  he  was 
trying  to  pass  off  upon  the  people  of  England  a  spurious 
child,  who  would  continue  the  work  which  he  had  begun, 
and  fasten  upon  Great  Britain  a  line  of  Catholic  kings. 

Success  rewarded  the  efforts  of  the  Prince  of  Orange, 
and  in  a  few  weeks  Mary  joined  him  in  England.  lu 
April,  1G89,  William  and  Mary  were  crowned  at  West- 
minster Abbey,  King  and  Queen  of  England.  As  she  was 
not  merely  Queen  by  right  of  marriage,  but  by  right  of 
birth,  she  was  crowned  in  all  respects  as  a  monarch,  being 
girt  with  a  sword,  i)laccd  upon  the  throne,  and  presented 
with  a  Bible,  a  pair  of  spurs,  and  a  small  globe. 

Tlie  gracious  manners  of  Queen  Mary,  her  pronounced 
piety,  and  her  noble  presence  went  far  towards  reconcil- 
ing tiic  people  to  the  ungcninl  demeanor  of  her  husband. 
It  was  she  who  introduced  into  England  the  taste  for 
colloctinj»;  cliina,  wliic^h  has  Ikicu  often  since  revived,  and 
which  ])revails  even  at  tliis  day.  Slic  continued  to  write 
letters  to  lior  old  friends  in  IloHand,  and  to  make  entries 
into  her  diary,  some  of  which  are  i)rinted  in  the  vohnue 
midcr  consideration,  llvr  liusband  did  not  find  Ireland 
so  easy  to  concjuer  as  En<zland,  and  it  was  not  till  tlio 
summer  of  1691  that  the  Catliolie  Irish  were  finally  sul> 
dued.  AVhen  the  news  of  victory  reached  England,  the 
churclies  opened,  and  the  ]ieoi)le  thronged  to  them  to  ofler 
thanks  to  God.  Queen  Mary,  at  the  Palace  of  Kensing- 
ton, wrote  thus  in  her  diary  : 

"•  What  thanks  ouglit  I  to  render,  0  my  soul,  to  thy 
Lord  lor  all  His  bounties?  They  are  indeed  new  every 
morning,  and  1  can  well  say :  it  is  of  tliy  mercy,  0  Loid, 
that  we  are  not  consumed,  for  Tliv  mercv  cnduretli  for- 
c\ci'.  But  what  uvc  we^  thy  poor  sinful  people  of  this 
country,  wliaxi  \a  u\y  \\\\^\i^\\vi,'OA\^  n^\y;\X»  v^xs^.  t^  that  we 
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should  receive  so  many  favors  ?  0  my  God,  to  thee  be  all 
the  glory  !  May  we  learn  to  hmnble  ourselves  truly 
before  Him,  and  may  all  those  poor  people  in  Ireland,  as 
well  as  ourselves  here,  being  delivered  from  our  enemies, 
serve  Thee  in  holiness  and  justice  all  the  days  of  our 
lives ! " 

Queen  Mary  did  not  long  enjoy  her  royal  state.  At 
the  early  age  of  thirty-two,  in  the  very  bloom  and  lustre 
of  her  maturity,  she  was  seized  with  sra^ll-pox,  and  died 
in  a  few  days.  The  King,  her  husband,  was  led,  almost 
insensible,  from  the  chamber  of  death,  and  when  he 
died,  eight  years  after,  a  gold  ring,  containing  a  lock  of 
Mary's  hair,  was  found  next  to  his  person  suspended  by 
a  black  silk  ribbon.  The  childless  Anne  then  succeeded 
to  the  throne.  So  much  for  this  box  of  royal  letters, 
now  opened  for  the  Qrst  time  in  this  country. 

n 


XXIX. 

AN  EVENING  WITH  RACHEL. 

IT  was  the  evening  of  May  29, 1889,  when  this  supped 
occurred,  of  which  the  reader,  after  the  lapse  of 
tliirty-eight  years,,  is  invited  to  partake.  MademoiseDe 
Richel  had  performed  in  Voltaire's  tragedy  of  "  TaucrMe," 
to  a  crowded  and  enraptured  audience,  for  she  was  ihea 
in  the  flush  of  her  fii-st  cclebnty,  only  eleven  moutto 
having  elapsed  since  her  first  appearance  in  classic 
tragedy. 

The  real  name  of  this  "  sublime  child,"  as  the  Freuch 
poets  love  to  style  her,  was  Elizabeth  Rachel  Felix,  and 
she  was  born  in  Switzerland,  the  daughter  of  a  Jewish 
peddler.  In  her  early  days  she  used  to  sing  in  the  cate 
of  Paris,  accompanying  lieiself  on  an  old  guitar.  ^li<5 
was  about  eleven  years  uf'aue  ^vhen  her  voice  cau'ihtllifi 
ear  of  one  of  the  founders  of  the  Roval  Conservator.' li 
Music,  who  ])laccd  her  in  one  of  its  classes,  and  ngivd 
to  defray  the  expenses  of  her  education.  Her  voice  not 
proving  to  be  as  promising  as  her  benefactor  imagined.  1* 
procured  an  adiwission  for  her  into  a  declamation  cto 
wliere  her  wonderful  talent  was  trained  and  develo|»eA 
*  8lie  made  her  first  appearance  at  the  Theatre  Fraiis^a':'! 
in  September,  1838,  and  she  was  speedily  accepted  as  t 
first  actress  of  the  age.  The  fortunes  of  the  theatefi 
which  had  been  at  the  lowest  ebb,  were  restored,  and 
f  ither  demanded  for  her,  and  in  time  obtained,  a  rivou 
of  eighty  thousand  francs  per  annum. 

It  was   a  viig\\t>  M^  1  have   just  said,   of  Yoitairt' 
(362^ 
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iiiicrSdc,"  in  which  she  played  the  part  of  the  heroine, 
lerifiide,  the  beloved  of  Tancrede^  a  part  in  which  she 
)duced  thrilling  effects.  In  the  audience,  on  that  occa- 
'11,  sat  Alfred  de  Musset,  one  of  the  most  admired  of 
30 lit  French  poets,  who  had  been  for  some  time  a  friend 

the  new  actress  and  of  her  family,  as  well  as  one  of 
Q  warmest  apprcciators  of  her  genius.     At  the  end  of 

act  he  went  behind  tlie  scenes  to  compliment  her  upon 
3  beauty  and  fitness  of  her  costume.     Toward  the  close 

tlic  play  she  was  to  read  a  letter  from  her  lover, 
)rtally  wounded  upon  the  field  of  battle,  who  was  dying 
der  the  impression  that  she  had  betrayed  him.  The 
tcr  runs  thus : 

'  I  could  not  survive  your  perfidy.  I  die  on  the  battle- 
Id,  but  I  die  of  wounds  inflicted  by  you.  I  wished, 
icl  woman,  in  exposing  myself  for  you,  to  save  at  once 
ir  glory  and  your  life." 

Soever  before  had  she  read  this  letter  with  such  tender 
hos ;  and  she  said  afterwards  that  she  had  been  moved 
such  a  degree  herself,  that  she  could  scarcely  go  on 
h  the  part.  At  ten  o'clock  the  play  ended,  for  a 
Mich  tragedy  only  lasts  about  an  hour  and  a  half.  De 
sset  on  leaving  the  theater  met  her  by  chance  in  the 
3et,  going  home  with  one  of  her  friends,  and  followed 
a  crowd  of  her  special  admirers,  members  of  the  press, 
ists,  and  others.  The  poet  saluted  her,  and  she 
ponded  by  saying : 
'  Come  home  to  supper  with  us." 
50  he  joined  the  throng,  and  they  were  soon  all  seated 
her  parlor — Rachel,  her  sister  Sarah,  their  mother, 
■red  de  Musset,  and  several  others.  The  events  of  the 
ning  were  afterwards  recorded  by  the  poet,  as  he  says, 
ith  the  exactness  of  shorthand,"  and  the  narrative 
;  been  published  since  his  death  in  a  volume  of  hia 
t  writings  and  familiar  letters.     Aiter  ^OiUi!^  \3^SJvxL't 
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Gonvcrsation,  Bachel  discovered  that  slie  had  left  lier 
rings  and  bracelets  at  the  theater,  and  she  sent  her  8e^ 
vant  back  for  them.  But  she  had  only  one  servant,  and, 
behold!  there  was  no  one  to  get  the  sapper  read/. 
Bachel,  nothing  abashed,  took  off  some  of  her  fineiy,  pot 
on  a  dressing  sacque  and  night  cap,  and  went  into  fliB 
kitchen.  Fifteen  minutes  passed.  She  reappeared,  ^u 
pretty  as  an  angel,"  carrying  a  dish  in  which  were  tiurea 
beefsteaks  cooked  by  herself.  She  placed  the  dish  in  tli» 
middle  of  the  table,  and  gaily  said : 

«  Regale ! "         . 

She  then  went  back  to  the  kitchen  and  returned  ▼!& 
a  tureen  of  smoking  soup  in  one  hand,  and  in  the  oilier 
a  saucepan  full  of  spinach.    That  was  the  supper.  Ni 
plates,  no  spoons ;  for  the  servant  had  carried  awsj 
keys  of  the  cuf)board.    Bachel  opened  the  sideboai^li 
found  a  salad  dish  full  of  salad,  discovered  one  plate, took 
some  salad  with  the  wooden  salad  spoon,  sat  down  and 
began  to  eat. 

"But,"  cried  her  mother,  who  was  very  hungry, "thert 
are  some  brass  platters  in  the  kitchen." 

Rachel  dutifully  brought  them  and  distributed  thea 
among  the  guests;  and  while  they  were  eating, as 
they  could,  the  following  conversation  took  place : 

Mother — My  dear,  your  steaks  are  overdone. 

Rachel — It  is  true  ;  they  are  as  hard  as  wood. 
I  did  our  housekeeping  I  was  a  better  cook.    It  is  odi|j^ 
talent  the  less.     No  matter ;  I  have  lost  on  one  side, 
I  have  gained  on  the  other.    You  don't  eat,  Sarah. 

Sarah — No,  I  cannot  eat  from  brass  plates. 

Rachel — Oh!     It  is  since  I  bought  a  dozen  silver  pi 
with  my  savings  that  you  can  no  longer  endure  b 
If  I  become  riclier,  you  will  want  one  servant  behind  f 
cliair  and  another  before  it.    Never  will  I  turn  tihose 
platters  out  oi  owt  \\o\i%^.   ^V^-^  \>a:^^ ^wt^od  us  too 
for  that.     Havetf  t  t\\ei? ,  mc»afc\\ 
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Mother  (her  mouth  full) — What  do  you  say,  child  ? 
Jachel  (to  the  poet) — Just  think;  when  I  played  at 

Theater  Molidre,  I  had  only  two  pairs  of  stockings, 
1  every  morning — 

:Iere  Sarah  began  to  gabble  German,  in  order  to  pre- 
it  her  sister  from  going  on  with  her  story. 
Rachel — No  German  here!     There  is  nothing  to  be 
lanied  of!     I  had,  I  say,  only  two  pairs  of  stockings, 
i  I  was  obliged  to  wash  one  pair  every  morning  to 
ar  on  the  stage.     That  pair  was  hanging  in  my  room 
oil  a  clothes  horse,  while  I  wore  the  other  pair, 
riie  Poet — ^And  i/ou  did  the  housekeeping  ? 
Rachel — I  was  up  at  six  every  morning,  and  by  eight 

the  beds  were  made.     Then  I  went  to  market  to  buv 
•  dinner. 

riie  Poet— ^nd  did  you  keep  a  little  change  out  of  the 
rket  monev  ? 

iachel — ^No.     I  was  a  very  honest  cook.     "Was  I  not, 
ther? 

Jother  (still  stuffing) — 0,  yes ;  that  you  were  indeed, 
lacliel — Once  only  I  was  a  thief  for  a  month.     When 
ought  four  sous'  worth,  I  called  it  five,  and  when  I 
d  ten  sous  I  put  it  down  twelve.     At  the  end  of  the 
nth  I  found  myself  mistress  of  three  francs, 
r'lic  Poet  (in  a  severe  ^(?7ie)— Mademoiselle,  what  did 

do  with  those  three  francs? 
tachel  w^as  silent. 

•lother — She  bought  the  works  of  Moliere  with  them, 
"he  Poet — Did  you,  really  ? 

lachel — Yes,  indeed.  I  had  already  a  Corneille  and  a 
Mne ;  I  had  to  have  a  Molifire.  I  bought  it  with  my 
2e  francs,  and  then  I  confessed  my  crimes. 
Lt  this  point  of  the  conversation  some  of  the  company 
3  fo  go,  and  soon  all  the  guests  departed,  except  De 
sset,  and  two  or  three  intimate  friends.    'V!\\e  ^^i:n^\Vw 
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retained  from  the  Uiuntcr  aii'l  placed  upon  the  tablo  Bome 
brillutnt  rinps,  iivo  iiiagiii(li.x'tit  lirucclcts  ami  a  goldcii 
coronet,  many  thouiand  francs'  worth  of  jewelry,  all  glit- 
tering in  tlie  midst  of  tlie  brass  plates  and  the  remains  of 
the  supper.  The  poet,  meanwhile,  startled  at  the  idea  d 
her  keeping  house,  working  in  the  kitchen,  making  beds, 
and  andei^ing  the  fatigues  incident  to  poverty,  looked 
at  her  hands,  fearing  to  fiud  them  ugly  or  spoiled.  He 
obseired,  on  tlie  contrary,  that  Ihey  were  email,  white, 
and  plump,  with  tlie  slenderest  fijigera.  She  had  the 
liands  of  a  princess. 

Her 'Sister  Sarah,  who  did  not  eat,  continned  to  scold 
in  German.  That  morning,  indeed,  she  had  been  guilty 
of  some  escapade  a  little  too  far  from  the  maternal  wing, 
^d  she  had  obtained  her  pardon  and  her  place  at  the 
table  only  in  consequence  Of  her  sister's  entreaties. 

Bauhcl  (replying  to  tlie  German  growls) — You  plapie 
me!  For  my  part,  I  like  to  recall  my  youth,  I  remem- 
ber that  one  day  I  wanted  to  make  some  punch  in  one  of 
these  very  brass  plates.  I  held  my  plate  over  a  candlp, 
and  it  melted  in  my  hand.  Speaking  of  that,  ."■'ophic, 
bring  mc  some  cherry  brandy.  Let  us  have  some  priiicli. 
There!  1  have  had  enough.     I  have  done  my  supper. 

Tlic  maid  returned,  bringing  a  bottle, 

Motlier — Sophie  has  made  a  mistake.  Tliat  is  a  bottle 
of  absintlic. 

Tiie  Poet— Give  me  a  little  of  it. 

Bachcl — 0,  how  glad  I  should  be  to  have  you  take  sontc- 
tliing  in  our  house. 

Mother — They  say  that  absinthe  is  very  wholesome. 

The  Poet — Not  at. all.     It  is  pernicious  and  detestable. 

S  irah — Then  why  do  you  ask  for  some  ? 

The  Poet — In  order  to  have  it  to  say  that  I     ok  BoniO' 

thing  here.  ] 

Bachel — I  .7iahtj4t'mls.a.\\y.\9o'^'*>-    ■   ■  ' 
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So  saying,  she  poured  some  absinthe  into  a  glass  of 
rater  and  drank  it.  They  brought  her  a  silver  bowl,  into 
<rliich  she  put  sugar  and  cherry  brandy,  after  which  she 
et  fire  to  her  punch,  and  made  it  blaze. 

Rachel — ^I  love  that  blue  flame. 

The  Poet — It  is  much  prettier  when  there  is  no  light  in 
:he  room. 

Rachel — Sophie,  take  away  the  candles. 

Mother — Not  at  all ;  not  at  all !  What  an  idea  ! 

Rachel  (a%ide) — This  is  unsupportable  !  Pardon,  dear 
mother;  you  are  good,  you  are  charming  (kissing  her)  ; 
but  I  want  Sophie  to  carry  away  the  candles. 

Upon  this,  the  poet  himself  took  the  two  candles  and 
put  them  under  the  table,  which  produced  the  effect  of 
twilight.  The  mother,  by  turns  green  and  blue  from  the 
glimmer  of  the  blazing  punch,  leveled  her  eyes  upon  De 
Husset,  and  watched  all  his  movements.  He  put  the 
caudles  back  upon  the  table. 

A  Flatterer — Mademoiselle  Rabat  was  not  beautiful 
Hiis  evening. 

The  Poet — ^You  are  hard  to  please.  I  thought  her 
^I'etty  enough. 

Another  Flatterer — She  has  no  intelligence. 

Rachel — Why  do  you  say  that  ?  She  is  not  so  stupid 
s  many  others ;  and,  besides,  she  is  a  good  girl.  Let 
Or  alone.  I  do  not  like  to  have  my  comrades  spoken  of 
^x  tliat  way. 

The  punch  was  ready.     Rachel  filled  the  glasses  and 

onded  them  about  to  the  company.     She  poured  the  rest 

f  tlie  punch  into  a  soup  plate,  and  began  to  drink  it  with 

•  spoon.     Tlien  vshe  took  the  poet's  cane,  drew  the  sword 

^OTCi  it,  and  picked  her  teeth  with  the  point. 

Here .,' "^ded,  for  that  evening,  all  common  talk  and 
•liild's  play.    A  single  word  sufficed  to  change  the  char- 
acter of  the  scene,  and  to  convert  iViia  uuiot^Jcv^dL  cXv^ftc 
19^7  an  artist 
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The  Poet — IIov  jroa  read  that  letter,  this  erening! 
You  were  really  moved. 

Bacliel — ^Yes ;  it  seemed  to  me  as  if  something  wifbin 
me  was  going  to  give  way.  But '  it  is  no  matter ;  I  da 
not  like  that  piece  much.    It  is  false. 

The  Poet — Do  jrou  prefer  the  plays  of  Comeille  and 
Racine? 

Bachel— I  like  Comeille  terj  much ;  and  yet,  be  if 
sometimes  trivial,  sometimes  bombastic.  He  comes  short 
of  the  troth. 

The  Poet— -0 !  gently ,  mademoiselle ! 

Bachel — ^Let  us  see*  When  in  Horace,  for  example^ 
Sabine  says :  *'  One  can  change  a  lover,  but  not  a  bus* 
band ; "  well,  I  don't  like  it.    It  is  gross. 

Tlie  Poet — ^You  will  confess,  at  least,  that  it  is  true. 

Bachel — ^Yes ;  but  is  it  worthy  of  Comeille  ?  Talk  to 
me  of  Bachio !  There  is  a  man  I  adore !  All  that  bo 
says  is  so  beautiful,  so  tme,  8o  noble. 

The  Poet — 8|)caking  of  Racine,  do  you  remcmlKjr 
receiving  some  time  ago  an  anonymous  letter  whicli  g^ve 
you  advice  respecting  tlic  la^t  kcciic  in  "  Mitliridatc"? 

Bachel — Perfectly  ;  1  followed  tlie  advice  given  mc,and 
ever  since  I  have  always  been  applauded  in  that  sccjic. 
Do  you  know  the  person  that  wrote  to  me  ? 

The  Poet — Veiy  well;  slie  is  tlic  woman  in  all  Pari^ 
who  has  the  greatest  mind  and  the  smallest  foot.  AVliat 
part  arc  you  studying  now  ? 

Rachel — Wc  are  going  to  plaV  this  summer,  "Marie 
Stuirt,"  and  afterwards,  "  Polyeucte,"  and,  perhaps— 

The  Poet— Well  ? 

Rachel   (^atriking    the   taUe) — Well,  I  wish   \o  pI^T 
Phedre!    They  tell  mc  I  am  too  young,  that  I  am  too 
thin,  and  a  hundred  oWxisv  ^^A\\^^.    l^\m\»ly  reply:  Iti* 
the  mo»t  beautiful  ro\c  ol  TX.^cAt\^\\^'«K^\^^\»>^^^'^ 
Sarab — Mj  dear,  porl^V^  lou  u.w  ^^w^i^ 


AN  EVENING  WITH  RACHEL.  369 

lachel — Never  mind  !  If  people  think  that  I  am  too 
ng,  and  that  the  part  is  not  suitable  to  me,  what  then, 
bleu!  There  were  many  who  thought  the  same  when 
[ayed  Roxane;  and  What  harm  did  it  do  me  ?    If  they 

I  am  too  thin,  I  maintain  that  it  is  a  betise.  A  woman 
)  has  an  infamous  passion,  but  dies  rather  than  yield 
t ;  a  woman  who  has  been  dried  up  in  the  fires  of 
iction,  such  a  woman  cannot  have  a  chest  like  Madam 
'adol.  It  would  be  a  contradiction  in  nature.  1  have 
d  tlie  part  ten  times  in  the  last  eight  days.  How  1 
11  play  it  I  do  not  know  ;  but  I  tell  you  that  I  feel  it. 
vain  the  newspapers  object ;  they  will  not  disgust  me 
h  the  part.  The  newspapers,  instead  of  helping  me 
I  encouraging  me,  exhaust  their  ingenuity  in  injuring 
.  But  I  will  play  that  part  if  only  four  persons  come 
see  me!  Yes  (turning  to  De  Musset),  I  have  read 
tain  articles  full  of  candor  and  of  conscience,  and  I 
)w  nothing  better  or  more  useful ;  but  there  are  people 
0  use  their  weapons  only  to  lie,  to  destroy  !  They  are 
rse  ihan  thieves  or  assassins.     They  kill  the  soul  with 

pricks !  0,  it  seems  to  me  that  I  could  poison  them. 
Mother — My  dear,  you  do  nothing  but  talk ;  you  tire 
irself  out.      riiis  morning  you  were  up  at  six  o'clock  ; 

0  not  know  wliat  your  legs  are  made  of.  After  talking 
day  you  played  this  evening.  You  will  make  yourself 
k. 

Sachel  (eagerly^ — No  ;  let  me  alone !  I  tell  you,  no  ! 
is  that  which  keeps  me  alive.  Would  you  like  me 
lining  to  De  Musset)  to  go  and  get  the  book  ?    We 

1  read  the  piece  together. 

riie  Poet — Would  I  like  it !     You  could  propose  noth- 

more  agreeable  to  me. 
?arah — But,  my  dear,  it  is  half-past  eleven, 
tachel — Very  well;   who  hinders  you  from  going  to 

? 
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Sarah  went  to  bed.  Rachel  rose  and  left  the  room, 
returning  in  a  moment  carrying  the  volume  of  Racine  in 
her  hands,  with  something  in  her  air  and  step  which 
seemed  to  the  poet  to  savor  of  the  'solemn  and  religious. 
It  was  the  manner  of  a  celebrant  approaching  the  altar 
bearing  the  sacred  vessels.  She  took  a  seat  next  De  Mus- 
sct,  and  snuffed  the  candles.    Her  mother  fell  into  a  doze. 

Richcl  (^openiftfj  the  book  in  a  manner  expressive  of  pro- 
found respect,  and  lending  over  it^ — Howl  love  this  man! 
When  I  put  my  nose  into  this  book,  I  could  remain  two 
days  without.eating  or  drinking. 

The  ])oot  and  the  actress  then  began  to  read  that 
"  Phd.lrc  "  which  French  critics,  from  Voltaire  to  Sainte 
Beuve,  unite  in  thinking  the  supreme  product  of  the 
French  drama.  The  book  lay  open  between  them.  The 
rest  of  the  company,  one  after  the  other,  took  their  leave, 
R.icIk^I  nodding  a  slight  farewell  as  each  withdrew,  and 
continuing  to  read.  At  first  she  repeated  the  lines  in  a 
monotonous  tone,  as  thoiiirh  she  was  saying  a  litany. 
Gradually  she  kindled.  Thev  exchanged  remarks  and 
ideas  upon  each  passage.  kSUc  came  at  last  to  the  dec- 
laration. Slie  extended  one  arm  straight  upon  tlie  taldo, 
and  with  her  forehead  leaning  upon  her  left  hand  she 
abandoned  lierself  entirelv  to  the  readinir.  Xevertheless, 
she  still  spoke  onlv  in  half  voice.  Suddenlv  her  cvos 
S])arkled.  The  genius  of  Racine  lighted  up  her  cmint*^ 
nance.  She  grew  pale  and  red  by  turns.  Never  had  hiT 
comnanion  seen  anvtliinir  so  beautiful,  so  movinir ;  at  th'? 
theater  she  had  never  produced  such  an  effect  upon  Ivjr.. 
All  the  circumstances  concurred  to  deepen  the  impres- 
sion •;  her  fatijrue,  a  sliirht  hoarseness,  the  evident  stimr.- 
lus  of  the  punch,  the  lateness  of  tlie  hour,  the  ahuost 
feverish  animation  of  that  little  face  with  the  pMty 
night  cap  over  U,  t\\e  brilliancy  of  her  eyes,  a  certain 
infantile  smib.  w\iic\\oce^^\o\i;i\V^  '^\VWi.^^^^'^^\iat  counte 
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nance — even  the  disordered  table,  the  unsnuffcd  candle, 
the  dozing  mother — all   made    up    a   picture  worthy  of 
Rembrandt,   a    chapter   that  might    figure   in   Wilhelm 
Meister,  and  a  reminiscence  of  artist  life  never  to  be  * 
effaced. 

Half-past  twelve  arrived.  The  father  of  the  family 
came  in  from  the  opera.  As  soon  as  he  was  seated  he 
ordered  his  daughter,  in  tones  which  seemed  brutal  to 
the  poet,  to  stop  her  reading.  Rachel  closed  the  book, 
and  said  in  a  low  tone,  "  This  is  revolting ;  I  will  buv  a 
book-holder  and  read  in  bed."  Dc  Musset  looked  at  her 
and  saw  large  tpars  rolling  from  her  eyes.  It  was  to  liim, 
indeed,  most  revolting  to  hear  this  wonderful  creature 
addressed  in  such  a  manner;  and  he  took  his  leave  full  of 
admiration,  respect,  and  emotion. 

Brutal  as  may  have  been  the  father's  manner,  we  are 
obliged  to  confess  that  he  was  substantially  right ;  and  if 
this  gifted  girl  had  taken  his  advice,  only  so  far  as  to  go 
to  bed  when  her  work  was  done,  she  would  not  have  died 
at  the  age  of  thirty-seven,  when,  in  the  course  of  nature, 
she  would  not  have  reached  the  full  development  of  her 
powers.  Alfred  De  Musset  began  soon  after  to  write  a 
play  for  her  which  he  did  not  live  to  complete  ;  for  lie, 
too,  was  one  of  the  brilliant  pcoi)lc  who  burn  the  candle 
of  life  at  both  ends,  and  live  in  disregard  of  those  phys- 
ical conditions  of  welfare  which  no  man  or  woman  can 
violate  with  impunity. 

In  Paris,  that  night,  there  were  a  thousand  suppers 
more  sumptuous  and  splendid.  The  chance  presence  of 
a  sympathetic  reporter,  by  preserving  a  record  of  this 
one,  reveals  to  us  the  sublime  child  herself  and  the  atmos- 
phere in  which  she  lived.  Strange  that  our  clicrisluMl 
apparatus  of  education  should  give  us  mediocrity,  while 
genius  is  generated  under  the  rudest  conditions.j  and 
develops  itRel:,  not  merely  without  liclp,  \>\it  m  ^-^Vwi  vA. 
the  harshest  hindrance  1 
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JOSEPHINE  AND  BONAPARTE. 

WE  get  much  light  upon  Josephine,  and  upon  Napo- 
leon's general  brutality  towards  women  from 
the  Memoirs  of  Madame  de  R^musat,  which  the  people 
of  Paris  have  been  reading  lately  wilh  so  much  inter- 
est. This  lady  was  a  member  of  the  household  of  the 
Empress  Joseplnne  for  several  years,  and  slie  gives 
us  an  inside  view  of  Napoleon's  court  which  is  highly 
edifying.  A  particularly  interesting  chapter  is  that  in 
which  the  coronation  of  Bonaparte  and  Josephine  is 
related ;  a  scene  which  Thiers  has  described  with  extra- 
ordinary splendor  and  graphic  power.  Thiers  ^ivcs  us 
the  outside  of  the  wondrous  show  ;  Madame  de  Rcmusat 
the  inside. 

It  was  November,  1804.  The  new  emperor  and  empress 
were  at  the  ])alacc  of  Saint-Cloud,  with  the  ladies  and 
gentlemen  of  tlieir  "households,"  a  great  company  of 
noted  persons,  all  looking  forward  with  intensest  inlerest 
to  the  cc)niini^  spectacle.  The  brothers  and  sisters  of 
Napoleon  wore  there  with  their  families  and  retinue.  A 
great  preliminary  question  agitated  the  circle,  respectinjr 
the  ])osition  of  Josephine  in  the  ceremony  of  the  corona- 
tion. Should  she  be  a  spectator  or  a  participant?  All 
in  a  word  :  Was  she  about  to  be  crowned  or  divorced'.' 
Bonaparte  himself  passionately  desired  an  heir  to  his  now 
throne,  which  Josephine  could  never  give  him.  In  his 
address  to  the  Senate,  formally  accepting  the  throne,  he 
used  sucli  lan'^uage  aa  W\\^\ 
(372) 
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^^  My  descendants  will  long  preserve  this  ihrone.  In 
the  field,  they  will  be  tlie  first  soldiers  of  the  army, 
sacrificing  their  lives  for  the  defence  of  their  country. 
As  magistrates,  they  will  never  lose  sight  of  the  truth  ♦ 
that  contempt  for  the  laws  and  of  the  social  order  are 
only  the  results  of  the  weakness  and  indecision  of  princes." 

To  tlie  people  of  France  the  full  significance  of  these 
words  was  not  apparent;  but  Josephine  and  all  the  family 
of  Bonaparte  knew  very  well  what  they  meant.  His 
brothers  and  sisters,  who  had  nothing  of  Napoleon  but  his 
littleness,  urged  him  with  excessive  importunity  to  seize 
this  occasion  to  set  Josephine  aside.  If  they  had  been 
less  persistent,  they  might  have  succeeded,  for  the 
emperor  was  strongly  tempted  to  begin  his  reign  with 
this  act  of  baseness.  Josephine  herself  was  torn  with 
anxiety,  for  she  loved  the  pomps  and  splendors  of  a 
court,  and  was  really  attached  to  her  husband.  In  the 
crisis  of  these  family  intrigues  an  incident  occurred  which 
came  near  deciding  the  question  against  Josephine. 

Imagine  a  large  drawing-room  at  Saint-Cloud,  with 
windows  looking  out  upon  the  beautiful  gardens  of  that 
royal  chateau,  and  commanding  a  view  of  the  opposite 
wing  in  which  were  the  emperor's  own  rooms.  Imagine 
this  drawing-room  filled  with  the  ladies  belonging  to  the 
household  of  the  empress,  occupied  in  various  idle  employ- 
ments. One  of  the  ladies  suddenly  leaves  the  apartment, 
and  Josephine,  who  had  been  for  some  weeks  very  jealous 
of  her,  looks  out  of  the  window,  and  sees  her  enter  the 
emperor's  cabinet.  She  took  Madame  de  R^musat  aside, 
and  said  to  her  in  fierce  whispers : 

"  I  am  going  tliis  very  hour  to  know  the  truth  of  the 
matter.  Remain  in  this  saloon  with  all  my  circle,  and  if 
any  one  asks  what  has  become  of  me,  you  will  say  that 
the  emperor  has  sent  for  me." 

The  lady  strove  to  retain  her,  but  sho  \?a%  Xi^'sAaV^^ 
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self  with  passion,  and  would  not  listen  to  her.  Josephine 
left  the  room,  and  was  j^one  for  half  an  hour.  Then 
returning,  she  ordered  Madame  de  R6musat  to  follow  her 
into  her  chamher, 

"  All  is  lost ! "  cried  the  empress,  as  soon  as  they  were 
alone  ;  "  and  what  1  suspected  is  only  too  true.  I  sought 
the  eni])eror  in  his  cabinet.  He  was  not  there!  Then  I 
went  by  the  secret  staircase  to  the  little  suite  of  rooms 
above.  I  found  the  door  shut,  but  through  the  keyliolel 
heard  their  voices.  I  knocked  very  loud,  saying  who  I 
was.  When  the  door  was  opened  I  burst  into  reproaches, 
and  she  began  to  cry.  Bonaparte  flew  into  a  passion  so 
violent  that  I  scarcely  had  time  to  escape  from  his  resent- 
ment. In  truth,  1  am  still  trembling;  for  I  do  not  kno\r 
to  what  excess  he  would  have  carried  his  fury.  No  doubt 
he  will  come  herC;  and  1  expect  a  terrilJe  scene." 

''  Do  not  commit  a  second  fault,"  said  Madame  de 
Reniiisat ;  "for  llie  emperor  Avoiild  never  forgive  your 
making  a  con[i(hinte  of  any  one  wliatever  in  this  matter. 
Let  me  leave  you,  m;id;ime.  He  nnist  find  you  alone, 
and  do  try  to  hofleu  him,  and  repair  so  great  an 
imprudence." 

There  was  indeed  a  terrible  scene  between  tlie  most 
arbitrary  of  men  and  his  jealous  wife.  As  soon  as  he  was 
gone,  Josepliine  called  Madame  de  Rcnuisat  to  her  and 
told  lier  tliat  l]onaparte  in  his  anger  liad  broken  some  of 
the  furniture,  and  given  her  notice  to  prepare  to  leave 
Saint-Cloud,  as  he  was  tired  of  being  watched  by  a  jeal- 
ous woman.  lie  was  resolved,  he  said,  to  shake  off  such 
a  yoke,  and  tlien  do  what  his  policy  required — marrv  a 
woman  who  could  give  him  children.  Upon  leaving  her, 
he  sent  to  Paris  for  ]i(?r  son  Eugene  to  come  and  take 
eliarge  of  his  mother's  departure  from  the  palace. 

''  1  am  lost  beyond  resource,"  said  Josepliine.     • 

Eugene    arrived.     He  \ic\\^Ne^  ^^\A^^  refusing  all   I 
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recompense  and  benefits  of  every  kind,  and  declaring  that 
he  would  devote  himself  to  his  mother,  even  if  he  had  to 
go  back  with  her  to  Martinique,  her  native  island.  Bona- 
parte appeared  struck  with  this  generous  devotion,  and 
listened  to  the  young  man  in  "  ferocious  silence."  A  few 
days  passed,  Josephine  acted  upon  the  advice  of  her 
lady,  and  played  the  part  of  the  contrite  and  submissive 
wife.  Napoleon,  who  had  really  loved  her  after  his  fash- 
ion, was  soon  mollified,  and  he  then  endeavored  to  per- 
suade her  to  spare  him  the  pain  of  sending  her  away  by 
going  away  herself. 

"  I  have  not  the  courage,"  said  he  to  her,  "  to  take  the 
last  resolution,  and  if  you  exhibit  too  much  sorrow,  and 
if  you  only  obey  me,  I  feel  that  I  shall  never  be  firm 
enough  to  compel  you  to  leave  me ;  but,  I  confess,  I 
greatly  desire  that  you  sliould  resign  yourself  to  the 
interest  of  my  policy,  and  that  you  yourself  should 
relieve  me  of  the  embarrassment  of  this  painful  separa- 
tion." 

To  all  sucii  words  as  these,  Josephine  only  replied  by 
the  penetrating  eloquence  of  tears.  These  miglit  not 
have  succeeded  if  the  other  Bonapartes  had  not  urged 
the  divorce  with  the  vehemence  of  personal  jealously  and 
dislike.  They  thought  they  had  succeeded,  and  boasted 
of  their  triumph  q,  little  too  openly  and  confidently. 
Napoleon  perceived  this,  and  suddenly  determined  to 
disappoint  them.  He  told  her  one  evening  that  tlie  Pope 
was  about  to  arrive,  who  would  crown  them  both  in  the 
cathedral  of  NStre  Dame. 

The  preparations  now  went  forward  with  great  rapidity. 
There  were  private  rehearsals  of  the  coronation,  attended 
by  the  artist  David,  who  directed  the  positions  of  each 
performer,  and  arranged  all  the  details  of  the  scene.  It 
was  on  one  of  these  occasions  that  Napoleon  announced 
his  intention  of  puttmg  the  crown  upon  Im  o\^^\\  \v^vA\ 
for,  said  ho : 
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"  I  found  the  crown  of  Franco  on  the  ground,  and  I 
picked  it  up." 

On  the  great  day,  the  sisters  of  Napoleon  were  forced 
to  carry  the  train  of  the  empress ;  a  duty  which  they  per- 
formed with  so  much  repugnance,  and  so  badly,  that  slie 
could  scarcely  walk,  until  the  emperor  growled  a  sharp 
reproof  through  his  clenched  teeth. 

The   most    startling  anecdote   which   these    Memoirs 
have  so  far  given,  is  one  showing  that  Napoleon  was  will- 
ing at  one  time  to  palm  off  on  the  French  people  a  false 
heir  to  the  throne.     Attempts  of  this  kind  have  been  the 
subject  of  more  than   one   popular  novel;   but  here  it 
figures  as  a  fact.     Josephine,  to  save  her   crown,  jrave 
her  consent  to  the  fraud,  and  Bonaparte  sent  for  his  chief 
physician,  Corvisart,  to   arrange   with  him   the  details. 
Dr.  Corvisart  proved  to  be  a  man  of  courage   and  honor. 
ITc  refused  to  lend  himself  to  the  deception,  and  the  nota- 
ble project  was  of  necessity  given  up.     It  was  not  until 
after  the  marriage  of  Bonaparte  with  Marie  Louise  and 
the  birth  of  her  son,  that  Dr.   Corvisart  confided  this 
secret  to  Madame  de  Rdmusat. 

Such  is  personal  government.  Such  are  courts.  Such 
are  the  consequences  of  resting  the  honor  and  safety  of  a 
nation  upon  one  man. 
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LADY  MORGAK 

naming  one  of  h«r  early  novels  "  The  Wild  Irish 
Jirl,"  Lady  Morgan  gave  the  public  an  inkling  of  her 
character.  The  world  Wild,  however,  has  acquired 
brious  meanings,  none  of  which  apply  to  her  inno- 
ind  high-bred  vivacity.  She  was  a  true  specimen  of 
'ish  race,  gay,  witty,  liberal,  but  ever  loyal  to  friends 
uty.  No  contrast  could  be  greater  than  her  exuber- 
:ayety  with  the  constrained  existence  and  despotic 
ilism  to  which  we  are  accustomed ;  and  hence  the 
jst  she  excites  in  us.  Here  is  her  strange,  eventful 
7,  a  history  possible  only  to  a  child  of  Erin. 

Cln-istmas  eve,  1783,  a  party  was  gathered  in  Dub- 
the  house  of  a  popular  Irish  actor,  by  name  Robert 
son.  His  wife  was  not  present,  having  excused  her- 
n  the  plea  of  indisposition ;  but  the  feast  progressed 
ly,  with  singing,  toasts,  and  story-telling,  and  it  was 
jy  Cliristmas  morning  when  a  breathless  messengei 
ired  on  the  threshold  to  inform  the  host  erf  \}\^ 
d  of  an  unexpected  Christmas  present  from  hjst 
He  hastily  quitted  the  room  on  reeeivix^g  tho 
mcement,  and  an  hour  later  returned  beaming  to 
uests  (who  had  not  thought  of  dispersing  in  the 
time)  bringing  word  that  all  was  going  well,  ancf  he 
lie  proud  father  of  *'a  dear  little  Irish  girl,"  the 
ng  he  had  long  wished  for.  This  intelligence  waa 
3d  with  a  half-suppressed  cheer  by  the  oompauY>^Vssi 

23   •  (^11>) 
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arranged  before  they  left  to  meet  ^ain  a  month  later  aii2 
eelebrate  the  cbrintening,  one  of  them,  Edward  Lju^A, 
a  noted  lawyer  and  wit  of  that  day,  agreeing  to  ftaol 
sponsor. 

Tiie  party  then  broke  up,  and  made  the  beet  haste  fhef 
could  to  their  several  homes,  for  the  nig^t  was  cold  and  fba 
snow  was  falling.  Lysaght,  who  had  the  farthest  to  fPf 
trudged  steadily  onward,  his  mind  yet  filled  with  tboa^ 
of  the  feast  just  over  and  of  the  little  baby  who  was  to  be 
his  goddaughter,  while  the  notes  of  a  Christmas  earolf 
sung  by  a  child  whose  form  he  could  dimly  perceive  mm 
distance  in  advance,  floated  back  to  his  ears  and  fell  is 
pleasantly  with  his  thoughts.  Overtaking  the  child,  h 
was  enabled  to  catch  the  last  words  of  her  song.  Tbef 
were  the  well-known  refrain : 

'*  Chiirtnuw  comes  but  once  a  year. 
And  when  it  comes  it  brings  good  cheer.^ 

As  the  song  died  away  the  singer  sank  down  suddenly 
upon  the  stcpH  of  a  brilliantly  lighted  house  resoundiii;; 
with  music  and  laughter.  He  went  up  to  her  and  found 
that  nha  was  dead,  still  grasping  her  ballad  in  her  hand. 

This  pathetic  story  of  her  birthnight  was  almost  the 
firnt  story  told  to  Bolx;rt  Owenson's  little  daughter,  and* 
Kliort  poem  upon  the  subject  by  Lysaght  was  ihetM 
thing  she  (;vcr  learned  by  heart. 

iler  chriKtening  took  place  according  to  agreement,! 
month  after  her  birth,  and  the  occasion  was  one  of  rcjoic- 
ingK  truly  Irish  in  their  character.  A  branch  of  sliillalab 
graced  the  table,  and  Mr.  Owenson,  who  was  a  fine  mrnA- 
cian,  sang,  first  in  Irish  and  then  in  English,  the  famoitf 
song  of  "O'llourke's  Noble  Feast,"  the  whole  compao/ 
joining  euthusiastically  in  the  chorus : 

^^  Oh  you  arc  welcome  heartily, 
Welcome,  gramaehrce, 
W  cVcomo.  ^wiwWVj , 
'WeVcomu  \^\'^ 
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Later,  the  extremely  young  lady  was  herself  brought 
in,  and  her  health  drunk  standing  with  three  times 
three,  and  the  significant  accompanying  words,  "Poglian 
Pah,"  or  "  wait  awhile."  It  was  an  appropriate  toast, 
for  a  '  while '  not  very  long  raised  the  little  Sydney  Owen- 
son,  who  was  thus  cordially  greeted  upon  her  first  appear- 
ance in  society,  to  a  position  where  few  of  her  early 
friends  expected  to  find  her. 

.Robert  Owenson  was  a  gifted  and  hospitable  Irishman; 
the  only  son  of  Walter  MacOwen  or  Owenson,  a  Con- 
naught  farmer,  and  Sydney  Crofton,  the  orphan  grand- 
daughter of  Sir  Malby  Crofton  of  Longford  House.  His 
parents  had  made  an  indiscreet  and  romantic  marriage. 
They  met  first  at  a  hurling-match,  where  Miss  Crofton 
was  the  Queen  of  Beauty  who  awarded  the  prize,  and 
young  Owenson  the  handsome  athlete  who  won  it.  A 
few  weeks  after,  they  ran  away  together  and  were  mar- 
ried, but  the  union  did  not  prove  a  happy  one,  and  the 
bride,  who  was  a  woman  of  talent,  consoled  herself  as 
best  she  could  with  music  and  poetry.  So  well  were  her 
efforts  appreciated  by  the  neighboring^  peasants  that  they 
nicknamed  her  Clasagh-na- Valla,  or  Harp  of  the  Valley. 
Ber  eloquence,  however,  was  of  more  practical  benefit  to 
her  son,  since  a  certain  Mr.  Blake  was  so  impressed  by 
her  recital  of  the  wrongs  inflicted  by  one  of  his  ancestors 
"Upon  a  long  dead  MacOwen,  that  he  carried  off  young 
Robert  to  London  with  him  by  way  of  amends.  After  a 
time  a  love  affair  with  a  pretty  singer  brought  the  young 
iJQan  into  disgrace  with  his  patron,  and  he  took  to  the 
■tage  to  support  himself.  A  few  years  later,  following 
tie  family  custom,  he  ran  away  with  and  married  Miss 
^ane  Hill,  the  sister  of  a  college  friend. 

It  was  from  her  father  that  Sydney  Owenson,  the  name- 
•^liB  of  poor  Clasagh-na-Valla,  derived  those  brilliant  and 
^'uning  qualities  that  made  her  famoua*,  \)\i\.\\.N^^'e»\\^^ 
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English  mother  from  whom  she  inherited  her  practical 
sense  and  business  capacity^  and  perhaps  also  what  she 
herself  describes  as  her  ^^  sacred  horror  of  debt." 

Daring  her  earlj  years  the  family  fortmies  were 
extremely  unsettled,  her  father  striving  vainly  to  earn  a 
respectable  income  by  the  combined  pursuits  of  wine  me^ 
chant  and  manager  of  a  theatre.  She  and  her  younger 
sister  Olivia  received  an  irregular  education,  partly  from 
their  mother,  partly  at  school.  But  they  did  not  progress 
satisfactorily,  and  Sydney  in  particular  was  the  4^pair  ' 
of  her  mother,  who  had  set  her  heart  upon  having  ber 
eldest  daughter  equal  the  ^achievements  of  a  precocioos 
little  child  of  Borland  Hill's,  who  had  read  the  Bible 
through  twice  before  she  was  five,  and  knitted  all  the 
stockings  worn  by  the  coachman.  Happily  for  tlie  poUie 
good  Mrs.  Owenson's  ambition  was  disappointed ;  her  elfish 
little  girl  found  it  quite  impossible  to  master  the  genealogy 
of  the  patriarchs,  and  could  not  be  made  to  sit  still  and 
-  sew,  but  nothing  that  was  going  on  about  her  escaped  ber 
inquisitive,  bright  eyes.  She  was  deeply  interested  in  all 
the  trades  carried  on  in  the  neighborhood,  and  did  lier 
^best  to  become  acquainted  with  their  mysteries. 

She  even  went  so  far  as  to  set  up  a  shop  with  ber 
father's  tlieatrical  wigs,  choosing  for  the  purpose  the 
only  window  fronting  upon  the  street,  and  inscribing  upon 
it,  in  her  best  and  biggest  hand-writing,  Sydney  Owen- 
son,  System,  Tete  and  Pekuke  Maker. — which  was  the 
proper  form  of  advertising  at  that  period.  What  is 
more,  she  could  have  carried  on  the  trade  had  she  been 
permitted,  having  acquired  the  art  through  observing 
her  father's  hair-dresser. 

She  was  also  tolerably  well  instructed  in  chimney- 
sweeping,  having  closely  observed  the  proceedings  of  i  ■ 
number  of  young  sweeps  who  lived  in  a  cellar  acrossttbe 
way.    On  ouc  occ^lsyow,  \i\\cvi  N\i^  ^^^^l  chimney  caq^ 
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fire,  she  dashed  out  into  the  street  and  summoned  in  the 
tlie  whole  trihe  of  them  to  the  rescue.  They  put  out  the 
fire,  but  filled  the  room  with  soot,  greatly  to  the  indigna- 
tion of  the  school-mistress,  who  turned  them  all  oiit  into 
the  street  for  their  pains,  and  Sydney  with  them. 

It  was  at  about  this  time  that  she  made  her  first  liter- 
ary venture.  She  was  the  happy  owner  of  a  large  number 
of  pets,  chiefly  among  which  was  a  great  yellow  cat, 
named  Ginger.  Ginger  and  Mrs.  Owenson  were  not  on 
the  best  of  terms,  and  the  discerning  animal  was  glad  to 
keep  herself  out  of  that  lady's  way,  in  a  snug  nook 
arranged  for  her  underneath  the  sideboard  by  her  little 
mistress.  One  evening,  as  Sydney  was  kneeling  at  her 
mother's  knee,  concluding  her  nightly  prayer,  with  a 
blessing  invoked  upon  her  various  friends,  a  soft  purr  was 
heard  issuing  from  this  retreat.  Moved  by  so  touching 
an  appeal,  she  added  to  her  usual  petition  the  words, 
''  God  bless  Ginger  the  cat ! "  Mrs.  Owenson,  much 
shocked,  caught  her  by  the  shoulder  and  shook  her,  say- 
ing:   . 

"  What  do  you  mean  by  that,  you  stupid  child  ?  " 
"  May  I  not  say, '  bless  Ginger  ? ' "  asked  Sydney. 
"  Certainly  not,"  replied  Mrs.  Owenson. 
"  Why  mama  ?  " 

"  Because  Ginger  is  not  a  Christian ! " 
"  Why  is  not  Ginger  a  Christian  ?  " 
"  Why  X    Because  Ginger  is  only  an  animal.'* 
"  Am  I  a  Christian,  mama,  or  an  animal?*' 
At  this  point  Molly,  the  devoted   household  servant, 
was  abruptly  requested  to  take  those  troublesome  children 
to  bed,  and  teach  them  not  to  ask  foolish  questions.     But 
even  bed  did  not  end  the    matter.      Sydney's  warmest 
feelings  were  aroused  in  sympathy   with  her  poor   un- 
christian favorite,  and  while  lying  awake  she  composed 
a  poem  in  its  hojior,  which  was  next  laoTwVvi^  T^QAXfe^YOL 
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the  kitchen  amid  great  applause.  James  the  butler  took 
it  down  from  the  lips  of  the  young  poet ;  Molly  corrected 
the  proof;  and  at  breakfast  it  was  read  to  the  family, 
winning  praise  from  Mr.  Owenson,  and,  which  was 
more  important,  a  pardon  for  both  Sydney  and  Ginger. 
Here  it  is : 

**  My  dear  pussy  cat,- 
Were  I  a  mouse  or  rat 

Sure  I  never  would  run  off  from  you ; 
You're  so  funny  and  gay 
With  your  tail  when  you  play, 

And  no  song  is  so  sweet  as  your  mew. 

"  But  pray  keep  in  your  press, 
And  don't  make  a  mess 

When  you  share  with  your  kittens  our  posset; 
For  mama  can't  abide  you. 
And  I  cannot  hide  you, 

Except  you  keep  close  in  your  closet." 

In  spite  of  Mrs.  Owenson's  antipathy  to  Ginger,  and  to 
most  other  things  which  her  daughter  particularly  Hked, 
Sydney  was  very  fond  of  her  mother,  and  her  death  a  few 
years  later  was  a  terrible  blow  to  her.  It  was  thought 
best  for  the  children  to  be  out  of  the  way  for  a  few  days 
after  the  event,  and  they  were  sent  to  stay  with  a  friend 
who  lived  some  miles  distant.  Sydney  was  not  conteut 
to  be  separated  from  lier  father  in  his  time  of  trouble. 
Twice  she  was  captured  and  detained  when  about  to 
return ;  but  the  third  time  she  succeeded  in  squeezing 
herself  through  a  hole  cut  in  the  barn-door  for  the  dog,  and 
ran  the  whole  way  home,  never  pausing  till  she  found 
her  father  and  threw  herself  into  his  arms. 

During  the  next  few  years  the  condition  of  Mr.  Owen- 
son's  business  became  worse  and  worse,  till  it  at  last 
resulted  in  bankruptcy,  and  he  went  away  to  Limerick  to 
await  a  final  meetm?,  oi  \v\^  ^^<i^\\«t^.    It  was  the  girtf 
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vacation  at  the  time,  and  they  were  left  at  home  under 
llie  guardianship  of  the  faithful  Molly  until  their  school 
should  reopen,  the  true  cause  of  their  father's  journey 
being  unknown  to  them.  But  Sydney  was  not  easily  kept 
in  the  dark,  and  it  was  not  long  before  her  father  received 
a  letter  from  her,  containing  a  strange  mingling  of  fore- 
sight and  simplicity. 

"  Mr.  O'F has  been  here,"  she  wrote,    "  He    has 

told  me  all,  and  I  have  seen  your  name  on  the  list  of 
Statutes  of  Bankruptcy.  He  said  it  was  the  best  and 
honestest,  indeed,  the  only  thing  that  could  be  done,  and 
that  you  will  come  out  of  this  terrible  dilemma  as  well 
considered  and  respected  as  you  have  hitherto  lived ;  but 
that  time,  and  great  economy,  and  your  resuming  your 
theatrical  position  with  Mr.  Daly  at  the  Theatre  Royal^ 
were  indispensable.  Now,  for  all  this,  dear  sir,  we  must 
relieve  you  from  the  terrible  expense  you  have  been  at 
for  our  education.  Of  thu^  I  am  resolved  to  relieve  you, 
and  to  earn  money  for  you  instead  of  spending  the  little 
you  will  have  for  some  time  to  come." 

An  important  statement  in  italics,  follows:  ^^ NoWy 
dear  papa,  I  have  two  novels  nearly  finished  !  " 

Her  plan  was  to  go  out  as  a  governess  while  she 
finished  these  works,  and  she  had  already  heard  of  two 
situations,  cither  of  which  she  thought  she  could  fill.  A 
short  postscript  to  the  letter  shows  that  her  talent  for 
being  agreeable  had  already  begun  to  be  recognized. 

"  P.  S.  Captain  Earle  and  Captain  White  Benson,  who 
you  may  remember  at  Kilkenny  were  always  running 
after  us,  called  yesterday ;  but  Molly  would  not  let  them 
in,  which  I  thought  was  rather,  impertinent  of  her. 
However,  as  things  are  at  present,  I  believe  ii  was  all  for 
the  best." 

Her  next  letter  shows  the  manner  in  which  she  faced 
the  embarrascments  of  her  position.    S\i<^  \>^^\3k&>o^  ^^\s^ 
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plaining  of  a  certain  "  odious  Mrs.  Anderson "  who 
wanted  her  bill  paid,  and  was  "  insolent "  about  it,  and 
also  of  the  landlady,  who  not  only  detained  their  piano, 
a  hired  one,  when  they  wished  to  return  it  to  the  owners, 
but  gave  them  warning  to  leave  next  week.  Molly  the 
dauntless  defended  the  rights  of  her  young  charges,  and 
the  contest  of  words  threatened  at  one  time,  greatly  to 
their  terror,  to  become  a  passage  of  arms.  When  this 
excitement  was  over  the  three  sat  down  and  indulged  in 
a  hearty  cry,  in  the  midst  of  which  arrived  M.  Fontaine, 
Mr.  Owenson's  old  ballet-master,  and  a  devoted  friend. 
He  was  in  a  .carriage  on  his  way  to  Dublin  Castle,  where 
he  had  recently  been  appointed  Master  of  Ceremonies. 

"  Poor  darling  old  gentleman,"  wrote  Sydney  to  her 
"  dearest  Dad,"  "  I  thought  he  was  going  to  cry  with  us 
(for  we  told  him  everything),  instead  of  which,  however, 
he  threw  up  the  window  and  cried  out,  '  Come  up  then, 
Martin  my  son,  with  your  little  violin  '  ;  and  up  coracs 
Martin,  more  ugly  and  absurd  than  ever,  with  his  little 
'  kit '  ;  and  what  docs  dear  old  Fontaine  do  but  put  us  in 
a  circle,  that  we  might  dance  a  chassez-d-la-ronde,  sayinir, 
'enliven  yourselves,  my  children,  that  is  the  only  thing'; 
and  only  think,  there  we  were ;  the  next  minute  we  were 
all  of  us — Molly,  Martin,  and  Monsieur  included — danc- 
ing away  to  the  tune  'What  a  Beau  your  Granny  is' 
(the  only  one  that  Martin  can  play),  and  we  were  all 
laughing  ready  to  die  until  Livy  gave  Molly,  who  was  in 
the  way,  a  kick  behind  ;  she  fell  upon  Martin,  who  fell 
u})on  his  father,  who  fell  upon  me — and  there  we  were, 
all  sprawling  like  a  pack  of  cards  and  laughing ;  ami 
tlicn,  dear  papa,  Fontaine  sent  off  Martin  in  the  carriage 
to  the  confectioner's  in  Grafton  street  for  some  ices  and 
biscuits  ;  so  that  we  had  quite  a  feast  and  no  time  to 
think  or  be  sorrowful." 

Better  even  tliaw  t\\\^,l\\^  m^\\^  ^\A^\^^  old  French- 
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lan  carried  the  girls  off  with  him  to  the  Castle,  where 
ley  spent  a  triumphant  evening,  listening  to  songs  and 
ladings,  observing  the  noted  people  present,  and  finally 
3wing  to  a  judicious  word  from  M.  Fontaine  to  their 
9stess,  Countess  O'Haggerty)  themselves  singing  a  duet 
hicli  took  the  company  by  storm. 

Twice  disap*pointcd  in  her  liope  of  obtaining  a  situa- 
on — both  the  places  mentioned  in  her  letter  to  her  father 
3ing  denied  her  on  account  of  her  youth — Sydney 
wenson  was  at  last  engaged  as  governess  and  com- 
anion  for  the  daughters  of  Mr.  Featherstone,  two  pleas- 
nt  girls  of  about  her  own  age.  The  arrangement  was 
lade  by  their  mother,  while  visiting  in  Dublin,  and  it 
as  settled  that  Miss  Owenson  should  join  the  family  a 
iw  days  later  at  their  country  seat,  Bracklin  Castle. 

She  was  to  leave  Dublin  by  the  night  coach,  and  M. 
'ontainc,  ever  gay  and  ever  friendly,  gave  a  farewell  party 
1  her  honor  on  the  very  evening  of  her  departure. 
Miere  was  no  danger  of  her  missing  the  coach,  he  assured 
cr,  since  it  passed  close  by  at  the  head  of  the  street,  and 
ie  driver  had  promised  to  blow  his  horn.  She  could 
ring  her  traveling  dress  with  her  in  her  bag,  and  change 
er  costume  before  starting. 

The  party  took  place,  and  was  highly  successful, 
iideed,  so  great  was  the  general  hilarity  that  the  passage 
t  time  was  forgotten,  and  in  the  midst  of  the  dance, 
ast  as  Miss  Owenson  was  flying  merrily  through  "  Money 
1  Both  Pockets,"  with  her  favorite  partner,  the  horn 
Dunded  its  warning  blast  from  the  corner.  There  was 
ot  a  moment  to  lose  ;  a  change  of  dress  was  not  to  be 
houglit  of.  With  her  own  bonnet  hastily  clapped  on  her 
»€ad,  and  Molly's  long  cloak  thrown  over  her  shoulders, 
le  dashed  out  of  the  door,  accompanied  by  her  partner 
►caring  her  valise,  and  escorted  on  lier  way  by  the  whol^ 
^icited  compajiy  in  a  body.     She  made  t\\^  \i^«^i>  «^^^^ 
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she  could,  hor  pink  silk  elioes  glancing  over  tlie  icy  pave- 
I  ,  ment,  and  her  muslin  ball  dresa  fluttering  in  the  wind— 
and  reached  the  stage  just  aa  the  grumbling  driver  wns 
preparing  to  go  on  without  her. 

At  Kiuigad,  v.lieie  she  arrived  late  at  night  very  tirud 
and  Bleepy,  sJie  retired  at  once  to  lier  room  in  the  imi. 
■too  confused  to  remember  her  baggage,  and'Burc  that  sk 
vonld  have  plenty  of  time  to  change  Jier  dress  in  the  morn- 
ing, before  tlic  carriage  from  Eracklin  came  to  her.  But 
what  vasher  dismay  when  she  rose  and  asked  for  her  bag, 
to  find  that  it  had  gone  on  with  the  stage !  She  could  but 
resign  herself  to  the  inevitable,  and  towards  noon,  afler 
a  long  drive,  she  pi-esented  herself  in  the  drawing-room 
of  Hie  Castle,  "pinched,  cold,  confused,  and  miserabli',' 
to  claim  her  new  position.  The  whole  family  was  Eissew- 
bled,  and  a  general  titter  greeted  lier  appearance,  Mr. 
Featherstone  uloue  regarding  her  fantastic  attire  wi'l' 
severe  disapproval.  For  a  moment  she  was  dauntei 
hut  her  native  courage  soon  revived,  and  she  told  bcr 
story  with  such  vividness  and  spirit,  that  her  audieiif^ 
■were  completely  overcome  with  miagled  mirth  and  W"- 
passion  for  her  sad  plight,  and  as  soon  aa  she  had  cdii- 
cluded  she  woa  horn  off  in  a  gale  of  laughter  by  tlie  tff" 
girls,  who  I'anaackcd  their  wardrobes  to  find  her  sonic- 
thing  to  wear. 

Nor  was  this  all.  At  dinner,  Mrs,  Featherstone  inlri> 
duced  her  to  two  tutors,  the  parish  priest,  and  tb<' 
Protestant  curate  of  the  neighboring  village,  and  sW 
kept  the  table  in  a.  roar  during  the  whole  meal,  while  ll'" 
servants  who  waited  nearly  choked  themselves  \sy  stuii^ 
ing  napkins  in  tiieir  mouths,  in  a  vain  attempt  to  refra'*' 
from  laughing.  So  pleased  were  her  companiona,  that  ft" 
rfessert  the  priest,  Father  Mwc^Vi-j, arose  with  a  glass ot 
port  wine  in  his  havid  to  atvoJK.ViBx'^'ifliSE^  Miaf 
bow  and  a  "  By  your\ea.'^ei"i!lLaAaTO<  \»  \Sa&^- 
turned  to  the  i\ew  govetacBs,  ex.c\»:\mvft^-- 
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"  This  is  a  hearty  welcome  to  ye  to  Westmeath,  Miss 
Jwenson ;  and  this  is  to  your  liealth,  mind,  and  body  ! " 

Music  followed,  and  she  delighted  her  •hearers  with 
•  Barbara  Allen,"  and  her  favorite  Irish  song,  "  Ned  of 
he  Hills."  The  applause  with  which  these  selections 
iere  received  was  interrupted  by  the  entrance  of  the  but- 
er,  who  announced  that  a  piper  had  come  from  Castle- 
own,  "  to  play  in  Miss  Owenson."  At  once  the  young 
a-dies  proposed  a  dance  in  the  hall ;  partners  were  chosen ; 
he  music  struck  up ;  the  servants  crowded  about  the 
pen  doors  to  look  on  ;  and  Sydney  Owenson,  always  one 
f  the  lightest  and  most  graceful  of  dancers,  concluded 
ler  first  day  as  a  governess  with  an  exultant  Irish  jig. 

Imagine  such  a  d6but  as  this  in  a  staid  English  or 
i^raerican  family ! 

In  spite,  however,  of  her  startling  entrance  upon  thfe 
icene,  she  fulfilled  the  duties  of  her  position  conscien- 
tiously and  successfully,  and  devoted  most  of  her  leisure 
time  to  the  completion  of  one  of  the  two  half-finished 
novels.  The  work  was  finally  concluded  in  Dublin,  where 
the  Featherstones  spent  a  portion  of  each  year,  and  she 
determined  to  see  it  safely  in  the  hands  of  the  printer 
before  returning  to  Bracklin  Castle.  The  novel  had 
3een  accomplished  alone  and  unaided,  and  she  resolved 
'O  keep  her  secret  to  the  last,  though  she  did  not  even 
^now  the  difference  between  a  publisher  and  a  book- 
eller. 

She  rose  early  one  morning,  glided  quietly  down  the 
tairs,  appropriated  to  her  own  use  the  cloak  and  market- 
^onnet  of  the  cook,  which  she  found  hanging  in  the  hall, 
Ud  slipped  out  of  the  house  unperceived,  carrying  her 
fianuscript  neatly  tied  with  a  rose-colored  ribbon  under 
'^r  arm.  She  had  not  the  least  idea  where  to  go,  and 
''andered  about  the  business  streets  of  the  city,  frightened 
•Ud  vmcertaiPf  until  her  eye  fell  upon  a  a\gp.\>fe^Tm%>i5KNft 
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words:  "T.  Smith,  Printer  and  Bookseller.**  As  Bhe 
entered  the  doorway,  the  impish  shop-boy,  who  was  sweep- 
ing out  the  plflce,  sent  a  cloud  of  dust  into  her  face,  then 
dropping  his  broom  leaned  his  elbows  on  the  counter  and 
inquired  : 

"  What  do  you  plaize  to  want,  Miss  ?  '* 

'^  The  gentleman  of  the  house,"  she  managed  to  replj. 

"  Which  of  them,  young  or  ould  V*  asked  the  boy ;  but 
before  she  could  answer  an  inner  door  opened,  and  a 
young  soldier  in  full  uniform,  Iiis  musket  over  bis 
shoulder,  entered  whistling  "  The  Irish  Volunteers,"  and 
stopped  short,  surprised  at  the  unexpected  apparition  of 
an  exceedingly  pretty  girl  in  an  exceedingly  ugly  bonnet 

To  add  to  the  discomfort  of  the  situation,  the  sbop-boj, 
with  a  wink,  put  in  his  word :  "  Here's  a  young  Miss  wanti 
tb  see  yer,  Master  James ; "  whereupon  Master  James, 
much  flattered  by  the  announcement,  advanced  smilingly 
and  chucked  Miss  Owcnson  under  the  chin.  Before  she 
could  find  words  to  resent  this  familiarity,  an  elderly 
gentleman  in  a  great  passion  burst  into  the  room,  half- 
shaved,  and  still  holding  his  razor  and  shaving  cloth  in 
his  hand,  and  ordered  the  young  soldier  to  be  off  "like a 
sky-rocket "  to  join  his  company,  which  was  about  to 
march.  He  then  turned  to  poor  Miss  Owcnson,  and 
addressing  her  as  "  Honey,"  bade  her  sit  dpwn  and  he 
would  be  back  in  a  jiffy.  He  vanished,  but  soon  returned 
in  a  more  presentable  condition,  and  inquired  what  he 
could  do  for  her.  She  was  too  confused  to  reply  immedi- 
ately, but  after  he  had  repeated  the  question  she  answered 
faintly,  beginning  to  untie  the  rose-colored  ribbon: 

"  I  want  to  sell  a  book,  please." 

"To  sell  a  book,  dear?    An  ould  one?  for  I  sell  ne^ 
ones  myself.    And  wlwit  \h  W\^  x^^wv^  <2Jt  \t^  and  what  is  *' 

about  ? ''  ^^^ 

The  title,  she  told  \i\m,^«.^  ^^-  ^X^v^.^^V-vX^^ir^^^ 
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sentiment,  after  the  manner  of  Werter,  But,  unfor-  / 
ately,  Mr.  Smith  had  never  heard  of  "  Werter,"  and, 
reover,  he  was  not  a  publisher  at  all.  He  told  her  so 
y  good-naturedly,  and  tlie  young  authoress,  "  hot, 
igry,  flurried,  and  mortified,"  as  she  says  in  describing 
I  incident,  began  to  tie  up  her  manuscript  witli  unsteady 
^ers.  She  tried  to  meet  the  blow  bravely,  but  tears  ^ 
ne  into  her  eyes  in  spite  of  herself,  and  kind-hearted 
.  Smith  melted  at  once. 

'Don't   cry,  dear — don't   cry,"   he   said    consolingly, 
there's  money  bid  for  you  yet !     But  you're  very  young 
tnrn  author,  and  what's  your  name,  dear  ?  " 
''  Owenson,  sir,"  she  replied. 

The  name  acted  like  an  charm.  Mr.  Smith,  who  was 
old  friend  of  her  father,  asked  her  into  the  parlor  and 
ote  a  letter  recommending  her  to  Mr.  Brown,  a  noted 
blisher  of  novels.  So,  courtesying,  blushing,  and  wiping 
r  eyes,  she  took  her  leave  and  set  forth  in  search  of 
\  Brown. 

She  found  him  without  much  trouble — a  little  old  man 
a  bob-wig,  looking  over  papers  at  a  counter — and  prc- 
tited  her  letter,  which  he  seemed  by  no  means'pleased 
receive.  lie  was  still  frowning  at  it  when  his  wife 
tered  from  an  inner  room  where  breakfast  was  prepared, 
-claiming  : 

"  Mr.  Brown,  your  tea  is  as  cold  as  ice  !  " 
Then,  taking  possession  of  the  note,  she  asked  what 
at  was. 

"  A  young  lady  who  wants  me  to  publish  her  novel, 
liich  I  can't  do,"  was  the  discouraging  reply;  "my 
tnds  arc  full  already." 

Poor  Miss  Owenson  raised   her  handkerchief   to  her 
^^s ;  but  Mrs.  Brown,  pitying  her  distress^  IvAvi  \\^\  Vv^ 
^ye  the  book  and  she  would  see  t\\at  \\,  \J^^  ^viJc^WCs:^ 
id,    St  ClJr,  p:nk  ribbons  and  aW,  x^xxiawv^^  o\\^^ 
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Brown's  counter,  and  a  little  later  its  venturous  young 
author  entered  her  house  unnoticed,  returned  her  bor- 
rowed garments  to  their  place,  and  joined  t  he*  Feather- 
stones  at  breakfast.  Next  day  she  went  with  the  family 
to  Brackliii,  having  forgotten  to  leave  her  address  with 
the  publisher. 

She  heard  no  more  of  St.  Clair,  until,  during  her  next 
visit  to  Dublin,  she  accompanied  Mrs.  Peatherstoiie  to 
call  on  an  invalid  friend,  and  found  a  printed  copy  of  her 
novel  lying  upon  the  window  scat.  She  promptly  com- 
municated witli  Mr.  Brown,  who  presented  her  with  four 
copies — and  nothing  more.  The  book  had  some  success, 
and  was  even  translated  into  German  with  a  remarkable 
preface,  stating  that  the  writer  had  strangled  herself  with 
a  handkerchief  for  love.  She  afterwards  rewrote  it,  and 
the  new  version  was  published  in  England. 

She  left  the  Featherstones  in  1801,  and  in  1805  j)ul> 
lished  her  second  novel,  "  The  Novice  of  St.  Dominic." 
Her  handwriting  was  extremely  illegible,  and  the  work 
(it  was  in  six  volumes)  was  coi)ied  out  for  her  as  fast  as 
she  wrote  it  by  Francis  Crossley,  a  youth  of  eighteen,  one 
of  the  fnost  devoted  of  her  many  admirers.  The  book 
was  issued  in  London,  and  slie  was  promptly  paid  for  it. 
Of  the  sum  she  received — lier  first  literary  earnings — the 
gn^ater  part  was  sent  to  her  father ;  the  rest  she  spent  iu 
purchasing  a  wiuter  cloak  and  an  Irish  harp. 

Iler  next  effort,  "The  Wild  Irish  Girl,"  was  in  a  iiewr 
vein.  It  treated  of  the  Irish  scenes  with  wiiich  she  was 
familiar,  and  described  them  with  the  liumor,  the  fervor, 
and  the  j)atriotic  feeling  that  marked  her  own  truly  Iri.^'i 
character.  The  i)lot  was  based  upon  an  incident  in  her 
own  ]ife,  and  the  fact  that  public  opinion  identified  licr 
with  her  hcvoiwe,  \^  ^\\o\\w  \i^  V\\q.  letters  she  received 
from  her  frienda,  m  n\\\\c\v  vCv\^  K's*  q^xV"^  "^^  ^W^s^'i^^'^^ 
by  the  name  oi   GV^r^iua,  ^^^  \^x  V\\^V  ^\  ^^\xx^^.  ^^^^ 
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of  her  notes  from  Lord  Abercorn  begin  simply  "  Dear 
Little  Glo."  The  book  had  an  immediate  and  triumpliant 
success,  and  from  that  time  until  her  death  slie  was  one 
of  the  most  conspicuous  figures  in  the  literature  and 
society  of  her  day. 

In  1810,  after  much  hesitation,  she  once  more  resigned 
lier  lil>erty  to  accept  the  pressing  invitation  of  Lord  and 
lady  Abercorn  to  become  a  member  of  their  household. 
This  decision  affected  the  course  of  her  whole  life,  since 
it  was  at  their  house  that  she  met  her  future  husband,  Sir 
Charles,  then  plain  Doctor  Morgan.  Lady  Abercorn,  a 
l)enevolent  but  not  very  adroit  woman,  equally  attached 
to  her  sprightly  companion  and  her  handsome  young 
physician,  soon  determined  to  arrange  a  match  between 
them.  It  was  some  time  before  they  met ;  but  she  made 
such  good  use  of  her  opportunities  to  praise  each  to  the 
other,  that  Miss  Owenson  (at  her  request)  had  already 
written  a  humorous  mock  "  Diploma  of  the  University  of 
Saint  Glorvina  "  for  the  doctor,  before  ever  seeing  him  ; 
while  that  gentleman  on  his  part  conceived  so  deep  a 
prejudice  against  a  woman  whom  he  pictured  as  an 
uncomfortable  paragon,  that  he  determined  to  avoid  her 
at  all  hazards.  But  fate  decreed  otherwise.  One  day,  as 
he  was  quietly  seated  talking  with  Lady  Abercorn,  the 
door  opened  and  a  servant  announced  "  Miss  Owenson." 
He  started  to  his  feet  at  once,  intent  upon  flight ;  there 
was  but  one  door ;  and,  as  Miss  Owenson  entered  it,  she 
caught  a  glimpse  of  the  dismayed  Doctor  just  escaping  by 
the  window. 

This  was  a  little  too  much  to  be  borne.     Her  vanity  was 
touched,  and  when  they  were  at  last  brought  together  she 
exerted  herself  to  the  utmost  to  please  him,  with  such 
alarming  success  that  he  fell  desperate\y  \tv\on^'V\\\\\\^\\ 
%Bd,Lord  and  Lady  Abercorn  helping  \v\m  \.o  vvc^^  \<v^ 
fi//,  be  was  engaged  to  her  at  the  ewd  oi  «l  mcroJCci-    ^>aN^ 
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the  Wild  Irish  Girl  had  been  taken  by  surprifie,  not  laiify 
won,  and  no  sooner  had  she  given  him  her  promise  than 
she  took  fright  at  the  terrible  suddenness  of  the  event 
She  begged  leave  of  absence  to  visit  her  father,  who  was 
ill,  promising  to  come  back  in  a  fortnight,  although  she 
had  inwardly  resolved  to  remain  away  several  months  at 
least,  if  ever  she  returned  at  all.  Indeed,  in  after  life 
she  used  frankly  to  say  that  for  her  perversity  at  this 
period  she  had  deserved  to  miss  marrying  the  best  hus- 
band that  ever  woman  had. 

One  excuse  followed  another,  and  still  she  did  not 
come,  while  the  poor  Doctor  grew  every  day  more  angry 
and  miserable.  His  letters  to  her  are  filled  with  mingled 
reproach,  jealousy,  tenderness,  and  despair,  with  an  occa- 
sional standing  on  his  dignity ;  hers  to  him  are  all  evasion, 
contradiction,  persuasion,  affection,  and  petulance.  The 
secret  of  the  situation  is  summoned  up  in  a  single  one  of 
her  sentences : 

"  There  was  so  much  of  force  in  the* commencement  of 
this  business,  that  my  heart  was  frightened  back  from  the 
course  it  would  naturally  have  taken." 

She  returned  at  last,  but  even  then  she  would  set  no 
day  for  the  wedding,  and  finally  Lady  Abercorn  took  the 
matter  into  her  own  hands.  One  bitter  January  morning 
she  entered  the  library  where  her  intractable  protege  was 
seated  before  the  fire  in  her  morning  wrapper,  and  said, 
taking  her  by  the  arm : 

"  Glorvina,  come  up  stairs  directly  and  be  married; 
there  must  be  no  more  trifling." 

Poor  Glorvina,  too  astonished  to  protest,  submitted 
meekly  to  be  led  into  another  room,  where  Sir  Charles 
(lie  had  been  knighted  at  Lord  Abercorn's  request)  stood 
awaiting  her,  in  company  with  a  chaplain  attired  in  full 
canonicals.  She  was  married  there  and  then,  and  not  , 
even  the  guests  in  llici  \io\i^e  Vu^nn  ^\v3t\!Lvu^  about  it  untv^i 
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several  days  later,  when  Lord  Abercorn,  after  dinner, 
filled  his  glass  and  invited  them  to  drink  to  the  health  of 
"  Sir  Charles  and  Lady  Morgan ! " 

Lady  Morgan's  married  life  was  unusually  happy.  Her 
husband  was  devoted  to  her,  and,  far  from  being  jealous 
of  her  fast  increasing  fame,  was  extremely  proud  of  it, 
and  rendered  her  valuable  assistance  in  her  literary  labors. 

She  in  her  turn  always  noted  with  peculiar  pleasure 
any  complimentary  reference  to  his  medical  works,  for 
lie,  too,  was  an  excellent  writer  in  his  own  province,  and 
Tejoiced  in  the  attentions  paid  him. 

They  soon  became  familiar  jfigures  in  society,  where 
Xady  Morgan's  agreeable  talents  had  always  made  her 
popular,  and  when  they  visited  the  continent  they  were 
received  at  once  into  the  most  brilliant  circles  of  Paris, 
Tlorence,  Rome,  and  Brussels.  In  her  "  France  "  and 
'*  Italy,"  Lady  Morgan  describes  in  her  usual  vivid  manner 
many  of  the  interesting  people  whom  they  met.  In 
i'rance  she  associated  on  terms,  of  intimacy  with  the 
^farquise  de  Villette  (the  Belle  et  Bonne  of  Voltaire), 
'^ho  obtained  her  admission  to  the  order  of  Free  Masons. 
Slie  was  much  with  Talma,  who  gave  his  most  famous 
Recitations  in  her  salon ;  with  Humboldt,  of  whom  she 
filways  speaks  with  reverent  affection ;  and  with  that  most 
tin-American  of  Americans,  Madame  Patterson-Bonaparte. 
To  us,  perhaps,  the  most  interesting  of  all  her  friends  is 
Lafayette.  She  gives  us  a  delightful  reminiscence  of  tlie^ 
Lafayette  family  at  La  Grange,  where  she  was  for  some 
time  a  favored  guest. 

"  We  arrived  at  sunset  last  evening,"  she  writes,  "  and 
Hie  old  tower  covered  with  the  ivy  planted  by  Charles 
Fox  shone  out  in  strong  relief  from  the  dark  woods 
Deliind ;  but  the  brightest  of  all  sunshine  was  the  dear 
Lafayette's  own  noble  countenance,  beaming  with  smiles 
»d  cordialitj  as  he  stood  at  the  castle  gate  to  t^^w?^  \sl^^ 


■  B^^Meoby  his  children  and  grandchildren  wTo 
niembors  of  liis  familj-." 

Tlie  graudcliildrcn  were  twelve  in  number;  yet  du 
the  whole  time  nho  waa  there,  Lndy  Morgan  ment 
that  she  never  heard  the  cry  of  a  child,  nor  observed 
Bymploms  of  a  dispute.  Bi'BidcB  this  large  family  f 
were  several  visitors  at  the  castle.  Two  American  goi 
men.  were  there  ;  and  Oarbpuel,  who  compose'd  the  m 
for  Beranger'B  songs ;  and  Scheffer,  then  a  rising  jo 
artist,  who  painted  Lady  Morgan's  picture.  At  din 
where  there  were  seldom  fewer  than  from  twenty  totJi 
guests,  Lafayette  was  always  placed  at  the  center  of 
table  between  bis  two  youngest  grandchildren.  Id  I 
weather  they  spent  much  of  the  day  out  of  doors,  vaw 
ing  aboot  the  beautifol  grounds,  lying  upon  the  graa, 
fishing  in  the  pools. 

In  the  evening,  every,  one  gathered  about  a  huge  m 
fire,  roaring  upon  the  cavernous  stone  hearth,  and  listeD 
to  Lafayette's  anecdotes  of  historic  personages,  or  La 
Morgan's  Irish  stories,  or  Carboncl's  music.  Sometim 
in  one  of  Beranger's  spirited  songa  —  La  Sainte  AUi» 
was  a  great  favorite  —  the  whole  company  would  join 
the  chorus,  till  the  roof  rang. 

Sunday,  Lady  Morgan  tells  us,  was  always  a  peculiu 
joyous  day  at  La  Grange. 

"On  Sunday,"  she  writes  to  her  sister  Olivia,  "tlx 
waa  a  village  festival,  and  we  all  walked  down  to  I 
village  to  join  it.  It  was  completely  such  a  scene  aa  o 
sees  at  the  opera.  The  villages  here  are  very  atra^lu 
and  resemble  English  hamlets  rather  than  towns ;  bntt 
scene  of  action  was  principally  in  a  little  square  bei( 
the  gates  of  a  little  nunnery,  where  all  the  nuns  li 
assembled  in  ftiew  ■\Y^\te,'™.  'Ja^  vaidst  of  the  fun.  J 
The  beaux \ia4 t>\evv  VaKt  i^-sia'^ti ^ •sVxSsi ■(a'kms*^ 
immense   queues,  aai  Kvai*.!  V^^^  w^*^-'^ 
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womeii  in  such  caps  as  I  brought  over,  with  a  profusion 
of  lace,  gold  crosses,  white  gowns,  and  scarlet  aprons.    At 
four  o'clock  the  ball  began  on  the  green.     It  is  astonish- 
ing to  see  with  what  perfection  men,  women,  and  children 
dance  the  quadrilles,  which  are  here  called  country  dances, 
and  how  serious  they  all  look.     We  left  tliem  hard  at  it, 
and  retired  to  dinner  at  five.     They  all  came  up  to  the 
General  to  speak  to  him.     He  shook  hands  with  all  the 
old  folk,  and  talked  to  them  of  their  farms.     It  was  one 
of  the  most  delightful  scenes  you   can  imagine.      My 
English  dress  excited  great  amazement,  especially  a  long 
grey  cloak  I  brought  from  London.     In  the  evening  there 
vas  (as  there  is  every  Sunday  evening)  a  ball  at  the 
castle.    After  coffee  we  all  went  down  to  the  hall,  and 
there  children,  guests,  masters,  mistresses,  and  servants 
joined  together  in  the  dance,  as  they  had  done  in  the 
i     toorning  at  prayers ;  for  there  is  a  chapel  belonging  to  the 
chateau,  where  the  priest  of  the  parish  officiates.  The  serv- 
ants danced  in  the  quadrilles  —  six  femmes-de-chambre, 
^Ud  all  the  lacqueys.     Oscar  and  Octavie,  the  two  young 
.    ^nes,  three  and  four  years  old,  danced  every  quadrille, 
^tid   never  once  wei^   out;    in   sliort,  these   scenes   of 
^^iiocence  and   gaiety  and   primitive  manners  are  daily 
Repeated." 

Lafayette  himself,  while  the  dancing  went  on,  "  stood 
"^Ooking  on  and  leaning  on  his  stick,  the  happiest  of  the 
Jiappy." 

The  books  which  Lady  Morgan  published  during  her 
,^^*iarried  life  —  including  the  novels  of  "O'Donnel"  and 
I'lorence  McCarthy"  —  were   far  more  generally  read 
,^*Han  any  of  her  previous  works,  with  the  exception  of 
"The  Wild  Irish  Girl."     Her  career  was  one  of  almost 
'^linterrupted  success  and  happiness,  wutW  \\v^  ^^^>\\  <^^ 
5r  buaband  in  1843.     After  that,  a\t\\o\i^j\\  \v^^^  Wt  mA 
irtb  remained  to  her,  there  was  always  a  ceic\,^\\\  ^^^^^'^^ 
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tone  of  sorrow  in  Lady  Morgan's  longer  letters ;  and,  as 
she  grew  older,  it  is  sad  to  find  her  noting  the  death  of 
one  old  friend  after  another,  always  with  a  few  words  of 
genuine  appreciation. 

She  was  fond  of  society  until  the  end,  and  on  St. 
Patrick's  Day,  a  week  before  the  beginning  of  her  last 
illness,  she  gave  a  musical  morning  party,  of  which  she 
was  herself  the  life  and  soul. 

She  was  not  aware  until  the  last  that  her  illness  was 
serious,  and  she  dictated  cheerful  notes  to  her  friends 
relative  to  her  condition.  On  the  very  day  of  her  death 
she  called  for  her  desk  and  tried  to  write  a  letter,  but  was 
obliged  to  give  up  the  attempt.  Shortly  after,  her  breath 
began  to  fail  her,  and  she  turned  to  her  favorite  niece, 
who  was  supporting  her,  and  asked,  "  Sydney,  is  this 
death?" 

After  that  she  only  spoke  a  few  times  to  thank  her 
friends  and  her  servants,  who  were  also  her  friends,  for 
the  services  they  rendered  her.  She  died  quietly  and 
painlessly,  in  the  evening  of  April  16,  1859,  aged  about 
seventy-six  years. 


So  lived  and  so  died  the  Wild  Irish  Girl.  She  was  the 
joy  of  every  circle  she  entered,  and  her  works,  some  of 
which  are  still  read  with  pleasure,  form  an  agreeable  part 
of  the  record  of  her  time. 


XXXII. 

MARIA  THERESA. 

)UGHT  women  to  vote  ?    This  is  one  of  tlie  questions 
of  the  day.     Many  men  would  be  disposed  to  favor 

admission  of  women  to  tlie  ballot  but  for  one  objection, 
say  they,  women  can  vote  for  President,  why  should 
y  not  be  eligible  to  the  office  of  President  ?  Very 
11 ;  suppose  they  were.  When  we  consider  that  the  two 
atest  empires  of  modern  times  have  been  governed  by 
men,  and  when  we  consider  also  how  many  of  the 
ions  of  the  earth  have  been  governed  badly  by  men, 
y  should  we  think  it  so  terrible  a  thing  to  have  a  woman 
the  head  of  this  Republic?  It  is  true,  we  are  not 
:ly  to  witness  such  an  event,  but  if  it  should  occur, 

nation  would  probably  survive  it. 
L.et  us  see  in  what  manner  the  great  Maria  Theresa 
ed  for  forty  years  the  extensive  and  ill-assorted  empire 
Austria. 

3orn  in   1717,  the   eldest  daughter  of  the  Emperor, 
arles  VI,  she  married  in  her  nineteenth  year,  Francis, 

Duke  of  Lorraine,  and  in  her  twenty-third  year,  upon  ^ 

death  of  her  father,  was  proclaimed  Empress  of  the 
teen  different  states  and  territories  which  made  up  the 
strian  empire.  Her  father  was  a  man  of  limited 
^acity,  though  of  respectable  character,  and  left  to  his 
Jghter  an  empty  treasury,  a  small,  disorganized  army, 
3  a  disputed  succession.  Although  all  the  great  pow- 
1  during  the  lifetime  of  the  Emperor,  \vti9L  ^^^twv^'^ 
'^ged  to  recognize  his  daughter  as  t\\e\egit\Tev^\^^\vssvt> 
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uo  sooner  had  the  news  of  his  deafb  spread  over  Europe, 
than  all  of  them,  except  the  Eling  of  Bngland,  questioned 
her  claims,  and  several  of  them  took  measures  to  seiie 
portions  of  her  inheritance.  It  was  the  gefteral  opiuioQ 
of  Europe  that  the  impoverished  empire,  under  the  sway 
of  a  young  woman,  would  fall  to  pieces  almost  of  itself, 
and  that  the  only  question  was,  respecting  the  division  of 
its  provinces  among  adjacent  states. 

While  tlie  other  powers  were  negotiating  and  armihgwiik 
a  view  to  tne  dismemberment  of  Austria,  Frederick  II,tiie 
young  King  of  Prussia,  availing  himself  of  the  splendid 
army  and  the  vast  treasures  accumulated  by  his  father, 
suddenly  invaded  the  Austrian  province  of  Silesia,  and 
marched  with  such  rapidity  that,  in  a  few  weeks,  he  had 
possessed  himself  of  almost  the  whole  province.  Fred- 
erick then  offered  to  the  young  Empress  to  establish  her 
in  tlic  possesaiou  of  all  her  other  states,  and  to  give  her 
a  subsidy  of  five  million  of  francs,  on  tlie  single  condition 
of  her  ceding  to  Prussia  the  province  of  Silesia,  which 
Frederick  claimed  as  rightfully  belonging  to  his  kingdom. 
Threatened  as  she  was  by  France,  Holland,  and  Spain, 
it  would  have  been  only  prudent  in  her  to  have  accepted 
this  offer.  But  with  the  Imperial  crown,  she  inherited 
also  an  Imperial  pride.  She  rejected  the  proposal  with 
as  much  promptitude  and  disdain,  as  though  she  had 
been  the  mistress  of  powerful  armies  and  inexhaustible 
treasuries. 

lu  tliis  extremity  she  repaired  to  Hungary,  where  the 
celebrated  scene  occurred  with  the  Diet  of  that  countrr. 
Presenting  to  the  assembled  nobles  her  infant  child,  she 
appealed  to  their  compassion  and  their  loyalty,  sayings 
with  tears  in  her  eyes : 

"  I  have  no  a\\\e»  W^^c\\SL\a>icv^^^^\I' 

Whereupon,  Yvev  \\wa>a^\\^  ^\q.>\\r^\  . 

*^  Life  and  Mood  lor  oxit  <^>a.^\^  ^mei^^^msj^s^ 
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"  Yes  "  exclaimed  the  members  of  the  Diet,  "  our  life 
and  blood." 

Some  timely  help,  too,  came  from  George  II  of 
England,  and  it  was  with  English  guineas  and  Hungarian 
horsemen  that  she  endeavored  to  expel  Frederick  from 
Silesia,  and  keep  at  bay  the  armies  of  France  and  Spain. 
Such  enthusiasm  was  there  for  her  in  England,  that  a 
public  subscription  was  started  for  her  benefit.  The 
Duchess  of  Marlborough  subscribed  the  extraordinary 
sum  of  forty  thousand  pounds  sterling,  and  other  ladies 
of  London  a  hundred  thousand  more  —  so  touched  were 
the  susceptible  hearts  of  the  English  people  at  the  spec- 
tacle of  a  young  and  beautiful  woman  defending  her 
hereditary  rights  against  such  numerous  and  powerful 
enemies.  The  Empress,  however,  thought  it  due  to  her 
dignity  to  decline  tjiis  friendly  succor,  and  said  to  the 
ladies,  that  she  would  defend  her  states  by  the  help  of 
her  loyal  subjects  alone.  It  added  to  the  general  interest 
in  her  fortunes,  that  she  was  about  again  to  become  a 
mother,  and  knew  not,  as  she  said,  whether  there  would 
remain  to  her  a  city  in  which  she  could  give  birth  to  her 
child. 

Despite  the  heroic  efforts  of  the  Hungarians,  she  was 
compelled  to  yield  Silesia  to  the  King  of  Prussia  in  order 
to  detach  him  from  the  coalition  against  her.  She  then 
waged  successful  war  against  her  other  enemies  until,  in 
the  eighth  year  of  her  reign,  she  concluded  a  treaty  of 
peace  which  left  her  mistress  of  all  the  ancient  posses- 
sions of  her  house,  excepting  alone  the  fine  province 
wrested  from  her  by  the  invincible  Frederick. 

After  this  eight  years  of  most  desperate  and  desolating 
warfare,  Maria  Theresa  enjoyed  a  precious  interval  of 
seven  years  of  peace ;  which  is  about  ttve  diWY^Wow  ^\  \i^<5k 
presidential  terms.     Then  it  was  that,  lot  t\\^  ^^^^  HoVKsa^ 
mbe  could  display  the  gentlw  and  benevoVexvX*  \»x«sX«.  ^W^^^ 
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character.  She  employed  her  power  to  encourage  agri 
culture  and  reanimate  trade.  She  removed  tariffs  aud 
other  barbarous  restrictions  from  the  commerce  with 
foreign  nations.  She  caused  new  and  better  roads  to  U 
constructed.  She  decorated  her  capital  with  grand  and 
useful  edifices.  Directly  through  her  encouragement,  lier 
subjects  began  to  manufacture  woolen  cloths,  silk,  and 
porcelain,  which  remain  to  this  day  important  branches 
of  llie  national  industry.  Not  content  with  these  merely 
material  works,  she  founded  a  University,  several  colleges, 
schools  of  architecture  and  design,  and  three  observato- 
ries. She  took  great  pains  to  make  her  subjects 
acquainted  with  improved  methods  of  healing  the  sick. 
For  the  old  soldiers  who  had  shed  their  blood  in  her 
cause,  she  erected  hospitals  and  asylums.  She  pensioned 
the  widows  and  dowered  the  daughters  of  officers  who 
had  fallen  in  war.  Above  all,  in  her  own  life,  and  in  the 
government  and  education  of  her  family,  she  set  an 
example  of  purity,  wisdom,  and  devotion,  which  every 
mother  in  the  world  could  study  with  profit.  She  did 
not  think  that  the  lai)ors  of  governing  an  empire  exempted 
her  from  the  ordinary  responsibilities  of  life.  She  became 
the  mother  of  ten  children,  four  sons  and  six  daughters, 
all  of  whom  survived  her,  and  all  of  them,  I  believe,  did 
honor  to  the  character  of  their  mother. 

But  she  could  not  reconcile  herself  to  the  loss  of  her 
darling  Silesia.      Always  looking   forward  to  the  time 
when  she  should  be  in  a  position  to  recover  that  province, 
she  strengthened  and  disciplined  her  army  continually, 
and   founded   military   schools  where   officers   could  be 
trained  capable  of  coping  with  the  veterans  of  the  Prus- 
sian king.     At  the  same  time  she  prepared  the  way,  by 
able  diplomacy,  to  coicfcm^  ^^  ^^^^^'s.  <^1  "^»s<i^  against 
th e  ambitious"  Prass\m^ «    "^"^^  ^V^^-^^^^  'K^^x^Xsi  ^^i^^^^ 
mistress  of  tho  ^\t^sol  Yv^w^^.^^^^^^  ^^^^^^^^^> 
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whom,  in  notes  still  existing,  she  styled  "  my  dear  friend." 
The  great  Frederick,  on  the  contrary,  would  never  con- 
descend to  notice,  officially,  the  existence  of  Madame  de 
Pompadour,  and  made  her  his  bitter  foe  by  his  contemptu- 
ous silence  and  stinging  sarcasm.  He  used  to  call  her 
"  Petticoat  HI,"  in  allusion  to  the  fact  that  slie  was  the 
third  mistress  of  Louis  XV;  and  there  were  always 
about  the  two  courts  busy  adherents  of  the  Empress  to 
convey  to  the  ears  of  Pompadour  the  sneering  wit  of  the 
Prussian  monarch. 

By  such  arts,  and  others  more  legitimate,  Maria  Theresa 
united  against  Frederick  the  sovereigns  of  France,  Eng- 
land, Russia,  and  of  several  of  tlie  States  of  Germaniy, 
not  doubting  for  a  moment  that  a  kingdom  of  five  mil- 
lions of  souls  must  of  necessity  succumb  before  a  com- 
bination of  States,  the  united  population  of  which  was 
more  than  a  hundred  and  fifty  millions. 

But  she  did  not  know  her  enemy.  Informed  of  the 
secret  treaty  for  the  destruction  of  his  kingdom  and  its 
division  among  his  enemies,  Frederick  suddenly  marclicd 
with  sixty  tliousand  men,  and  overran  Saxony  and  Bolie- 
mia,  and  thus  began  the  famous  Seven  Years'  War, 
which  only  ended  when  the  enemies  of  Frederick, 
exhausted  of  men  and  money,  were  compelled  to  leave 
him  in  peaceful  possession  of  the  province  he  had  seized. 
It  must  be  avowed,  however,  that,  in  all  probability, 
Frederick  would  have  been  overwhelmed  and  finally 
defeated,  but  for  the  accession  to  the  throne  of  Russia  of 
Peter  III.  This  emperor  had  conceived  such  a  passionate 
admiration  of  the  character  and  exploits  of  tlie  Prussian 
king  that  the  moment  he  came  upon  the  throne  he  aban- 
doned the  coalition,  and  withdrew  his  armies  from  the 
seat  of  war.  This  event  occiirred  \n  t\\e  'ver^j  \\\0«l  <A 
time.  It  relieved  Frederick  and  compVeled  Wv^  dX^^ov^x- 
agement  of  bis  enemies. 
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After  the  reatorntion  of  peace,  Maria  Theresa  renewed 
hst  exertion»4  for  the  welfare  of  her  people.  Though  b 
derout  Boroaii  CalhoHc,  she' resisted  the  efi'urts  of  the 
Pope  to  cont]'i>l  the  ecclesiMsticai  affairs  of  her  eiupiif, 
and  BO  checked  the  fwwer  of  the  luquiaitloii  that  licr 
eaccessors  ircro  able  to  suppress  that  terrible  iiistituliou. 
One  of  lier  best  acta  whb  the  abolition  of  torture  in  tlie 
•dmiiiiBtratioLi  of  juslice — a  reform  which  was  grcally 
doe  to  the  eloquout  and  pathetic  denunciations  of  Ycil- 
t^re.  At  tliat  time,  In  almost  every  country,  crimiitals 
were  put  to  the  torture,  either  to  compel  them  tb  confess 
their  own  guilt  or  to  reveal  the  names  of  their  accom- 
plices. Tlie  unhappy  prisoner,  pale  tind  trembling  with 
terror,  waS  conducted  to  a  vault  underground,  and  there, 
In  the  preBencf  of  a  mngistrate  and  recording  clerks,  he 
was  subjected  to  increasing  degrees  of  anguish,  until  the 
attending  surgeon  decided .  that  he  could  bear  no  more 
without  danger  of  his  life.  Many  poor  wretches,  to  gaiu 
a  moment's  i-espitc  from  agony,  accused  innocent  person^ 
who,  denying  their  guilt,  were  in  turn  subjected  to  the 
same  infernal  cruelly.  The  first  monarch  of  contineatal 
Europe  to  abolish  this  most  irrational  and  hoirid  system 
was  Frederick  the  Great ;  the  second  was  Catherine  II, 
of  Russia ;  the  third  was  Maria  Theresa ;  the  fourth  was 
Louis  XVI,  of  France.  Headers  may  remember  that 
when  the  benevolent  Hovrard  made  his  tours  among  the 
jails  of  Europe,  about  tlie  time  of  the  American  Eevolu- 
tion,  he  found  the  torture  chamber  in  almost  every  city 
that  he  visited,  and  in  many  of  them  it  was  still  employed. 
It  used  to  be  considered  a  stain  ut>on  the  administra- 
tion of  the  Empress  Maria  Tlieresa  that  she  consented  to 
file  dismemberment  of  Poland,  and  to  accept  a  large  po^ 
tion   of  that  covmtxj  as  Wt  '^vs.t^  (A  "^fe  wjail.    More 

recent  writers,  \vowcvw,'«V>i\«>.'5'^\<s^^  NsSs^sjk^^ss. 

closely,  ai-e   d-apoaeito  ^^i^^V\V^»^\^^»i^«i^'9" 
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necessary.  One  thing  is  pretty  certain ;  if  a  country  can 
be  dismembered,  it  soon  will  be,  unless  it  is  the  interest 
of  some  great  power  or  powers  to  protect  it. 

Mary  Theresa  died  in  1780,  aged  68,  bequeathing  to 
her  son,  Joseph,  an  empire  far  more  united,  prosperous, 
and  powerful  than  the  Austria  which  she  inherited  from 
her  father.  When  the  news  of  her  death  was  brought  to 
Frederick,  the  greatest  of  her  enemies,  he  wrote  to  his 
friend,  D'Alembert,  the  French  author : 

"  I  have  shed  some  very  sincere  tears  at  her  death. 
She  has  done  honor  to  her  sex  and  to  the  throne.  I  have 
made  war  upon  her,  but  I  have  never  been  her  enemy." 

Of  the  female  sovereigns  of  Europe  in  modern  times, 
Maria  Theresa  was,  probably,  the  ablest  and*  the  most 
virtuous.  Her  errors  were  those  of  her  rank  and  blood ; 
her  good  actions  were  the  result  of  her  own  noble  heart 
and  generous  mind.  Austria  ^till  styles  her  the  Mother 
of  her  country,  and  remembers  with  fondness  one  of  her 
sayings : 

"  I  reproach  myself  for  the  time  I  consume  in  sleep ; 
it  is  so  much  taken  away  from  the  service  of  my  people." 


XXXIIT. 

LADY  FRANKLIN. 

THREE  women  have  a  claim  to  be  associated  with 
the  name  of  Sir  John  Franklin.  The  lady  whom 
he  first  married,  Miss  Eleanor  Porden,  is  one  of  them. 
It  watt  she  who,  knowing  how  fatal  a  brief  delay  may  be 
to  an  arctic  expedition,  bade  her  husband  set  sail  for  the 
northern  seas  at  the  appointed  time,  although  she  was 
then  in  the  last  stages  of  consumption.  He  sailed,  and  it 
proved  to  be  her  last  wish  that  he  obeyed,  for  she  died 
the  day  after  his  departure. 

His  second  wife  was- the  Lady  Franklin  of  whom  all 
the  world  has  heard.  It  was  to  her  untiring  efforts  (in 
all  of  which  she  was  devotedly  aided  by  Sir  John's  niece, 
tlie  late  Miss  Sophia  Cracroft),  that  the  solution  to  the 
mystery  which  so  long  shrouded  the  fate  of  the  explorer 
and  his  ill-starred  vessels,  was  due. 

Lady  Franklin,  whose  maiden  name  was  Jane  Griffin, 
was  born  in  1794,  and  was  married  to  Sir  John  Franklin 
in  1828,  when  she  was  thirty-four  years  of  age.  Ten 
years  later  she  accompanied  him  to  Van  Dieman's  Lainl, 
(now  Tasmania,)  of  which  he  had  been  appointed  gov- 
ernor. She  early  gained  the  good  will  of  the  inhabitants, 
and  was  noted  among  them  both  for  her  many  deeds  of 
private  beneficence,  and  for  the  active,  efficient  aid  which 
she  rendered  her  husband  in  his  public  duties.  ?lic 
showed  especial  interest  in  the  welfare  of  poor  emigrants. 
8  nd  of  the  convicts  wYvo,  ^&^^  \?c^\v^\v^^\j^\ss^tQ  New  South 
Wales  was  aboV\H\\ed,  ^ev^  ^^^"^  "^^  'Y'^^^^\^\'5^  \^^>s.  ^ 
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;8  of  the  British  Empire.  That  Sir  John  and  Lady 
aldin  acqnired,not  only  the  approval,  but  the  affection  of 
colonists,  is  shown  by  the  comments  of  the  local  press 
a  their  departure  for  England  at  the  expiration  of 

John's  administration.  A  few  years  later  Lady 
Liklin  had  the  melancholy  pleasure  of  receiving  from 
n  a  large  sum  of  money  to  assist  her  in  prosecuting 

search  for  her  lost  husband  and  the  records  of  his 
edition,  and  they  further  testified  their  remembrance  of 

by  erecting  a  statue  in  his  honor  at  Hobart  Town, 
ir  John's  success  as  an  arctic  discoverer  led  the 
:lish  government  in  1845  to  offer  him  the  command 
xii  expedition  to  sail  in  search  of  the  Northwest  pas- 
3,  a  duty  which 'he  gladly  accepted.  Two  ships,  the 
'ebus"  and  "  Terror,"  were  provided,  and  an  additional  * 
isport  to  convey  stores  as  far  as  Disco,  in  Greenland. 
'se  three  vessels  sailed  from  Greenhitlie  on  the  nine- 
ith  of  May. 

'he  "  Erebus  "  and  "  Terror,"  whicli  were  fine  ships 
'd  expressly  for  arctic  service,  and  victualled  for  three 
IS,  were  last  seen  in  Baffin's  Bay  by  a  whaler,  lying 
)red  to  an  iceberg.  All  was  then  going  well.  In 
ers  written  home  a  few  days  previous  to  this,  the 
iers  of  the  expedition  expressed  ardent  hope  and  pcr- 
•  confidence  in  their  commander,  while  Sir  John  him- 
,  writing  to  Lady  Franklin,  assured  her  cheerfully  of 

Avell-being,  and  dwelt  upon  the  future  with  joyous 
icipations  of  success.  Not  one  of  his  hundred  and 
ty-four  officers  and  men  lived  to  return. 

t  the  end  of  two  years,  nothing  further  having  been 
f*d  from  the  expedition,  preparations  were  begun  for 

too  probable  necessity  of  sending  them  assistance, 
time  passed  tl)e  feeling  of  uneasme«>^  (i^vi\|^Yv^^^  ^xA 
8t  was  begun  that  noble  series  oi  sittcm^V^  YCL'iiA.^Vs 
English  and  Americans,  whicYi  resxAUOL  ^i^^^  S5sv\^' 
ears  only  in  the  sad  discovery  oi  t\ie  traiOa.. 
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In  1848  three  expeditions,  expensirelj  fitted  out  and 
ably  commanded,  were  sent  by  the  government  in  search 
of  the  missing  explorers.  They  all  failed ;  but  the  failure 
did  not  cause  discouragement  either  to  the  gOTenunent 
or  the  ])eople  of  England.  It  served  instead  as  a  spar, 
urging  them  to  new  efforts,  made  on  a  scale  that  would 
insure  success.  Tlie  first  step  was  taken  by  the  Lords 
of  the  Admiralty,  who  in  March,  1849,  offered  a  reward 
of  twenty  thousand  pounds  to  any  man  or  party  who 
should  rendei:  efficient  aid  to  Sir  John  Franklin  or  his 
men.  A  second  reward  of  three  tliousand  pounds  was 
offered  by  Lady  Franklin,  who  also,  at  her  own  expense, 
sent  a  supply  of  coal  and  provisions  to  be  deposited  on 
the  coast  of  Lancaster  Sound.    These  were  landed  upon 

'  the  conspicuous  promontory  of  Oape  Hay,  for  the  use  of 
the  missing  party,  should  they  visit  that  region.  She  had  " 
already  sent,  by  a  ship  of  one  of  the  earlier  expeditious, 
a  large  quantity  of  similar  stores,  which  had  been  buried 
at  prominent  points  along  the  coast,  the  place  being 
marked  in  cacli  case  by  a  tall  signal  post,  with  an  arrow 
painted  upon  it,  pointing  out  the  exact  spot  wliere  the 
articles  were  concealed. 

It  was  in  this  year  also  that  she  addressed  to  the  Presi- 
dent of  the  United  States  her  well-known  appeal,  in  which 
she  called  upon  the  Americans  as  a  "  kindred  people  to 
join  heart  and  hand  in  tlie  enterprise  of  snatching  the 
lost  navigators  from  a  dreary  grave."  After  referring  to 
the  reward  offered  by  the  British  Government,  she  said: 
"  This  announcement,  which,  even  if  the  sum  offered 
had  been  doubled  or  trebled,  would  have  met  with  public 
approbation,  comes,  however,  too  late  for  our  whalers 
which  had  unfortunately  sailed  before  it  was  issued,  and 
which,  even  i£  t\\ei  il%^^  ^\^\\^  <^^^\take  them  at  thdr 

fisliing  grounds,  aw  iol^^  \rQ.^\\Xfc^  \a\L  ^\\^  ^\!^^s8fi#. 

adventure, hayinsoiiV^^i^^  ^^^^^^^  ^^^^^i^s.^^^  ^^>*^^ 
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and  no  additional  clothing.  To  the  American  whalers, 
both  in  the  Atlantic  and  Pacific,  I  look  with  more  hope 
as  competitors  for  the  prize,  being  well  aware  of  their 
number  and  strength,  their  thorough  equipment,  and  the 
bold  spirit  of  enterprise  that  animates  their  crews.  Biit 
1  venture  to  look  even  beyond  these.  I  am  not  without 
hope  that  you  will  deem  it  not  unworthy  of  a  great  and 
kindred  nation  to  take  up  the  cause  of  humanity  in  which 
1  plead  in  a  national  spirit,  and  thus  generously  make  it 
your  own." 

The  Secretary  of  State,  Mr.  Clayton,  at  once  sent  an 
encouraging  reply  to  Lady  Franklin,  and  President  Taylor, 
calling  the  attention  of  Congress  to  the  matter  in  a  special 
message,  stated  his  earnest  desire  that  all  possible  assist- 
ance should  be  rendered.  He  had  already  caused  notice 
of  the  rewards  offered,  and  information  regarding  the 
probable  means  of  finding  the  lost  vessels,  to  be  circulated 
among  whalers  and  seafaring  men  all  over  the  country. 
Popular  feeling  favored  Lady  Franklin  and  her  cause, 
and  when  Mr.  Henry  Grinnell  of  New  York  offered  to 
provide  two  fully  equipped  vessels  at  his  own  expense, 
asking  only  that  the  government  would  transfer  to  them 
some  thirty  men  from  the  navy,  there  was  a  general 
desire  that  the  proposition  should  be  accepted.  Memo- 
rials to  that  effect  were  sent  to  Congress  from  the  cities 
of  New  York  and  Philadelphia.  The  matter  was  not 
decided,  however,  for  a  year. 

In  1850  .the  two  Grinnell  vessels,  the  "  Advance  "  and 
"  Rescue,"  sailed  under  the  command  of  Lieutenant  De 
Haven.  In  the  same  year  and  for  the  same  purpose  there 
went  from  England,  in  all,  ten  other  vessels.  Of  these 
two,  the  "  Lady  Franklin,"  a  fine  vessel  of  two  hundred  and 
twenty  tons, and  the"  Sophia"  (named  after  Ml^§>GY^'^'t<^i\>>^ 
a  hrig  of  one  hundred  and  twenty  tons,  Ns^ev^  ^\X,^^  ^>^^»  "^ 
Ladf  Franklin's  desire  and  mainly  5Lt\\eT  oww  ^:5-^^'^^^^^* 
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They  were  placed  under  the  command  of  Captain  Penny. 
A  third  vessel,  the  "  Prince  Albert,"  was  paid  for  by  Lady 
Franklin  and  her  friends.  She  defrayed  two-thirds  of  the 
expense  by  means  of  selling  out  of  the  funds  all  the 
money  which  she  could  legally  dispose  of:  The  com- 
mander of  the  "AUxjrt "  was  Captain  Forsyth,  who  volun- 
teered for  the  service  and  would  accept  no  pay.  Indeed, 
the  number  of  volunteers  who  desired  no  other  compensa- 
tion than  the  honor  of  aiding  in  the  search  was  a  marked 
feature  in  the  long  scries  of  arctic  voyages  made  with 
the  intent  of  learning  Sir  John  Franklin's  fate. 

The  result  of  the  daring  and  persistent  explorations  of 
these  twelve  vessels  may  be  summed  up  in  a  few  words. 
Captain  Ommaney,  commanding  the  "Assistance,"  dis- 
covered at  Beachy  Head  traces  of  an  encampment  which 
he  supposed  to  be  Franklin's.  Lieutenant  De  Haven, 
of  the  American  expedition,  landed  and  confirmed  the 
discovery.  Captain  Penny  of  the  "  Lady  Franklin  "  visited 
the  same  place,  explored  it  thoroughly,  and  found  all  tho 
indications  of  a  winter  encampment,  and  the  graves  of 
three  of  Franklin's  men.  The  dates  upon  the  headboaris 
showed  that  the  partv  had  been  there  durinir  the  winter 
of  1845-6 — that  is,  the  first  winter  after  leaving  England. 

In  the   summer  of  Ibol   the    twelve  vessels  returned 

home,  one  after  another.     The  "  Prince  Albert,"  however, 

was  not  allowed  to  remain  long  in  English  waters.     Ladr 

Franklin   caused  her  to  be  elaborately  and  expensively 

refitted,  her  bow  and  stern  sheatlied  with  wrought  iron, 

her  sides  protected  by  j.lanking,  and  sent  her  forth  again 

to  brave  the  perils  of  tlie  North.     She  sailed  in  June, 

1851,  from  Stromness.  and  Ladv  Franklin  herself  came 

down  to  Si  e  her  off.     After  a  touching  farewell  to  officers 

iuid  men,  slie  \v*atc\\ev\  \\^y  'cX^vWwkW^  out  to  sea,  the  Union 

Jack  streaming  irom\\ev  ^vi^  ^\\\>\\^^x^\v^'^'^^>s, 

at    the    fore.     T\iia  \xa^  *va  \\vi>xv^^  ^V  \k^\j^\^^csi5<."^^^ 
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(second  in  command),  a  young  Frenchman  whom  a 
romantic  love  of  adventure  had  led  to  leave  his  native 
country  and  offer  his  services  to  Lady  Franklin. 

In  1852  the  English  government  sent  out  another  expe- 
dition of  five  vessels  under  the  command  of  Sir  Edward 
Belpher.  Jn  the  same  year,  in  consequence  of  a  rumor 
received  through  an  Esquimaux  interpreter,  that  Sir  John 

•  and  his  crews  had  been  murdered  at  Wolstenholme 
Sound,  Lady  Franklin  refitted  the  screw  steamer  ''  Isabel " 
and  sent  her  to  investigate  the  report,  which  proved  to  be 
wholly  false.  The  next  year  this  steamer  was  again 
refitted  at  her  expense,  and  carried  supplies  to  Captains 
CoUinson  and  M'Clure  of  the  government  expedition  at 
Behring  Strait. 

But  it  was  not  until  1854  that  further  authentic  tidings 
were  obtained  of  the  missing  explorers.  In^  that  year 
Dr.  Rae,  at  the  head  of  a  land  party  sent  by  the  Hudson's 
Bay  Company,  learned  from  the  Esquimaux  that,  in  1850, 
about  forty  white  men  had  been  seen  dragging  a  boat 
near  the  north  shore  of  King  William's  Island,  and  that, 
later  in  the  season,  they  had  all  died  from  cold  and 
hunger.  The  story  was  confirmed  by  the  finding  among 
the  Esquimaux  of  articles  once  the  property  of  Sir  John 
and  his  officers,  all  of  which  Dr.  Rae  secured  and  brought 
back  with  him.  He  obtained  the  reward  of  ten  thousand 
pounds  offered  by  the  Admiralty  to  whomsoever  should 
first  ascertain  the  fate  of  the  missing  expedition.  A 
search  party  sent  next  year  by  the  government  to  the 
spot  mentioned  by  the  Esquimaux,  recovered  many 
further  relics. 

Lady  Franklin  was  not  satisfied.  She  had  given  up 
all  hope  of  her  husband's  life.  lie  liad  been  ten  years 
lost ;  his  party  was  provisioned  for  but  three  years  ;  «\\<L 
he  was  sixtjr  years  old  when  he  saWed.    ^u^.  \v^x  \fc^\\\s^ 

did  not  permit  ber  to  rest  until  she  liad  xe^cwa^  ^^1  \Q»»^^:- 
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ble  survivor  and  recovered  the  records  of  the  expedition, 
if  they  yet  existed.  She  appealed  to  Lord  Palmerston  to 
make  one  further  attempt.  In  her  memorial  she  dwelt  with 
especial  emphasis  upon  the  incident  of  the  "  Resolute," 
abandoned  by  the  English  during  a  government  search 
expedition,  found  by  an  American  whaler,  re^tted,  jBnii 
l)rcsentcd  by  Congress  to  the  Queen. 

"  My  Lord,"  she  says, "  you  will  not  let  this  rescued  and 
restored  ship,  emblematic  of  so  many  enlightened  and 
generous  sentiments,  fail  even  partially  in  her  signifi- 
cant mission.  I  venture  to  hope  that  she  will  be 
accepted  in  the  spirit  in  which  she  is  sent.  I  humbly 
trust  that  the  American  people,  and  especially  that  phil- 
anthropic citizen  who  has  spent  so  largely  pf  his  private 
fortune  in  the  search  for  the  lost  ships,  and  to  whom 
was  committed  by  his  government  the  entire  charge  of 
the  e(iuipmcnt  of  tlie  '  Resolute,'  will  be  rewarded  for 
this  sitrnal  act  of  sympathy  by  seeing  her  restored  to  her 
original  vocation,  so  that  she  may  bring  back  from  the 
Arctic  seas,  if  not  some  living  remnant  of  our  long-lost 
countrymen,  yet  at  least  the  2)roof8  that  they  have  nobly 
pei'ished/' 

She  adds,  that  should  her  request  be  denied,  she  will 
liersclf  seiul  out  a  vessel.  The  Government,  busv  with 
alTairs  in  the  east,  was  not  willing  to  fit  out  another exjK^ 
(lition. 

She  kept  her  word.     The  last  and  most  successful  of 

this  long  series  of  adventures  and  perilous  searches,  was 

due  solely  to  her  heroic  persistence.     Aided  by  subscrii*- 

tions  from  her  friends,  she  bought  and  refitted  for  Arctic 

service  the  screw   yacht    •"•  Fox."     Captain     M'CliuUH.k, 

lilready  distinguished  in  former  search  expeditions,  wa? 

/)iaced  in  commawd  oi  \\^T,"aL\\vk  d\e  sailed  upon  the  last 

ilu  V  of  June,  IS'n  .     \.^d\  YY^Y;NfXvcv.^Q.<iQ\sv>^^^  Miss 

(V:ioroft,  cam^  on  Aboard  \o\i\^  v>^^  ^^«vv^^x^\ax^^^$^ 
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Captain  M'Clintock,  observing  her  agitation,  tried  to 
repress  the  enthusiasm  of  hia  men,  but  in  vain.  As  she 
left  the  vessel  she  was  saluted  by  the  crew  with  three 
prolonged,  thundering  cheers. 

Her  letter  of  instruction  to  Captdin  ITGlintock  is  so 
3haracteristic  that  I  give  it  in  full : 
^  My  dear  Captain  MClintock: 

"  You  have  kindly  invited  me  to  give  you  *  instructions,' 
but  I  cannot  bring  myself  to  feel  that  it  would  be  right 
in  me  in  any  way  to  influence  your  judgment  in  the  con- 
duct of  your  noble  undertaking ;  and  indeed  I  have  no 
temptation  to  do  so,  since  it  appears  to  me  that  your 
views  are  almost  identical  with  those  which  I  had  inde- 
pendently formed  before  I  had  the  advantage  of  being 
Jioroughly  possessed  of  yours.  But  had  this  been  other- 
vise,  I  trust  you  would  have  found  me  ready  to  prove 
he  implicit  confidence  I  place  in  you  by  yielding  my  own 
iews  to  your  more  enlightened  judgment;  knowing,  too, 
s  I  do,  that  your  whole  heart  also  is  in  the  cause,  even 
,s  my  own  is.  As  to  the  objects  of  the  expedition  and 
heir  relative  importance,  I  am  sure  you  know  that  the 
escue  of  any  possible  survivor  of  the  *  Erebus '  and 
Terror '  would  be  to  me,  as  it  would  to  yoti,  the  noblest 
esult  of  our  ejBforts. 

"  To  this  object  I  wish  every  other  to  be  subordinate ; 
nd,  next  to  it  in  importance,  is  the  recovery  of  the 
iiispeakably  precious  documents  of  the  expedition,  pub- 
ic and  private,  and  the  personal  relics  of  my  dear  hus- 
band and  his  companions. 

*'  And  lastly,  I  trust  it  may  be  in  your  power  to  confirm, 
lirectly  or  inferentially,  the  claims  of  my  husband's  expe- 
lition  to  the  earliest  discovery  of  the  passage,  which,  if 
)r.  Rae's  report  be  true  (and  the  Governmfetut  ot  ^-va 
ountry  has  accepted  and  rewarded  \t  «.«►  «»>\0£v^^  ^^'^^ 
mrtyrs  in  a  noble  cause  achieved  at  Wvcvc  \^«»\.  ^:k\x<K«ii^ 
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after  five  long  years  of  labor  and  soffering,  if  not  an 
earlier  period. 

*^  I  1^  sure  yon  will  do  all  that  man  can  do  for  fbe 
attainment  of  all  these  objects ;  my  only  fear  is  that  you 
may  spend  yourselveiB  too  much  in  the  effort ;  and  yon 
mnst  tlierefore  let  me  tell  you  how  much  dearer  to  me 
even  than  any  of  them  is  the  preservation  of  the  valuable 
lives  of  the  little  baud  of  heroes,  who  are  your  compan* 
ions  and  followers. 

^'  May  God  in  his  great  mercy  preserve  you  all  from 
harm  amidst  the  labors  and  perils  which  await  you^  and 
restore  you  to  us  in  health  and  safety,  as  well  as  honor! 
As  to  the  honor  I  can  have  no  miisgiving.  It  will  be 
yours  as  much  if  you  fail  (since  you  may  fail  in  spite  of 
every  effort^  as  if  you  succeed;  and  be  assured  that, 
under  any  and  all  circumslaneea  whatever^  such  is  my 
unbounded  confidence  in  you,  you  will  ever  possess  and 
be  entitled  to  the  enduring  gratitude  of  your  sincere 
and  attached  friend,  Jane  Fbanklin." 

The  confidence  expressed  in  this  letter  was  not  mis- 
placed. Captain  M'Cliutock's  heart  was  indeed  in  the 
work,  and  his  enthusiasm  was  shared  alike  by  officers 
and  crew.  It  was  a  bitter  disappointment  to  them  all 
when  in  August  their  vessel  was  caught  in  the  ice  in 
Melville  Bay,  and  they  were  obliged  to  remain  in  the 
pack,  drifting  with  it  when  it  drifted,  until  the  next  spring. 
During  this  long  detention  Lady  Franklin  was  often  in 
their  thoughts,  and  they  spoke  sorrowfully  of  the  grief 
she  would  experience  when  she  learned  of  the  delay. 
The  feeling  of  the  crew  towards  her  was  described  by 
Captain  M'Clintock  as"  veneration."  She  was  remembered 
on  all  their  hoWAayft,  au^  a^  t\mr  Christmas  dinner  her 
health  and  that  ol  "MX^^  CTa^TQl\»  ^^\^  ^xxsjc^k-^r^iiccla- 
mations.     It  waa  a\fto  \3L\iammQvy.^i  ^'^^^^^ '^fesst '^ 
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killing  of  the  first  bear,  that  its  skin  should  be  presented 
to  her  as  a  joint  gift  from  the  officers  and  crew,  all  of 
Avhom  had  assisted  in  the  hunt. 

At  last  the  **  Fox  "  escaped  from  the  ice  and  proceeded 
upon  her  way.  In  May,  1859,  one  of  her  officers.  Lieu- 
tenant Hobson,  discovered  a  cairn  containing  a  record  of 
the  lost  expedition.  This  record  consisted  of  a  note, 
written  in  1847,  stating  their  success  up  to  that  time,  and 
adding  that  all  were  well.  But  around  the  margin  another 
hand,  writing  a  year  later,  gave  a  sadly  different  story. 

From  this  writer,  who  was  Captain  Fitzjames,  we  learn 
that  Sir  John  Franklin  died  Juno  eleventh,  1847,  and 
that  in  April  of  the  next  year,  only  two  days  before  the 
date  of  this  record,  the  "  Erebus "  and  "  Terror "  were 
abandoned,  and  their  crews  landed  under  the  command 
of  Captain  Crozier.  A  note  in  Captain  Crozier's  hand- 
writing added  that  they  were  to  start  the  next  day  for 
Back's  Fish  River. 

To  this  river,  accordingly,  the  searchers  of  the  "  Fox  '* 
proceeded  ;  and  there  they  found  numerous  relics  of  the 
party,  including  silver  articles  marked  with  Sir  John 
Franklin's  crest,  a  boat,  watches,  clothing,  and  several 
skeletons.  The  Esquimaux  of  the  region  remembered 
the  coming  of  these  strangers,  and  said  that  all  of  them 
had  perished  of  cold  and  hunger ;  w^hich  was,  indeed,  but 
too  evident. 

"  They  would  fall  down  and  die  as  they  walked  along 
the  ice,"  said  an  old  Esquimaux  woman  to  Captain 
M'Olintock. 

With  this  news^  the  "  Fox  "  returned  to  England.     Sad 
as  the  certainty  was,  it  must  have  been  a  relief  to  Lady 
Franklin  to  receive  it. '  She  learned  from  the  earlier  of 
t!ie  two  notes  in  the  cairn,  that  \\er  Yvu^^wSlVvv&l  ^^'sssssfc^ 
the  great  object  of  his  expedition ;  \\e  Yvi^di  dA&o.o^^^^^'^^ 
IfortJj  west  Passage.     From  the  secorvfli  tvo\.^  ^\^  V.^^^^ 
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that  it  had  been  hia  great  good  fortune  to  die  on  board 
his  ship,  escaping  all  the  horrors  of  tliat  terrible  oTerlniid 
march.  Indeed,  he  died  before  the  expedition  iiad 
experienced  anything  other  than  brilliant  and  Btrikiug 
Buceess. 

In  1860,  Lady  Fran-klin  waa  presented  with  a  gol3 
medal  by  the  Royal  (jeographical  Society.  Slie  died  in 
1875.  The  monument  erected  to  her  husband  ^n  West- 
minster Abbey  records,  after  his  exploits  and  his  fate, her 
name,  licr  devotion,  the  date  of  lier  death,  and  tie 
itweparablo  couuection  of  her  fame  with  his. 


XXXIV. 

MADAME  DE  MIRAMIOK 

RITY  is  of  no  age,  race,  or  country.  Travelers 
long  the  most  savage  tribes  find  kind  and  com- 
te  hearts,  and  some  of  the  most  excellent  institu- 
benevolence  have  been  founded  in  times  of  the 
corruption  of  manners  and  morals.  In  the  worst 
here  are  always  some  who  preserve  their  integrity, 
rt  by  their  conduct  the  dignity  of  human  nature, 
ne  de  Miramion,  a  French  lady  of  rank  and 
born  in  1629,  passed  the  whole  of  her  life  near 
ry  and  licentious  court  of  Louis  XIV,  and  in  the 
)f  Paris,  when  that  society  was  most  devoted  to 
But  from  her  cliildhood  she  was  drawn 
jly  to  a  nobler  life,  and  she  spent  the  greateij  part 
xistence  in  alleviating  human  anguish,  and  found- 
tutions  which  have  continued  the  same  beneficent 
er  since.  A  beauty  and  an  heiress,  she  turned 
om  the  pleasures  of  her  circle  at  the  age  when 
usually  most  alluring.  At  nine  years  of  age  the 
her  mother,  a  woman  devoted  to  piety  and  good^ 
addened  her  life  and  made  her  for  a  while  morbid 
3elings.  In  the  midst  of  a  gay  and  brilliant  circle 
ions  and  friends,  the  child  was  moody,  sorrowful, 
rse  to  society. 

ink  constantly  of  death,"  she  said  one  day  to  her 
ss,  "  and  ask  myself,  should  1  lik^  to  4Afe*l  ^o^xsN.^ 
die  at  this  moment  ?  " 
nerncss  eucouraged  these  ieeVinga,  ^wdi  dX^^xxsAfe^ 
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the  child  from  indulging  in  the  Bports  proper  to  her  years, 
telling  her  of  eminent  saints  who  denied  themselves  all 
pleasures,  and  even  inflicted* pain  upon  themselves  bjr 
weanng  hair  shirts  and  girdles  of  iron.  She  saved  her 
money,  bought  secretly  a  thick  iron  chain,  and  wore  it 
around  her  waist  next  her  skin,  whenever  she  thought  she 
might  be  in  danger  of  becomii^  too  much  interest^  in 
pleasure.  This  was,  indeed,  a  common  practice.in  France 
two  hundred  years  ago.  Like  Florence  Nightingale,  she 
had,  even  in  her  childhood,  a  remarkable  love  of  nursing 
and  amusing  the  sick.  In  a  large  household,  such  as  tiie 
one  of  which  she  was  a  part,  there  are  always  some 
invalids,  and  it  was  her  delight,  during  her  play  hours,  to 
steal  away  to  their  bedrooms  to  entertain  them  by  read- 
ing, and  assist  in  taking  care  of  them.  She  would  even 
glide  from  the  ball-room  on  festive  occasions  to  visit  a 
sick  servant,  happier  to  mitigate  suffering  than  to  enjoy 
pleasure. 

When  she  was  fourteen  her  father  died,  leaving  her,  an 
orphan  and  an  heiress,  to  the  care  of  an  ambitious  aunt, 
whose  only  thought  concerning  her  was  to  secure  her  a 
brilliant  match  and  see  her  distinguished  in  society.  The 
young  lady  had  no  such  thoughts.  Grief-stricken  at  the 
loss  of  her  father,  and  weaned  from  fashionable  pleasure 
still  more  by  that  event,  she  would  have  entered  a  con- 
vent, if  she  had  not  felt  that  she  must  be  a  mother  to  her 
younger  brothers.  For  their  sakes  she  continued  in  the 
world.  Her  aunt,  to  dispel  what  she  deemed  the  gloomy 
thoughts  of  an  unformed  girl,  endeavored  to  distract  her 
mind  by  causing  her  to  be  presented  at  court,  by  taking 
her  often  to  the  theatre,  and  making  parties  for  her 
entertainment.  She  succeeded  for  a  time,  and  the  young 
Jady  gave  herseVi  w^  to  ^^\^  ^\3c\Q^\ssfc\!i^^  ^^^-^ded  for  her. 

She  had  groww,  meawN^Xv^^^'v^^'^^  ^X^^tiKiG^.  "^^^V^^ 
was  tall,  finely  formed.,  v^ivd.  ^^^^^^^^^i  ^^\^.  -^^ 
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face,  of  a  noble  loveliness,  with  a  complexion  of  dazzling 
purity  and  eyes  of  heavenly  blue,  was  set  off  by  a  great 
abundance  of  nut-brown  ringlets,  which  fell  down  about 
her  shoulders  and  neck.  But  the  great  cliarm  of  her 
countenance  was  an  expression  of  mingled  love  and 
benevolence,  such  as  usually,  though  not  always,  marks 
the  features  of  those  who  naturally  delight  in  doing  good. 
Among  the  young  ladies  of  her  time  there  was  none  more 
beautiful  than  she,  and  to  her  charms  of  face  and  form 
was  added  the  attraction  of  broad  estates  and  fair 
chateaux,  all  her  own. 

As  she  again  showed  symptoms  of  discontent  with  a 
life  of  pleasure,  even  recurring  occasionally  to  the  iron 
chain,  her  aunt  urged  her  to  signify  a  preference  for  one 
of  the  numerous  eligible  lovers  who  had  been  flitting 
round  her  ever  since  her  entrance  into  society.  One  of 
them,  it  seems,  had  attracted  her  regard.  It  was  M.  de 
Miramion,  who,  as  she  had  observed  at  church  and  else- 
where, was  particularly  attentive  to  his  mother,  which 
led  her  to  believe  he  was  a  worthy  young  man,  who 
would  sympathize  with  her  desire  to  hold  aloof  from 
the  frivolous  life  of  her  class.  He  was  rich,  and  of  noble 
rank,  well  looking,  and  in  love  with  the  beautiful  Mad- 
em3iselle  de  Rubelle.  They  were  married  —  he  twenty- 
seven,  sated  with  the  pleasures  of  the  world ;  she  sixteen, 
superior  to  them.     All  went  happily  for  a  few  months. 

"  I  gave  up  playing  cards,"  she  wrote,  "  and  going  to 
balls  and  theaters,  which  caused  great  surprise.  I  began 
a  regular  life  ;  I  won  over  my  husband,  and  persuaded  him 
to  live  like  a  good  Christian.  We  were  very  much  united, 
and  much  beloved  by  our  family,  with  whom  we  never- 
had  any  disagreement,  except  from  their  efforts  to  make 
me  ajuuse  mfself." 

This  harmonious  married  life  vas  Twdi^'j  \jettcvvo 
t  tho  end  of  SIX  months,  by  the  dca\\\  oi  Al\\^^n» 
ter  an  illness  of  a  week.     A.t   Beventeew  ^^^^ 
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]^Iiramion  was  a  widow,  and  about  to  be  a  mother.    The 
blow  was  so  sudilen  and  severe  that  nothing,  perhaps, 
would  have  availed  to  recall  her  to  an  interest  in  mun- 
dane affairs  but  the  birth  of  her  daughter.     When  she 
reappeared  in  the  great  world,  she  was  lovelier  than  ever 
in  her  face  and  person,  and  her  fortune  had  been  increased 
by  her  portion  of  her  husband's  estate.     She  was  a  verjr 
rich   and   beautiful   widow   of  eighteen,  with   only  the 
incumbrance  of  an  infant  in  arms.     Lovers  again  sur- 
rounded   her,  but   she   encouraged  none  of  them;  and, 
indeed,  she  was  firmly  resolved  to  dedicate   her  life  to 
the  education  of  her  daughter.     Among  her  suitors  was 
a  roue  of  high  rank  and  wasted  fortune — a  widower  with 
three  daughters,  who  felt  how  advantageous  it  would  be 
to  add  the  lady's  estate  to  his  own.     Rejected  by  her,  he 
was  given  to  undei-stand  by  a  friend  of  the  family  that 
she  really  liked  him,  and  was  only  ])revented  from  niarrv- 
inir  him  bv  the  fear  of  offendin<^  her  relations.     This  >^as 
false,  hut  he  believed  it,  and  he  determined  to  cany  her 
off  in  the  stvle  of  an  old-fashioned  romance. 

On  a  certain  dav,  as  the  vounj^  widow  and  her  mother- 
in-law  were  going  in  a  carriage  to  a  church  near  Paris, 
the  vehicle  was  suddenlv  surrounded  bv  a  band  of  horst?- 
men  wearing  masks.  They  stop])ed  the  carriage  ami 
opened  the  door.  The  young  lady  screamed  with  terror, 
which  the  horsemen  attributed  to  her  desire  to  keep  up 
apix^arances  before  her  mother-in-law,  and  therefore  pr«>- 
ceeded  to  execute  their  purix)sc.  The  old  lady  auJ  one 
servant  were  left  in  the  road  to  make  their  wav  home  as 
best  they  could,  while  the  carriage  containing  the  prize 
was  driven  rai^idlv  awav,  surrounded  bvthe  jrentlenien  on 
horseback,  led  by  the  lover.  All  day  the  party  galloped 
on  until,  at  t\\o  cV3>e  ol  xW-  ^\x^\\\viv>rcvAl\ev  reached  an 
nnoieiit  castle.  w\x\\  \\vx\\.\\\viv\X,^\\^  ^^^^^s^xV^^-^s.^^  ^ 
tiiui  them  \ix  t\.e  xxox^U  ol  xV^  ^--^.   ^""^^^^t 
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rmed,  and  all  possessed  with  the  idea  that  the  abduc- 
was  undertaken  with  the  full  and  free  consent  of  the 
.  She  soon  undeceived  them.  She  utterly  refused  to 
r  the  castle  or  leave  the  carriage.  At  length  one  of 
gentlemen,  a  knight  of  a  religious  order,  gave  her  his 
I  of  honor  that  if  she  would  alight  and  remain  in  the 
e  for  the  night,  she  should  be  set  free  at  daybreak, 

conveyed  in  safety  to  her  friends.  She  then  con^ 
ed  to  accept  the  shelter  proffered  her.  She  passed 
night  in  solitude,  and  in  the  morning  was  replaced  in 
carriage  and  set  free. 

ich  was  the  state  of  the  law  at  that  tjme  in  France,  ' 
such  the  power  of  tlie  nobility,  that  the  perpetrators 
lis  outrage  escaped  punishment,  and  people  generally 
1  to  have  thought  it  a  gallant  and  high-spirited  adven- 
,  and  one  that  ought  to  have  been  rewarded  with 
ess. 

rom  this  time  to  the  end  of  her  life,  Madame  de 
imion  thought  no  more  of  lovers.  After  recovering 
1  the  serious  illness  caused  by  that  day  and  niglit  of 
3r,  she  entered  upon  the  way  of  life  wliich  has  caused 
name  to  be  remembered  with  honor  and  affection  for 

centuries.  She  became  austerely  religious.  She 
lomized  her  large  income,  so  as  Jo  have  the  largest 
ible  sum  to  expend  in  works  and  institutions  of 
•ity — discarding  all  the  gay  costumes  and  decora- 
s  of  her  sex,  and  wearing  always  a  plain,  peculiar 
s,  like  that  of  a  religious  order.  She  personally 
jrintended  her  affairs,  and  showed  a  particular  talent 
business,  making  the  most  of  all  her  sources  of 
►me.  The  education  of  her  daughter  was  her  own 
k,  and  so  successful  was  she  with  her,  that  when  she 

married  at  fifteen,  she  was  regarded  and.  \?c^^\fe^  ^^ 
atare  woamn^  and  proved  worthy  oi  t\i^  ciOfoSA^^'^^ 
ed  in  her. 
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Madamo  do'Miramion  was  the  first  lady  in  Europe  who 
'ever  tried  sjstematically  to  reclaim  the  fallen  of  her  own 
sex*    She  hired  a  spacious  house  in  Paris,  into  which 
received  those  who  wished  to  reform,  and  there  she  maiih 
tained  and  taught  them,  and  for  such  as  persisted  in 
loading  an  honest  life,  she  procured  places  or  husbands 
Other  ladies  of  rank  joined  her  the  King  assisted,  and 
the  establishment  continues  its  benevolent  work  to  tJM 
present  day.     She  also  founded  a  dispensary,  which  out 
ouly  supplied  the  poor  with  medicines,  but  instructed  I 
num1)er  of  women  in  the  art  of  preparing  them,  and  it 
the  making  of  ^salves  and  plasters.    An  excellent  insdii-j 
tion  founded  by  her  was  an  industrial  school  for 
girls,  where  they  were  taught  sewing,  household  v% 
reading,  writing,  and  the  catechism,  all  the  pupils 
furnished  every  day  with  a  good  plain  dinner.    In  J 
these  establishments,  Madame  de  Miramion  labored  wiAfy 
lier  own  liauds  and  head,  setting  an  example  of  devotioe 
and  skill  to  all  who  assisted  her.     Her  singular  aptitude 
for  managing  business,  and  her  knowledge  of  fiuancCi 
stood  her  in  good  stead.     Durhig  one  of  those  times rf 
famine  which  used  to  desolate  France,  she  hit  Uf6n  tb 
expedient  of    selling  a  piece  of    bread   and  a  certaii 
quantity  of  soup  af  cost,  or  a  little  below  cost,  by  whi* 
many  thousands  were  carried  over  the  period  of  scarciff 
who  would  not  have  been  reached  by  charity. 

She  s])ent  her  life  in  labors  like  these,  devoting  herself 
and  all  she  possessed  to  the  mitigation  of  human  woei 
reserving  literally  nothing  for  her  own  enjdyment.  8 
was  she  who  gave  that  impulse  to  works  of  charity  whiA 
has  rendered  Paris  the  city  of  Europe  most  abounding* 
organizations  for  the  alleviation  of  poverty  and  j»* 
She  died  in  1&^4.  "BL^ci^wWN  V^t  ^s^ksm^vni  have  W 
published  in  PaT\»  \^y  ^m^xs^^^  CiW^^  ^»s»^^'«^ 
work,  I  hope,  V\\\  ^xvQl  M^  ^^i,^Qos«sy^^\x«s^8&^ 
readers  iu  Axaenca. 
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PEG  O'NEAL. 

SIXTY  years  ago,  there  used  to  be  in  Washington  a 
spacious  tavern  in  the  old-fashioned  Southern  style, 
kept  by  William  O'Neal,  who  had  lived  in  the  neighbor- 
liood  before  the  capital  was  built  on  the  shores  of  the 
Potomac.  This  landlord  had  a  pretty  daughter  named 
Peg,  who  was  the  pet  of  the  house  from  babyhood  to 
iromanhood.  She  was  somewhat  free  and  easy  in  her 
manners,  as  girls  are  apt  to  he  who  grow  up  in  such  cir- 
cumstances; and  it  did  not  immediately  occur  to  her  that 
a  young  lady  of  twenty  cannot  behave  with  quite  the  free- 
dom of  a  girl  of  twelve,  without  exciting  ill-natured 
xeraark. , 

Among  the  boarders  of  this  old  tavern,  whenever  he 
came  to  Wasliington,  was  General  Andrew  Jackson,  of 
Tennessee,  who  liad  known  the  landlord  in  the  olden  time 
^hen  he  used  to  pass  through  that  region  on  his  way  from 
Ifashville  to  his  seat  in  Congress  at  Philadelphia.  Mrs. 
Jackson,  also,  occasionally  accompanied  the  general  to 
the  seat  of  government,  where  she  became  warmly 
attached  both  to  Mrs.  O'Neal  and  to  her  daughter.  Peg. 
The  general  nowhere  in  Washington  felt  himself  so  much 
at  home  as  in  this  old  tavern.  No  one  could  make  him 
and  his  plain,  fat  little  wife  so  comfortable  as  Mrs.  O'Neal, 
and  no  one  could  fill  the  general's  corn-cob  pipe  more 
acceptably  than  the  lively  and  beautiful  Peg. 

In  due  time.  Peg  O'Neal,  as  she  was  universally  called, 
liecame  the  wife  of  a  purser  in  the  navy,  natued  Tvocfo^^- 
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lake,  who,  while  on  duty  in  the  Mediterranean,  committed 
suicide,  in  consequence,  it  was  supposed,  of  a  drimken 
debaucii  on  shore.  He  left  his  widow  with  two  childreu 
and  little  fortune,  but  still  young  and  beautiful. 

Early  in  1829,  Senator  Eaton  of  Tennessee,  one  of 
General  Jackson's  most  intimate  friends  and  political 
allies  (an  old  boarder,  too,  at  the  O^Neal  tavern),  was 
disposed  to  marry  the  widow  ;  but,  before  doing  so,  con- 
sulted General  Jackson. 

''  Why,  yes,  Major,"  replied  the  general,  "  if  you  love 
the   woman,  and  she  will  have  you,  marry  her  by  all 


means." 


Major  Eaton  observed  that  the  young  widow  had  not 
escaped  reproach,  and  that  even  himself  was  supposed  to 
have  been  too  fond  of  her. 

*'  Well,"  said  the  general,  "your  marrying  her  will  dis- 
prove these  cliargcs,  and  restore  Peg's  good  name.'' 

Tliev  were  married  in  Januarv,  1829 ;  and  a  few  weeks 
after.  General  Jackson  was  inaugurated  President  of  the 
United  States.  In  forming  his  cabinet,  the  President 
a.ssijrned  the  Department  of  War  to  his  old  friend  and 
nciglibor,  Major  Eaton.  This  appointment  suddenly 
invested  his  wife  with  social  importance.  Extravagant 
stories  circulated  in  W^ashington  respecting  Mrs.  Eaton, 
and  the  ladies  made  up  their  minds  with  one  accord  that 
tliey  would  not  call  upon  her,  nor  in  any  way  recognize 
her  existence  as  the  wife  of  a  cabinet  minister. 

Meanwhile,  General  Jackson  remained  in  ignorance  of 
this  new  outbreak  of  scandal ;  but  before  he  had  been  a 
month  at  the  White  House  a  distinguislied  clergyman  of 
Philadelphia,  Dr.  Ely,  wrote  him  a  long  letter  detailing 
the  slander  at  great  length,  and  calling  upon  him  to 
repudiate  Mr?..  "Balovv,  G^w^\!ia.l  Jackson  had  his  faults, 
but  he  never  d\A  a  tc\^?v.w  ^\^\\^^  \\w  vs.  ^'^-^'^^^^^jNluein 
his  life.     T\\c  maimev  \\\  \N\\\dv\\\^^^\. ^jJ^vs^ \^\rsw^^^^ 
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augbter  of  his  old  friend,  and  his  wife's  old  friend,  does 
lim  as  much  honor  as  one  of  his  campaigns.  He  replied 
0  Dr.  Ely  in  a  letter  of  several  sheets,  in  which  he  exam- 
ned  the  stories  with  something  of  the  coolness  of  an  old 
awyer,  and  very  much  of  the  warmth  of  a  friend.  One 
)f  the  charges  was  that  the  deceased  Timberlake  believed 
ill  this  scandal,  and  cherished  deep  resentment  against 
Baton.     The  general  met  this  in  a  triumphant  manner : 

"  How  can  sucli  a  tale  be  reconciled  with  the  following 
facts  ?  While  now  writing,  I  turn  my  eyes  to  the  mantel- 
piece, where  I  behold  a  present  sent  me  by  Mr.  Timber- 
lake  of  a  Turkish  pipe,  about  three  weeks  before  his  death, 
and  presented  through  Mr.  Eaton,  whom  in  his  letter  he 
calls  his  friend^ 

111  a  similar  way  he  refuted  the  other  accusations,  and 
lie  kept  up  the  defence  in  letter  after  letter,  with  th6  same 
energy  and  fire  that  he  had  displayed  in  hurling  the  Eng- 
lish troops  back  from  New  Orleans.  I  have  had  in  my 
hands  hundreds  of  pages  of  manuscript  in  General  Jack- 
eon's  writing,  or  caused  to  be  written  by  him,  all  relating 
to  this  affair,  and  all  produced  in  the  early  weeks  of  a 
iiew  administration.  He  brought  it  before  his  cabinet. 
He  summoned  the  chief  propagator  of  the  scandals ;  ho 
moved  heaven  and  earth.  But,  for  once  in  his  life,  the 
general  was  completely  baffled ;  the  ladies  would  not  call 
^pon  Mrs.  Eaton  ;  not  even  the  general's  niece,  Mrs. 
Donelson,  the  mistress  of  the  White  House. 

"Any  thhig  else,  uncle,"  she  said,  "I  will  do  for  you, 
tut  I  will  not  call  upon  Mrs.  Eaton." 

The  general  was  so  indignant  that  he  advised  her  to  go 
tack  to  Tennessee ;  and  she  went  back,  she  and  her 
husband,  private  secretary  to  the  President.  Cteneral 
Jackson's  will  was  strong,  but  he  discovered  on  this  occa- 
sion that  woman's  won't  was  stronger. 

In  the  midst  oi  this  controversy,  \v\\cu  l\ve  ieOCvw^^  ^'t 
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the  gener&l  were  exasperated  to  the  higliest  pitch,  then 
arrived  in  Wa&hiugton  Martin  Van  Buren  to  asstime  the 
office  of  Secretary  of  State.  Mr.  Yan  Boreu,  beside 
being  one  of  the  most  good-natured  of  men,  and  a  worthy 
gentleman  in  all  respects  (to  whom  justice  has  no^be«i 
done),  had.  no  ladies  in  his  family.  He  was  a  widdwer 
without  daughters.  He  was  also  the  friend  and  close  ally 
of  Major  Eaton.  Soon  after  his  arrival  in  Washington, 
he  called  upon  Mrs.  Eaton  as  a  matter  of  course,  but 
treated  her  with  particular  respect  as  a  victim  of  calomnf. 
He  did  a  great  deal  more  than  this.  He  used  the  whole 
inlSuence  of  his  position  as  Secretary  of  State  to  set  her 
right  before  the  world. 

Among  the  diplomatic  corps,  it  chanced  that  the  British 
Minister  Mr.  Yaughan,  and  the  Russian  Minister  Banm 
Krudener  were  both  bachelors,  and  Mr.  Yan  Buren  easiljr 
enlisted  them  in  the  cause.  Balls  were  given  by  them  at 
which  tliey  treated  the  lady  with  the  most  marked  atten- 
tion, and  contrived  various  expedients  to  get  the  other 
ladies  into  positions  where  they  would  be  compelled  to 
speak  civilly  to  her.  All  was  in  vain.  The  ladies  held 
their  ground  with  undaunted  pertinacity,  yielding  neither 
to  the  President's  wrath  nor  to  the  Secretary's  devices. 

The  nickname  given  to  Mrs.  Eaton  by  the  hostile  faction 
was  Bellona,  the  goddess  of  war.  A  letter-writer  of  the 
day  sent  to  one  of  the  New  York  papers  amusing  accounts 
of  the  gallant  efforts  of  the  three  old  "bachelors  to  "  keep 
Bellona  afloat"  in  the  society  of  the  capital. 

"  A  ball  and  supper,"  he  says,  "  were  got  up  by  hia 
excellency,  the  British  Minister,  Mr.  Vaughan,  a  particu- 
lar friend  of  Mr.  Van  Buren.  After  various  stratagems 
to  keep  Bellona  afloat  during  the  evening,  in  which  almost 
every  cotillion  m  Vt\\c\v  «>Vve  made  her  appearance  was 
iiifitantly  dissolved  \ivto  \\)%  w\^\v^  ^\^^tt«Kj^.,igc&^^^ 
tength  conducted  by  t\\o  ^i\V:\^\v  mv:^^ 
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the  table,  where,  in  pursuance  of  that  instinctive  power 
of  inattention  to  whatever  it  seems  improper  to  notice 
the  ladies  seemed  not  to  know  that  she  was  at  the  table. 
Tliis  ball  and  supper  were  followed  by  another  given  by  the 
Kussian  Minister.  To  guard  against  the  repetition  of  the 
spontaneous  dissolution  of  the  cotillions  and  tlie  neglect  . 
of  the  ladies  at  supper  (where  you  must  observe,  none 
but  ladies  had  seats),  Mr.  Van  Buren  made  a  direct  and 
earnest  appeal  to  the  lady  of  the  Minister  from  Holland, 
Mrs.  Huygens,  whom  he  entreated  to  consent  to  be  intro- 
duced to  the  accomplished  and  lovely  Mrs.  Eaton. 

"  The  ball  scene  arrived,  and  Mrs.  Huygens,  with  uncom- 
mon dignity,  maintained  her  ground,  avoiding  the 
advances  of  Bellona  and  her  associates  until  supper  was 
announced,  wheTi  Mrs.  Huygens  was  informed  by  Baron 
Krudener  that  Mr.  Eaton  would  conduct  her  to  the  table. 
She  declined  and  remonstrated,  but  in  the  meantime  Mr, 
Eaton  advanced  to  offer  his  arm.  She  at  fihst  objected, 
but  to  relieve  him  from  his  embarrassment  walked  Avith 
him  to  the  table,  where  she  found  Mrs.  Eaton  seated  at 
the  head,  beside  an  empty  chair  for  herself.  Mrs. 
Huygens  had  no  alternative  but  to  become  an  instrument 
to  the  intrigue,  or  decline  taking  supper ;  she  chose  the 
latter,  and  taking  hold  of  her  husband's  arm  withdrew 
from  the  room.  This  was  the  offence  for  which  General 
Jackson  afterwards  threatened  to  send  her  husband  homo. 

"  The  next  scene  in  the  drama  was  a  grand  dinner,  g{ven 
in  the  east  room  of  the  palace  Avhere  it  was  arranged  that 
3tfr.  Vaughan  was  to  conduct  Mrs.  Eaton  to  the  table  and 
place  her  at  the  side  of  the  President,  who  took  care  by 
JjJs  marked  attention  to  admonish  all  i)rcsent  (about 
eighty,  including  the  principal  officers  of  the  gf)vernment 
^J^d  their  ladies)  that  Mrs.  Eaton  was  one  of  U\^iv\.\v^\\\fc^., 
^^d  that  he  expected  her  to  bo  tvoat^bA  vx^  %\xv:\\  \vv  ^^^ 
-P^aeea,    Dinner  being  over  the   compaivy  Tel\tc^  \-<^  *^^ 
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coflfee  room  to  indulge  in  the  exhilarating  conversation 
which  wine  and  ^ood  company  usually  excite.  But  all 
would  not  do.  Nothing  would  move  the  inflexible  ladies." 
Mr.  Van  Ihircn's  conduct  completely  won  the  affection 
of  General  Jackson,  of  which  during  the  summer  of  1^30 
he  gave  a  most  extraordinary  proof.  Being  exceedingly 
sick,  and  not  expected  to  live  through  his  first  term,  he 
wrote  a  letter  strongly  recommending  Mr.  Van  Bureii  as 
his  successor  to  the  presidency,  and  denouncing  his  rival, 
Calhoun,  as  signally  unfit  for  the  position.  The  letter 
was  confided  to  the  custody  of  Major  William  B.  Lewis, 
of  Nashville,  who  i>ermitted  me  to  copy  it  in  1858  for  nse 
in  my  Life  of  Jackson.  It  had  lain  in  a  green  box,  with 
other  private  documents  of  a  similar  nature,  for  twenty- 
eight  years;  for,  as  the  general  in  part  recovered  his 
health,  it  was  never  used  for  the  purpose  intended.  Not 
the  less,  however,  did  General  Jackson,  by  a  l()n<r  seii'^^ 
of  skillful  inanouvrea,  secure  for  Mr.  Van  Biireu  tlic 
succession  to  the  presidency. 

Finding  the  ladies  resolute,  and  being  himself  consti- 
tutionally unable  to  give  up,  (Jeneral  Jackson  broke  uj* 
his  ca])inet,  (piarreled  with  (Jalhoun,  drove  him  into  nulli- 
fication, sent  Van  Buren  abroad  as  Minister  to  Endaini, 
and,  in  short,  changed  the  course  of  events  in  the  Unitol 
States  for  half  a  century;  all  because  the  Washinirton 
ladies  would  not  call  u\)on  !Mrs.  Eaton.  Some  time  aftor 
the  close  of  the  Jackson  administration  Mrs.  Eaton  was 
again  left  a  widow;  but  this  time,  she  was  left  a  rioh 
widow.  For  many  years  slie  lived  in  Washington  in  very 
elegant  style,  in  a  house  all  alive  and  merry  with  cliihlnTi 
and  grandchildren.  In  her  old  age  she  was  so  unfor- 
tunate as  to  marry  a  young  Italian  dancing-master,  win' 
»sqnandero&  \\cv  iovtww^^  ^vid  brought  her  gray  hairs  in 
j)f)vcrty  and  hovvov^  \o  \\\vi  ^^\^\NVi.  N^\\^  ^\viV\\\^«\-^luu^- 
ton  a  few  years  ago,  a^^viv\  '^xN^^v^^  ^v^\x^A.^xbx  ^^^^"^^ 
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Was  General  Jackson  right  in  carrying  his  defence  of 
Mrs.  Eaton  to  this  extreme  ?  We  may  say  of  General 
Jackson  that  he  often  did  a  right  thing  in  a  wrong  way. 
If  he  did  not  succeed  in  making  the  ladies  call  upon  Mrs. 
Eaton,  he  gave  the  politics  of  the  country  a  turn  which, 
upon  the  whole,  was  beneficial. 


XXXVI. 

MRS.   L.  K  MONMOUTH,  AND  HOW  SHE  LIVED  ON 

FORTY  DOLLARS  A  YEAR 

HERE  is  a  true  tale  of  a  lady,  still  living  among  ns, 
who  rescued  her  home,  her  life,  her  happiness,  and 
her  dignity  as  a  gentlewoman,  from  an  abyss  of  circum- 
stances  that  threatened  to  engulf  them  all.  She  is  that 
Mrs.  L.  II.  Monmouth,  of  Canterbury,  New  Hampshire,  of 
whom  the  reader  may  have  casually  heard,  who  in  mid- 
dle age,  half  disabled,  and  an  invalid,  suddenly  lost  her 
fortune.  She  had  been  living  in  comfort  and  apparent 
security  in  the  receipt  of  a  modest,  but  sufficient  income, 
much  of  which  she  spent  in  charity.  She  awoke  one 
morning  and  found  herself  without  a  dollar — every- 
thing gone  but  the  old  homestead  that  sheltered  her. 

Too  ill  to  work,  afflicted  with  a  crippled  arm  and  one 
blind  eye,  and  dazed  by  the  suddenness  of  her  misfor- 
tune, she  was  at  her  Avits'  end  to  know  what  to  do.  In 
this  emergency,  friends  were  not  backward  in  offering 
llieir  'advice. 

"Take  boarders,"  said  one. 

"  Sell  your  place  and  buy  a  cottage,"  said  another. 

"Let  it,  and  hire  your  board,"  said  a  third. 

Others,  perhaps  as  well-meajiing,  but  even  less  prac- 
tical, counseled  her  to  be  resigned,  to  rely  on  Providence, 
to  trust  and  pray.  A  few  added  the  vague  though  kindly 
phrase : 

"  When  you  ^Siwt  anything,  be  sure  and  let  us  know." 

If  these  vanoua  ^\i^\;^^\;\^\\"^  ^'ii^^  ^\  ^\c^  ^^dstance  to 
Mrs    Moiimoul\\  m  \\^t  \,yq>^\^,\^»  ^'5^.'$.  q>.^>^  \^ '^^^ns^ 
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her  that  she  must  think  and  act  for  herself.  Take  board- 
ers she  would  not,  on  account  of  her  health.  Her  house, 
if  she  sold  it,  would  not  bring  more  than  six  hundred 
dollars,  a  sum  too  small  for  the  purchase  of  a  cottage, 
and  which,  if  used  for  paying  board,  would  soon  have 
slipped  away  and  left  her  dependent  upon  charity. 

Tlie  house  was  old,  dreary,  and  dilapidated.  "The 
roofs  leaked,"  she  says,  "the  windows  were  rickety, 
tlie  chimney  discharged  a  mournful  brickbat  in  every 
driving  storm."  But  it  was  a  shelter ;  it  was  dear  to 
her ;  and  she  resolved  to  keep  it.  The  land  upon  Avhich 
it  stood  yielded  twenty  dollars  a  year  in  hay,  twelve  for 
pasture,  and  in  good  years  three  for  apples.  By  knitting 
and  making  artificial  flowers,  the  only  work  she  was  able 
to  do,  she  could  depend  upon  earning  fifteen  dollars  more. 
These  sums  together  equaled  an  income  of  exactly  fifty 
dollars,  ten  of  which  would  be  required  for  taxes.  Upon 
the  remaining  forty  she  determined  to  live,  and  did 
live. 

She  did  not  enter  upon  this  desperate  experiment  with- 
out serious  misgivings.  Her  first  thought  was  to  assign 
twenty  dollars  out  of  the  precious  forty  for  food,  but  this 
sum  she  soon  reduced  to  seventeen.  Better  starve  the 
body  than  the  mind,  she  thought,  and  the  three  dollars 
thus  saved  were  used  to  continue  h^r  subscription  to  her 
favorite  weekly  newspaper.  She  did  better  even  than 
this;  for  in  her  final  apportionment  of  expenditures  we 
find  ten  dollars  —  one-quarter  of  her  whole  income  exclu- 
sive of  taxes  —  set  apart  for  the  purchase  of  reading  mat- 
ter ;  the  only  other  item  in  the  list,  besides  food,  being 
thirteen  dollars  for  fuel. 

Not  a  single  penny  did  she  devote  to  dress,  and  the 
ingenious  shifts  bv  which  she  succeeded  \u  ck\l\\\\\«  \\^\^- 
self  respectably  and  sufficiently  wpow  \\oW\\\\^^^^"^^->^'^^ 
three  years,  are  worthy  of  study ,  aud  ^«lviwo\*  i"^^  ^'^  vv^^^Jj^ 
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admiration.    Her  wardrobe,  at  the  time  of  her  loss  of 
fortune,  contained  but  one  suit  in  reallj  good  condition, 
and  but  one  outer  garment  of  any  kind,  a  waterproof 
cloak  much  worn   and  defaced.     But  she   possessed  a 
palm-figured  dressing-gown  lined  with  purple  flannel,  tlie 
outside  of  which  was  soiled  and  torn,  while  the  lining 
was  still  quite  good.     This  she  ripped  to  pieces,  and, 
after  washing  and  ironing  ihc  flannel,  made  a  new  gown 
from  it  which  she  trimmed  with  the  palm-leaf  figures  cut 
from  the  sound  parts  of  the  other  material,  and  placed  iu 
three  bands   round  the   skirt  and  sleeves.      She  then 
raveled   out  an   old   red   undersleeve   and   edged   each 
band  with  a  narrow  fluting  made  from  the  worsted  thus 
obtained. 

"  I  took  genuine  comfort,"  she  tells  us,  "  in  planning 
and  piecing  it  out,  day  after  day,  with  half-mittens  on  my 
cold  hands,  sitting  close  to  a  cold  fire.  1  was  more  than 
a  week  about  it,  for  owing  to  shortness  of  firewood  my 
days  were  vciy  short,  and  my  lame  hand  was  decrepit 
and  painful.  I  recollected  that  when  I  had  made  this 
Avrapper  out  of  an  abundance  of  nice  new  materials  I  had 
been  quite  impatient  at  having  to  sew  on  it  for  two  days, 
and  called  in  help  to  finish  it  off.  People  who  saw  it 
after  it  was  remodeled  said  it  was  handsomer  than  when 
it  was  new,  and  it  is  certain  I  thought  a  good  deal  more 
of  it." 

Even  a  Yankee  woman  might  well  be  proud  of  sucli  a 
triumph ;  but  it  was  by  no  means  the  greatest  which  this 
undaunted  lady  achieved.  She  had  now  two  dresses,  but 
an  outside  garment  was  necessary,  since  the  waterproof 
was  quite  unpresentable.  In  an  outer  room  of  the  house 
Jiung  an  old,  rusty  overcoat  of  her  father.  It  had  been 
tJicre  undistuvV^ed  ior  MX.^,^w  ^^•^x^^.^Vev  ^^o^xax^any  with  a 
pair  of  big  boots,  pvivWY  \\\yq\x^^\  ^\\  ^'^^^^:^J^>^^^ 
hers  to  see  it  aromid,  ^^^V\>j  ^^  ^  ^V^V.^^^^  ^xss^^^^^^ 
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to  tramps  of  a  possible  masculine  protector.  It  was 
destined  now  to  resume  a  more  active  career  of  useful- 
ness. With  great  difficulty  Mrs.  Monmouth  lifted  it  from 
its  peg  and  dragged  it  to  her  room  to  examine  at  her 
ease. 

It  proved  a  mine  of  wealth  to  her.  The  lining  alone, 
of  the  finest  and  glossiest  black  lasting,  quilted  in  dia- 
monds, was  a  great  treasure ;  then,  when  this  had  been 
ripped  away,  the  reverse  side  of  the  coat  itself  was 
revealed  to  be  dark  gray,  clean,  whole,  and  as  good  as 
new. 

With  tliis  gray  oloth  cut  in  strips,  the  old  waterproof 
newly  washed,  pressed,  and  mended,  was  so  trimmed  and 
pieced  as  to  make  a  very  respectable  garment  for  winter 
service.  Better  still,  the  same  stuff — a  kind  of  fulled 
cloth — was  so  thick,  warm,  and  pliable  that  Mrs.  Mon- 
mouth,  after  having  ripped  up  an  old  shoe  for  a  pattern, 
was  -enabled  to  make  herself  an  excellent  pair  of  shoes 
out  of  it,  comfortable,  neatly  fitting,  and  not  unsightly. 

"  These  home  made  shoes,"  she  says  with  pardonable 
pride,  "  shut  off  the  shoe  bill  at  the  store,  and  gave  me 
Harper* 8  Magazine^^ 

But  let  us  not  forget  the  quilted  lining.  From  this, 
long,  sinning,  and  almost  exactly  of  the  fashionable 
shape,  a  cloak  was  made  which,  when  lined  and  trimmed 
with  a  few  odds  and  ends  of  cashmere,  proved  so  hand- 
some and  at  a  little  distance  so  like  satin,  that  its  skillful 
and  modest  owner  dared  not  wear  it  much  abroad,  for 
fear  of  being  accused  of  wild  extravagance.  It  was 
reserved  to  put  on  in  the  house  on  very  cold  days,  and  on 
Tlianksgivings,  "  to  give  thanks  in." 

From  some  plaid  black  and  white  flannel  which  had 
lined  the  waterproof  before  its  rc\\o\wl\o\\,^wQK\\^^  ^os^ 
was  made,  less  elegant,  but  stiW,  vj\\ci\\  ^^c.Qrc^\fe^  V>JCfe. 
n^md  gros-grain  ribbon,  and  a  flvitm?,  «Av?iL  \5^jKATvaJ??^ 
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made  from  a  pair  of  raveled  stockings,  it  was  ah  article 
of  apparel  by  uo  means  to  be  despised.  This  served  for 
use  in  spring  and  fall. 

The  problem  of  shoes  had  been  mainly  solved  by  the 
discovery  of  the  old  overcoat,  although,  to  spare  any 
unnecessary  use  of  objects  so  difficult  to  Manufacture,  the 
.  soles  of  old  rubbers,  lined  with  flannel  and  laced  sandat 
wise  upon  Uie  feet,  often  answered  for  household  wear. 
The  problem  of  stockings  remained.    It  was  finally  solved 
by  means  of  a  knitted  shawl  and  some  ancient  homespim 
underclothes,  all  of  which  had  been  long  since  cast  aside. 
Tlicy  were  a  mass  of  ends  and  ravelings,  but  tlie  yarn, 
though  torn  and  in  a  few  places  moth-eaten,  was  olhe^ 
wise  quite  sound  and  very  strong.    Tliis  was  carefullj 
washed,  wound  iutot  skeins,  colored,  rinsed,  and  rewound 
into  balls  for  knitting — a  labor  of  weeks.     When  it  was 
completed  Mrs.  Monmouth  found  herself  supplied  with 
sufficient  material  to  afford  stockings  for  a  lifetime. 

Her  summer  clotliiug  gave  less  trouble  tlian  the  heavier 
garments  required  for  av inter.  She  was  fortunate  enough 
•to  find  an  old  chocolate  and  Avhite  print  gown  of  her 
mother's,  which  merely  demanded  altering  over.  A 
second  dross — a  very  pretty  one — was  made  from  a  bed- 
ticking,  and  trimmed  with  blue  drilling  taken  from  a  pair 
of  overalls  left  on  the  place  by  some  careless  workman, 
years  before.  A  pair  of  checkered  table-cloths  were  held  , 
in  reserve  to  be  used  should  occasion  require.  Liuen 
articles  were  supplied  from  fifteen  mottoes,  worked  upon 
muslin  and  cotton  flannel,  that  the  house  contained. 
These  were  soaked  and  boiled  clean  before  l>eing  used. 
Hats  and  bonnets  were  deemed  superfluous.  When,  how^ 
ever,  it  was  necessary  to  pass  the  limits  of  the  little  farm 
ajid  appear  in  p\i\A\c.,  ^\i^\X,^T^ftL  ^\x^fi^  \vjia  from  the  atdc 
fulfilled  the  demaiv^a  o^  ^t«^yv^\?3  ^ ^^^ V^A^^\i. ^\SSs^ 
being  concea\ed\ieu^v)u\\\V\\^^^^?^^^'^  ^>wl^\!^^^S4u 
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In  the  matter  of  food  Mrs.  Monmouth  relied  much  upon 
corn  meal.  Pour  and  a  half  cents  would  support  her 
very  well  for  a  day  ao'l  a  half ;  one  cent  for  a  quarter  of 
a  pound  of  meal,  one  and  a  half  for  a  quarter  of  a  pound 
of  dried  beans,  and  two  for  a  bit  of  salt  pork.  This  was 
lier  customary  bill  of  fare  for  three  days  out  of  the  seven. 
Rice  she  made  great  use  of,  and  a  pound  of  oatmeal 
cooked  on  Monday  served  as  a  dessert  throughout  the 
week,  a  cup  of  molasses  taking  the  place  of  sauce. 
Occasionally,  when  they  were  at  their  cheapest,  she 
bouglit  several  eggs ;  at  rare  ijitcrvals  she  even  indulged 
herself  with  a  beet,  a  turnip,  or  a  few  cents  worth  of 
butcher's  scraps.  Once  a  month  she  luxuriated  in  baking 
gingerbread  or  frying  doughnuts,  one  at  a  time,  over  her 
little  oil  stove. 

"  I  always  enjoyed  the  frying  of  doughnuts,"  she  says, 
"  and  looked  forward  to  it  with  a  zest  of  anticipation  ; 
they  generally  came  up  plump  and  round,  and  quite  filled 
the  little  cup  of  boiling  lard.  I  picked  them  out  with  a 
fork  and  invariably  ate  the  first  while  the  second  was 
cooking.  After  that  I  let  them  congregate  upon  a  plate, 
and  watched  their  numbers  increase  to  five,  six,  seven — 
never  more  than  that." 

Now  and  then  she  Avas  haunted  by  visions  of  the  savory 
cakes  and  pies  baking  in  her  neighbors'  ovens  ;  but  when- 
ever the  contrast  became  too  strong  between  these  fancied 
delicacies  and  the  lonely  pot  of  oatmeal  in  her  own 
cui)board,  she  hastened  to  forget  her  deprivations  in  a 
book. 

Her  usual  provision  of  winter  fuel  was  three  cords  of 
i^'ood,  which  she  sawed  herself,  despite  her  lame  arm, 
^'worrying  off,"  as  she  expresses  it,  "a  few  sticks  each 
day."     During  the  milder  seasons  oi  t\\e  n^^t  ^\^\i\v^\\vA 
only  such  dried  moss,  branches,  and  p\\\ci  eowe^  v\.^  '^^^ 
^ouJd gather  m  the  neighborhood,     Eor  a\mosX»  ^W  ^ovJslvcv^ 


436  MRS.   L.   N.   MONMOUTH, 

bIic  used  an  oil  stove.  Her  lame  arm,  which  was  easily 
affrcti'd  by  llie  Aveatlier,  became  almost  useless  during 
jKjriods  of  intense  cold.  At  these  times,  feeling  that 
wlien  nolhiiiii:  could  be  earned  something  might  at  least 
be  saved,  she  would  spare  •  her  fuel  by  creeping  into  bed 
with  a  book  and  a  hot  freestone,  and  spend  the  day 
bcnoatli  the  clothes. 

She  had  no  money  to  spare  for  incidental  expenses. 
Wlien  the  roof  of  Jjer  shed  let  in  too  much  rain  upon  the 
wood-];ilo,  tlie  wood-pile  was  inoved  to  a  drier  spot.     When 
a  front  window  was  ruined  by  some  reckless   sportsman 
pnttini^  thirty  shot  holes  througli  it,  the  blinds  were  closed 
and  it  was  left  un mended.     When  the  plaster  dropped 
down  into  the  rooms  ils  place  was  supplied  by  patches  of 
cloth  ]as(ed  over  the  bare  brown  laths.     Yet,  while  her 
poverty  reduced  lu  r  to  such  makeshifts  as  these,  wliile 
i^hc  denied  lierself  even  the  lotion  which  would  alleviate 
the  condition  of  lier  crippled  arm,  Mrs.  Monmouth  always 
mannued  to  ke(  ])  a  dollar  or  two  on  hand  for  charitaMc 
j)nrp()ses,  and  never  failed  to  manufacture  some  siiii|lc 
Christmas  presents  for  a  few  children  and  faithful  fricmls 
who  were  aeenstomed  to  liring  her  occasionally  during  the 
year  what  she  gratefully  terms  ''baskets  of  benefaction." 

Fhc  succeeded,  moreover,  in  finding  time  and  strength 
to  render  ])leasinii:  and  attractive  the  old  home  Avhicli  she 
could  not  alTorti  to  repair,  and  which  became,  in  the 
conrse  of  a  few  years,  a  veritable  museum  of  ingenioii!> 
and  beautiful  handiwork.  At  last  the  people  around  her 
became  intei'csted ;  the  place  began  to  be  talked  of,  aiiii 
its  fame  spnnid  into  the  neiuhborins:  towns.  Visitors 
arrived,  few  at  first,  and  later  in  such  numbers  that  3In>. 
3lonni()nlh  was  obliged  to  charge  an  admittance  fee,  and 
afterwards  to   \t^^\lvi   ^    vi\\:viv)\.v\\   vcva\V;>ol\s\\\.^  \)rices  and 

re^nlatiows. 

"Children,  seven  eeii^^  \  V'J^^^^'s.,  V^^^S  ^^\\^^^s.^^^^ 
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len;"  says  this  interesting  little  document,  adding  tliat 
No  gentlemen  unaccompanied  by  ladles  will  be  admitted, 
id  strangers  must  bring  an  introduction." 

It  also  states,  very  prudently,  that  "Ladies  are 
^quested  not  to  come  with  horses  they  cannot  manage. 
iich  as  wish  to  remain  most  of  the  day  can  do  so  by 
'inging  lunch  and  paying  twenty-five  cents." 

Besides  her  other  labors,  Mrs.  Monmouth  has  written 

small  pamphlet  relating  her  experiences,  which  she 
ititles,  "  Living  on  Half  a  Dime  a  Day." 

Let  no  one  undervalue  these  trifling  details,  for  Ihcy 
mvey  to  this  extravagant  age  a  lesson  of  which  it 
ands  in  need.  Some  of  tlie  brightest  spirits  of  our  time 
ive  passed  or  are  passing  their  lives  in  miserable  bond- 
^e,  solely  through  disregard  of  Mrs.  Monmoutli's  princi- 
le  of  preserving  her  independence  by  living  within  her 
leans.  An  English  poet  of  great  celebrity  has  a  costly 
lansion  unfinished,  which  has  for  years  made  him  a 
ond-slave  to  publishers  and  architects. 

The  French  novelist,  Balzac,  as  we  see  by  his  Letters, 
pent  his  life  in  a  mere  struggle  to  pay  off  enormous 
cbts  incurred  in  building,  improving,  and  furnishing. 
le  was  a  man  of  almost  uncqualed  strength  of  constitu- 
Lon,  one  wlio  could  work  sixteen  hours  a  day,  for  montlis 
t a  time,  without  obvious  exhaustion;  but  it  killed  him 
tlast.  The  disease  of  which  he  died  was  called  con- 
iimption,  but  its  correct  name  was  House  and  Grounds  ; 
lid  he  seemed  quite  helpless  in  the  clutch  of  this  dread 
^lady.     When  he  began  to  write  he  used  to  receive  for 

small  volume  one  hundred  and  twenty  dollars,  and  ho 
iideavored  to  write  one  of  these  every  month.     In  the 
^nrse  of  a  year  or  two  liis  price  rose  to  four  liundred 
'liars  for  a  voJnmo,  which  would  \\avci  y\AOvev\  \\\\\\  ^ 
Arable    income    ^^iiho\\t    excessive  \a\>ov,     ^w^  \\v^^^ 
^siimlng  upon  his  slrengfh  and  ability, \\o  \ie??Av\K>  SS^"^ 
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into  debt,  and,  in  six  years,  he  owed  twenty-five  thousand 
dollars.     From  that  time  to  the  end  of  his  life,  he  was 
I)Osscsscd  of  two  raging  manias — a  mania  to  get  into 
debt,  and  a  mania  to  work  out  of  debt.     But  it  is  so  easy 
to  spend  !     He  sometimes  received  five  thousand  dollars 
a  month  for  literary  labor,  and  sold  one  story  to  a  news- 
paper for  four  thousand  dollars.     Rising  from  his  bed  at 
midnight,  he  kept  at  work  all  the  rest  of  the  night,  and 
most  of  the  next  day,  till  five  in  the  afternoon ;  but  his 
debts   grew  apace   and  speedily  reached  a  total  of  fifty 
thousand  dollars. 

Then,  of  course,  he  must  needs  buy  a  house  and  set 
about  improving  its  garden.  He  appears  not  to  have 
known  what  was  the  matter.  He  wondered  that  he 
should  be  so  pestered  with  debts.  "  Why  am  1  in  debt?" 
he  asks.  He  died  insolvent,  after  making  millions  bv  his 
1)011,  and  at  the  very  moment  almost  of  his  death  he  vas 
buying  an  anliciuc  costume  for  thirty  thousand  francs, 
and  concluding  bargains  for  pictures  and  ancient  needle- 
work. 

There  is  an  interesting  passage  in  the  memoirs  of 
Ce()r<!:o  Tick  nor,  whore  he  speaks  of  his  two  visits  to 
Abhotsford,  the  big  house  that  brought  low  the  ninjriii'i* 
cent  head  of  Sir  Walter  Scott.  When  Mr.  Tiekiior 
first  visited  the  author  of  "Marniion,"  his  abode  wasa 
ni()d(»st,  comfortable  establishment,  (juito  sufliciciit  lor  a 
iCMsoiiablo  family  of  liberal  income.  When  he  jKiid  Ii'"^ 
soooud  visit.  Sir  Walter  having  in  the  interval  made  ami 
lost  a  groat  fortune,  Abbotsford  had  grown  into  a  cosily. 
extensive,  nondescript,  preposterous  mansion.  H'*^ 
moment  his  oyos  fell  upon  it  ho  understood  Sir  Waltor-"' 
]'uin.  That  tov  house  was  his  ruin.  The  Ainerii"'" 
visitor  diseovo\\H\  vwwcvw^  \Vnj»  r^\'5s\\\'^Nx\^  V\\q.  a\^artmeiit  w 

ollice,  but  sUW  YC^o-uvr^V\vi,  ^^yvWxv.  ^^.x^^  ^x>^V\.x.V\m^^ 
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the  fatal  mania  which  had  lured  so  great  a  man  to  spoil  a 
modest  country  house  by  incrusting  it  over  with  an  eccen- 
tric, tawdry  palace. 

A  leaf  from  Mrs.  Monmouth's  book  might  have  saved 
these  men  from  misery  and  despair.  She  made  the  most 
of  small  means,  and  they  made  the  least  of  large.  In  the 
midst  of  poverty  she  preserved  her  independence  and  her 
dignity;  with  superabundant  means,  they  threw  both 
away* 


XXXVIL 

THE  TRIAL  OF  JEANNE  DARC,  COMMONLY  CALLED 

JOAN  OF  ARC. 

I")  OME  refuses  to  canonize  ihc  Maid  of  Orleans.  Atthe 
/V  beginning  of  the  year  1876,  Monseigneur  Dupanr 
loup,  bishop  of  the  diocese  in  which  slie  began  her  career 
in  arms,  went  to  Home,  and  asked,  on  behalf  of  his 
Catholic  countrymen,  that  tlie  maiden  who,  four  hundred 
and  fifty -three  years  ago,  assisted  to  restore  the  inde- 
pendence of  France,  miglit  be  added  to  the  roll  of  tJie 
saints.  The  power  that  sent  tlic  golden  rose  unasked  to 
Isabella  of  Spain  refused  this  costless  favor  to  the  urgent 
re(|iiest  of  Frencluncn. 

It  had  no  other  choice.  The  Historical  Society  of 
Fnincc  has  given  to  the  reading  world  the  means  of  know- 
ing what  i)o\vcr  it  was  that  consigned  her  to  the  fire.  It 
was  no  other  than  the  Church  which  so  recently  was 
asked  to  canonize  her.  After  a  five  months'  trial,  in 
which  sixty  ecclesiastics,  and  none  but  ecclesiastics,  par- 
ticipated, she  was  condemnod  as  an  "excommunicated 
heretic,  a  liar,  a  seducer,  pernicious,  presumptuous,  credu- 
lous, rash,  superstitious,  a  pi-etcnder  to  divination,  blas- 
phemous toward  God,  toward  the  saints  male  and  the 
saints  female,  contemptuous  of  God  even  in  Ilis  sacra- 
ments, distorter  of  the  Divine  law,  of  holy  doctrine,  of 
ecel(»siastical  sanctions,  seditious,  cruel,  apostate,  sclii^ 
niatic."  It  were  much,  even  after  tlie  lapse  of  four  liuii- 
di'ed  and  litty  ye'<\v?»,\o  ^^>\^^\\^  ^\\v^\^?a\\^'?s.^\W^^ 

Tlie  ])rocec  ^mc;^  oi  W\v";5.\^v\^  ^^:'^s:^^N^^^  x'ii.^.vjj^^^W^^^ 
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*to  day  with  a  minuteness  which  only  a  short-hand 
i"t  could  have  surpassed,  and  when  the  last  scene  was 
,  the  record  was  translated  into  official  Latin  by 
ibers  of  the  University  of  Paris.  Five  copies  of  this 
Lslation  were  made,  in  the  most  beautiful  writing  of 

period — one  for  Henry  YI,  King  of  England,  one 
the  Pope,  one  for  the  English  cardinal,  uncle  to  Henry 
,  and  one  for  each  of  the  two  presiding  ecclesiastics, 
ree  of  these  manuscript  copies  exist  today  in  Paris, 
Avell  as  a  considerable  portion  of  the  original  draft  — 
plumitif,  as  the  French  lawyers  term  it — written  in 

French  of  1430.  The  very  copy  designed  for  the  boy 
ig  of  England,  the  ill-starred  child  of  Henry  V  and 
therino  of  France,  has  remained  at  Paris,  where  its 
sence  attests  the  reality  of  the  Maid's  exploits,  and 
alls  her  prophetic  words,  uttered  often  in  the  hearing 
the  English  nobles:  ''You  will  not  hold  the  kingdom 

France.  In  seven  years  you  will  be  gone."  This  . 
>ort,  edited  with  care  and  learning  by  M.  Jules  Qui- 
'rat,  has  been  printed  verbatim  in  live  volumes  octavo, 
1  these  have  been  since  reduced  to  two  volumes  bv  the 
ission  of  repetitions,  under  the  zealous  editorship  of 
.  E.  Reilly,  a  distinguished  lawyer  of  Rouen,  where  the 
al  took  place/  The  record  is  therefore  ineffaceable. 
e  Church  could  not  canonize' in  1876  a  personage  whom 
;  Church  is  known  to  have  cast  beyond  her  pale  in  1430 

be  mercifully  burned  alive.  She  was  abandoned  to 
le  secular  arm,"  which  was  besought  to  act  toward 
V  with  sweetness  —  avec  douceur.  In  thirty  minutes 
3  secular  arm  bound  her  to  a  stake  in  the  market^ 
ice  of  Rouen,  and  sweetly  wreathed  about  her  virgin 
'm  a  shroud  of  flame. 

Prance  no  longer  possesses  Domremy,  the  rcmotci  ^vA 
3cure  ho.mlet  of  LormmQ  where  1\\g  M^oaA.  ^vc«\>  ^•a.'^  ^^^ 
It     The  house  in  which  she  was  borii,W\^X^Xi<V^  qVyox^^ 
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of  St.  Rctni  in  which  she  knelt,  and  the  chorch-yird 
wall  againrt  which  her  abode  wa«  built,  aro  all  standing, 
Tlie  village  is  commonljr  called  Doniremy4a-Piieelle,  is 
remembrance  of  her,  and  evcrj  object  in  the  neigiiboriiood 

'apeaks  of  her:  t!ie  river  MeuM  gliding  past,  the  hill  of 
the  fairies  upon  which  her  companions  danced,  and  when 
they  laughed  at  her  for  liking  better  io  go  to  church,  tlie 
fountain  where  the  sick  were  healed  by  miracle,  and  iU 
meadows  in  wliich  she  sat  spiiming  while  she  watched  liia 
village  herd  on  tlie  days  when  it  was  lier  father's  tarn  io 
Imve  it  in  charge.     Tliese  remain  little  changed;  hot 
they  are  now  part  of  the  German  Empire — part  of  tbe 
price  France  has  had  in  our  time  to  pay  for  Louis  XIT 
and  the  Bonapartes*    To  such  a  people  as  the  Frendi  itii 
not  a  thing  of  trading  import  tliat  France  does  not  on 
the  birthplace  of  the  Maid  of  Orleans* 

Nor  wjiH  Lorraine  a  French  poKHeKsion  when  Joanne 
Dare  kept  ih*y  village  liorrl  on  tlie  bank»  of  the  3Icu«e 
in  ]42/>.  For  a  long  i)eriorl  it  had  been  a  border-land 
between  France  and  the  empire,  dnring  which  tlic  inliabit- 
ant»  of  chat  HrrqucrHlered  nook  liad  been  an  pasnionatfl/ 
French  in  their  f^jelingH  aH  the  ]uu)]}](i  of  Ka»tern  Tciiw> 
Hee  were  warm  for  the  Union  in  1S03.  In  a  IxirdorJaijd 
there  in  no  neutrality.  And  during  the  cliildliood  of  <W« 
maiden,  France  liad  fall(;n  under  the  dominion  of  tlie 
FngliKh.  »Slie  wan  three  or  four  year»  of  age  when  Ilcnrf 
V  won  the  battle  of  Agincourt,  and  by  llie  time  she  wai» 
ten,  Franco  aH  an  independent  power  liail  coaKf;d  tote. 
It  wan  not  mercrly  that  Ifarry  V  and  Iii»  Ixiwmen  hi 
overthrown  in  Imttle  the  French  armicH,  but,  apart  froro 
thin  conquent  of  th(j  eounf  ry,  thrrre  were  grounds  for  tifi 
claim  of  Iiih  hou  to  the  Vr^udi  throne  wliich  even  a  patri- 
otic and  con»ci(;ntiouH  Frenchnmn  might  liavo  admitted' 
The  French  King  himHelf,CliarleH  VII,  indolently  douMrf 
the  right  of  lus  \\ne  V)  \X\q  Wvc^w^^  $sA\d  doubted  alio  lu> 

own  legitimacy. 
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What  could  a  Frenchman  think  of  the  rival  claimants 
of  1428?    Paris  was  in  the  power  of  the  English,  and 
apparently  content  to  be ;   two-thirds   of  France   were 
strongly  held  by  English  troops,  and  the  remainder  was . 
not  safe  from  incursion  for  a  day;  the  uncles  of  the 
English  King,  who  ruled  France  in  his  name,  were  men 
of  energy  and  force,  capable  of  holding  what  their  valiant 
brother  had  won ;  and  as  to  the  King,  Henry  VI,  boy  as 
he  was,  he  was  a  French  Prince  as  well  as  English,  the 
son  of  English  Harry  and  the  Princess  Catherine,, whose 
pretty  courting  scenes  so  agreeably  close  Shakspeare's 
play.    "  Shall  not  thou  and  1,"  says  blunt  King  Hal  to 
the  Princess,  who   happily  understood   him  not,  "  com- 
pound a  boy,  half  French,  half  English,  that  shall  go  to 
Constantinople,  and  take  the  Turk  by  the  beard  ?  "     The 
^oy  had   been  compounded;   he  was  now  called  Henry 
*^J,  of  France  and  England  King;  and  many  thousand 
■P^enchmen  owned  him  sovereign  in  their  hearts. 

The  person  whom  we  commonly  style  Joan  of  Arc, 

fti^d  the  French  Jeanne  d'Arc,  would  have  written  her 

name,  if  she  had  ever  known  how  to  write,  Jehannette 

Roi«MEE.     "  My  mother,"  she  said,  upon  her  trial,  "  was 

ii^Oaed  Rommde,  and  in  my  country  girls  bear  the  surname 

of  "their  mothers."     Her  father  was  a  farm  laborer  named 

Ja.oques  Dare,  originally  D'Arc — James  of  the  Bow,  or, 

^*     we  might  say,  if  he  had  been  an  English  peasant, 

J^naes  Bowman.     A  learned  descendant  of  the  family — 

for*  she  had  several  brothers  and  sisters — who  has  written 

*  l>ook  on  the  Maid,  writes  her  name  and  his  own  Dare ; 

aiXfi  although  there  is  an  inclination  in  France  to  give  her 

®^ll  the  aristocratic  apostrophe,  it  is  probable  that  history 

^*ll  now  accept  plain  Jeanne  Dare  as  the  name  nearest 

*'V^  truth.     Whether  her  father  was  a  free  laborer  or  a 

^^  was  not  known  even  to  the  persons  who  drew  w^  VvKt 

Patent  of  nobility  in  1428,  and  is  stiW  \rae^Y\.^m,   "^^ 

ST 
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know,  however,  that  he  was  an  agricultural  laborer,  who 
"  went  to  the  ])low,"  which  plow  this  daughter  may  have 
assisted  to  draw.  As  I  propose,  however,  to  give  those 
portions  of  her  testimony  in  which  she  relates  her  own 
story,  I  will  merely  recall  a  few  of  the  circumstances  of 
lier  lot  needful  to  tlie  elucidation  of  her  words.  These 
were  mostly  gathered  from  the  lips  of  her  companions^ 
years  after  her  death,  when  the  mother  of  the  Maid  of 
Orleans,  from  whom  she  probably  derived  her  cast  of 
character,  cried  to  France,  and  cried  not  in  vain,  to  do 
justice*  to  her  daughter's  memory. 

The  Dare  cottage  was  so  near  the  village  church  that  a 
religious  girl  residing  in  it  would  always  feel  lierself  in 
the  shadow  of  the  altar.  She  could  look  from  her  homo 
into  the  church's  open  door.  She  was  familiar  with  the 
sexton  from  Iicr  childhood,  and  u^ed  to  remind  him  of 
his  duty  when  he  forgot  to  ring  the  bell  for  prayers,  enn 
bribing  him  to  bo  punctual  by  gifts  of  wool  and  yarn.  Of 
knowledge  derived  from  books  sbe  possessed  none,  unless 
we  except  her  Paternoster,  her  creed,  and  a  few  shuit 
])rayers  and  invocations,  she  not  differing  in  this  par- 
ticular from  nine-tenths  of  the  people  of  the  kingdom. 
Probably  not  one  of  her  race  had  ever  been  able  to  read. 
She  was,  nevertheless,  a  person  of  native  superiority  of 
mind  and  character,  capable  of  public  spirit,  yearning  for 
Ibe  deliverance  of  her  country,  fervid,  energetic,  of  dex- 
terous baud,  well  skilled  in  all  the  arts  and  industries 
apj)ertaining  to  her  lot,  and  proud  to  excel  in  thera.  It 
is  not  true  that  slie  was  an  inn  servant,  who  rodctlic 
horses  to  water,  and  saddled  tbcm  for  travelers.  •  3>^ 
livc^d  honorably  in  her  father's  house,  earning  her  share 
of  tlie  family's  subsistence  by  honest  toil,  spinning, w<'a^'' 
ing,  bread-making,  gardening,  and  field-work,  "takin, 
her  spinning-wheel  with  h(jr  to  the  fields  when  it  was  her 
father's  turn  to  lend  l\\^  \\\!^^^<Ji\\^^vi."  — -a,  faithful  helped    I 
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to  her  parents.  She  was  a  well-grown  girl,  robust,  strong,. 
and  vigorous.  Of  the  numerous  portraits  known  to  have 
been  taken  of  her  during  the  two  years  of  her  glory,  I 
know  not  if  any  one  has  been  preserved.  Probably  not ; 
else  why  do  not  Martin,  Guizot,  and  the  other  French 
historians  give  some  authority  for  the  radiant  beauty  of  the 
pictures  they  present  to  us  of  the  Maid  ?  Beautiful  she 
probably  was.  Pitiful  and  devout  we  know  she  was  from 
the  testimony  of  all  her  village,  as  well  as  from  that  of 
her  pastors,  who  heard  her  in  confession,  and  witnessed 
her  life  from  day  to  day  and  from  hour  to  liour.  We 
know,  also,  that  her  heart  was  wrung  with  sorrow  for  her 
desolated  country,  and  her  careless,  self-indulgent  King, 
whom  she  ignorantly  thought  a  peerless  hero  and  a 
Christian  knight  without  reproach. 

Such  traits  as  these,  subdued  by  Catholic  habits,  impart 

to  youth  and  beauty,  untutored  though  it  be,  an  assured 

serenity  of  demeanor  which  impresses  and  charms.     By 

Catholic  habits  I  mean  such  as  the  habit  of  remaining 

still  and  silent  in  one  attitude  for  a  long  time,  the  habit 

of  walking  at  a  measured  pace  with  the  hands  in  a  pre-. 

scribed  position,  the  habit  of  pausing  several  times  a  day 

and  collecting  the  soul  in  meditation  on  themes  remote 

from  the  day's  toil   and  trouble.     The   effect  of  these, 

liabits  upon  the  nervous  system,  and  consequently  upon 

*'^e   demeanor,  is   such   as   to   give   convent  schools  an 

obvious  advantage,  which  keeps  them  full  of  pupils  all 

P'^^er  the  world.     Granting  that  the  effect  is  chiefly  phys- 

*cal,  and  that  it  is  often  overvalued,  we  must  still  admit 

*^^^t  it  often  confers  personal  power  and  personal  charm. 

The   story  of   this   village   maiden   is  incomprchensi- 

*^>    unless   we   allow    her   the    might   and   majesty   of 

*Ucl^  a  presence   as   we   still    sec   i\\  \^wYe-mv\\^vi^  ^^'^ 

^^t>ir  purposed   women.     Many  oi   l\\o€.e  n^\\o  vi^^^w^^^'^^ 

will  at  critical,  .moments .  could  ouVy  e^v*^wx  KXsssvx 


jr*^Ft 


THE    TRIAL    OF   JEINSE    DARC. 

obedience  by  duelling  upon  tho  power  of  Iter  demeanor, 
Vhicli  WBfl  at  onco  imjiaRsioiicd  and  Heveiie.  Rudo  uii^n- 
at-arma  could  not  swear  in  her  presence,  and  tlie 
Doblca  of  a  dissolute  court  yielded  to  the  force  of  her 
ivsolve.  They  told  her  that  her  road  to  the  king  wan 
Infested  with  enemies.  "I  do  not  fear  them,"  replied 
tfiis  peasant  girl,  not  yet  eighteen.  "  If  there  are  enemies 
Hpon  my  road,  God  is  there  also,  and  He  will  know  hoir 
fo  prepare  my  way  to  the  Lord  Dauphin.  /  was  ereaui 
ilnd  put  into  the  world  for  that !"  The  Comte  de  Dmiois 
in  his  old  age,  twenty-si.it  years  after  the  carapaignB  in 
*p  which  he  had  fought  by  her  side,  bore  testimony  to  the 
commanding  power  of  her  words.  She  said  one  day  to 
-4lie  king,  in  the  hearing  of  Dunois:  "When  I  an 
annoyed  because  my  message  from  God  is  not  more 
regarded.  I  go  apart  and  pray  to  God;  I  lay  my  com- 
plaint before  Him;  and  when  my  prayer  is  fiuislied  I 
hear  a  Voice  which  cries  to  me, '  Ciiild  of  God,  go,  go;  I 
will  be  your  helper;  go!'  And  when  I  hear  that  Voice 
I  am  glad  exceedingly,  and  I  wish  to  hear  it  alwajs." 
After  repeating  these  sentences  of  the  Maid,  old  Dunoi* 
would  add,  "  And  what  was  more  wondrous  still,  while 
she  uttered  these  words  her  eyes  were  raised  to  liearen 
in  a  marvelous  transport."  This  Maid,  I  repeat,  is  inM- 
plicttble,  unless  we  think  of  her  as  one  of  those  giftw 
persons  who  have  natural  power  to  sway  and  to  impress. 
She  spoke  to  the  king  of  a  Voice  that  cheered  and 
guided  her.  UsuaUyshe  UHcd  tho  plural, mce  votz.  Tliese 
Voices  play  the  decisive  part  both  in  her  life  and  dealhi 
and  they  furnish  also  the  chief  difficulty  of  her  history. 
Most  of  ua  moderns  have  ceased  to  be  able  to  believe  ifl 
audible  or  visible  supernatural  guidance  such  an  she 
claimt-d  to  enjoy,  and  we  at  once  suapoct  imposture  in 
tho  person  who  pretends  to  it.  She  shall  tell  her  o« 
iory,  aud  the  readec  mua^  \\i&%<^  ^^>  %A)»n^v^ta  tbft  li^ 
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which  he  possesses.     Those  who  are  inclined  to  set  down 
Eill  such  pretensions  as  conscious  frauds  must  not  forget 
that  Socrates  spoke  familiarly  of  his  daemon,  whose  voice 
he  thought  he  heard,  and  whose  behests  he  professed  to 
obey  from  early  life  to  his  last  hours.     They  should  also 
recall  the  case  of  Columbus,  who  distinctly  heard  a  voice 
iu  the  night  bidding  him  to  be  of  good  cheer,  and  hold- 
ing out  hopes  of  success  which  were  wo^  fulfilled.     Jeanne 
Dare  was   quick   enough   to   distrust   and   detect   other 
claimants  to  supernatural  visitations.     The  woman  who 
pretended  to  receive  nightly  visitations  from  a  Lady  in 
White  was  quickly  put  to  the  test.     Jeanne  Dare  resorted 
to  the  simple  expedient  of  passing  two  nights  with  lier, 
and  when  the  vision  did  not  appear,  told  her  to  go  home 
and  take  care  of  her  husband  and  children.     This  Maid 
also  gave  two  proofs  of  genuineness  not  to  be  looked  for 
in  impostors.     In  her  village  home  she  was  noted  for  her 
skill  as  well  as  for  her  fidelity  in  the  labors  belonging  to 
her  position ;  and  when  she  had  entered  upon  her  public 
We,  she  was  ever  found  in  tlie  thick  of  the  battle,  banner 
in  hand,  not  indeed  using  her  sword,  but  never  shrinking 
from  the  post  where  swords  were  bloodiest.     The  false 
knaves  of  this  world  neither  excel  in  homely  duties  nor 
kad  the  van  in  perilous  ones. 

Fmnce  had  never — has  never — ^been  so  near  extirpa- 
tion. "  The  people,"  as  tlie  historian  Martin  expresses  it, 
"  Were  no  longer  bathed  in  their  sweat,  but  ground  in 
their  blood,  debased  below  the  beasts  of  the  forest,  among 
which  they  wander,  panic-stricken,  mutilated,  in  quest  of 
^*i  asylum  in  the  wilderness."  This  fervent  and  sympa- 
thetic girl  came  at  length  to  see  the  desolation  of  her 
country;  her  own  village  was  laid  waste  and  plundered 
hy  a  marauding  band.  Prom  childhood  she  had  been 
foliar  with  the  legend,  "  France,  lost  through  a  maid, 
•Ml  by  a  maid  be  saved." 
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The  story  of  her  exploits  at  coart,  in  camp,  in  the  fieU, 
is  tamiliar  to  all  the  world.    A  thousand  vulgar  fictions 
obscnre   and  degrade  its  essential    troth.     What  this 
untaught  girl  did  for  her  country  was  simply  this  :•  die 
brought  to  bear  upon  the  armies  of  France  the  influence 
of  what  our  own  Western  preachers  would  caU  a  ^  powe^ 
ful  revival  of  religion."    From  bands  of  reckless  and 
dissolute  plunderers,  she  made  French  soldiers  orderlj, 
decent,  moral,  and  devout    Hope  revived.     She  made 
the  king  believe  in  himself ;  she  made  the  court  beliere 
hi  tlie  cause.    Men  of  faith  saw  in  her  the  expected  ▼i^ 
gin  savior :  men  of  understanding  perceived  the  adysnt- 
age  to  their  side  of  having  her  thus  regarded.     She  maj, 
too  (as  some  of  her  warrior  comrades  testified  in  later 
years),  have  really  possessed  some  military  talent,  as  well 
as  martial  ardor  and  inspiration.    They  said  of  her  that 
sho  had  good  judgment  in  placing  artillery.     Later  in 
her  short  public  career  she  showed  herself  restless,  rash, 
nncontrollable ;  she  made  mistakes ;   she  incurred  dis- 
asters.    But  for  many   months,   during  which   France 
regained  a  place  among  the  powers  of  Europe,  she  was  a 
glorious  presence  in  the  army — a  warrior  virgin,  in  bril- 
liant attire,  splendidly  equipped,  superbly  mounted,  noblj 
attended  ;  a  leader  wliom  all  eyes  followed  with  confiding 
admiration,  as  one  who  had  been  their  deliverer,  and 
was  still  their  chief.    The  lowliness  of  her  origin  was  an 
element   in  her  power   over  a  people    who   worshiped 
every  hour  a  Saviour  who  was  cradled  in  a  manger.    We 
can  still  read  over  the  door  of  an  ancient  inn  at  Rheims, 
the  Maison  Rmige,  this  inscription :  "  In  the  year  1429, 
at  the  coronation  of  Charles  VII,  in  this  tavern,  then 
called  The  Zebra,  the  father  and  mother  of  Jeanne  Dare 
lodged,  at  t\\c  cx\iew^^  cA  \\\^  CxXrj  CiowAvciL"  M<. 

"  Her  career  cow\A.\\o\.\i\\V\i^\s^vA.*  ^\«^^^^s5fe^i»A 
to  deliver  \ier  co\mln,  ^"^^  \i^^\\^^^,'w^^5Sss^^^^^^ 
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most  recent  French  authorities,  seventeen  years  and  two 
months.  Fifteen  months  later,  May  24,  1439,  after  a 
series  of  important  victories  followed  by  minor  defeats, 
she  was  taken  prisoner  under  the  walls  of  Compidgne, 
which  she  was  attempting  to  relieve.  French  troops, 
fighting  on  the  side  of  the  English,  captured  her  and' 
held  her  prisoner.  French  priests,  in  the  metropolitan 
church  of  N8tre  Dame  at  Paris,  celebrated  her  capture 
by  a  "Te  Deum."  It  is  doubtful  if  her  own  king 
lamented  her ;  for  this  devoted,  deluded  girl  belonged  to 
the  order  of  mortals  whom  the  powers  of  this  world  ofte^i 
find  it  as  convenient  to  be  rid  of  as  to  use.  It  is  proba- 
ble that  she  had  expended  her  power  to  be  of  service  and 
had  become  unmanageable.  Small,  needless  failures, 
•chargeable  to  her  own  rash  impetuosity,  had  lessened  her 
prestige.  For  the  fair  and  wanton  Agnes  Sorel  the  idle 
King  of  France  would  have  attempted  much ;  but  he 
made  no  serious  effort  to  ransom  or  to  rescue  the  Maid 
to  whom  he  owed  his  crown  and  kingdom. 

Politicians  are  much  the  same  in  every  age,  since  the 

work  they  have  to  do  is  much  the  same  in  every  age. 

Two  parties  as  well  as  two  kings  were  contending  for  the 

possession  of  France,  and  one  of  these,  by  the  prompt 

and  adroit  use  of  the  Maid  of  Orleans,  had  gained  for 

their  side  the  conquering  force  of   a  religious   revival. 

Bedford,  the  regent  of  the  kingdom,  who  had  seen  his 

conquests  fialling  away  from  him  before  the  banner  of  a 

rustic  girl,  felt  the  necessity  of  depriving  his  rival  of  this 

advantage.     If  there  were  two  powers  contending  for  the 

kingdom  of  France,  were  tlicre  not  two  powers  contending 

for  the  kingdom  of  this  world  ?  Loyal  France  had  accepted 

the  Maid  as  sent  from  God  ;  it  now  devolved  upon  the 

J5nglish  regent  to  demonstrate  that  she  was  an  a.^e.wi  oi 

Satan.    He  bought  her  of  her  captora  lot  \.^w  ^i\\Qv\s»xv^ 

poandB—a  vast  sum  for  that  period — ^a\\<i\i«L^\virc  \st^>^^^ 
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to  Rouen,  a  chief  scat  of  the  English  power,  where  to  thig 
day  the  bones  of  llie  regent  lie  magnificently  entombed 
in  tlic  c'.ilhedral.  Tliere  he  caused  atrial  to  be  arranged, 
of  a  character  so  imposing  as  to  command  the  attention 
of  Europe.  No  homage  rendered  her  by  her  adherents 
conveys  to  us  such  a  sense  of  lier  importance  as  this  trial 
contrived  by  an  able  ruler  to  neutralize  her  influence. 

A  politician  who  had  the  bestowal  of  church  prefer- 
ments could  as  easily  find  ecclesiastics  to  execute  his  will 
as  a  politician,  who  has  only  trivial,  precarious  offices  to 
give,  can  pack  a  convention  and  control  a  caucus.  Bed- 
ford's written  promise  of  the  archbishopric  of  Eouen 
made  Cauchon,  Bishop  of  Beauvais,  his  superserviceable 
agent,  through* whom  all  that  was  most  imposing  and 
authoritative  in  the  Church  convened  at  Rouen  to  try  the* 
Slaid.  Bishops,  abbds,  priors,  six  representatives  of  the 
University  of  Paris,  the  chief  ofiicer  of  the  Inquisition, 
learned  doctors,  noted  priests — in  a  word,  sixty  of  the 
elite  of  tlie  Church  in  English  France,  all  of  them  Frencli- 
nien — assisted  at  the  trial. 

The  castle  at  Rouen,  a  vast  and  impregnable  edifice 
in  the  style  of  the  period,  was  tlie  scene  of  these  transac- 
tions. The  great  tower  is  still  in  good  i)reservatioii; 
the  rest  of  the  structure  has  disap])earcd.  This  gloomf 
looking  extensive  edifice,  Jeanne  Dare's  prison  and  court- 
liouse,  was  the  centre  of  interest  to  two  kinp:doiDs 
during  her  half  year's  detention.  It  swarmed  with  Id* 
habitants.  As  if  to  nullify  tlie  Maid's  effective  stroke 
of  the  Rhcims  coronation,  the  uncles  of  the  Eiigh'jfli 
king,  who  was  not  yet  ten  years  of  age,  had  broiiglit 
him  once  more  to  France,  and  he  remained  an  inmate 
of  the  castle  of  Rouen  during  tlie  trial.  A  Norman 
chronicler,  ^v\\o  «»^n\  \\v^  cutry  into  Rouen  in  Jul/j 
14:50,  speaks  oi  \v\m  ^^  ^  ^^^^  \^^'ii>\N:\\Nl\>,'^N^  Cw^j^rri 
beau  Jilz^,  and  adiift  ^X^a^  ^"^^^  ^^'^^^'^^  ^x^^^^^x  ^^^^^>^ 
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?ed  were  more  magnificently  decorated  than  they  had 
'  been  before  on  sacramental  days.  At  the  gate  were 
ncrs  on  which  were  blazoned  the  arms  of  England 

France ;  and  on  his  way  to  the  cathedral  the  people 
3 red  him  so  loudly  that  the  little  king  told  them  to 
je,  for  they  made  too  much  noise.     Shows  were  exhib- 

in  the  streets,  and  the  king  looked  at  them;  and 
111  at  last  he  entered  his  castle,  the  bells  rang  out  a 
I  as  if  God  himself  had  descended  from  heaven.  There 
'emained  for  a  year  with  his  uncle  Bedford,  the  regent, 
grand-uncle  Beaufort,  Cardinal  of  Winchester,  his 
ernor,  the  Earl  of  Warwick,  and  the  chief  officers  of 
1  the  royal  and  the  vice-royal  courts,  all  intent  upon 
oing  in  Franco  what  a  village  maiden  had  wrought  in 
5en  months.  The  castle  was  pervaded  with  intense 
,  and  an  ill-disciplined  host  of  guards  and  men-at-arms 
e  posted  about  it. 

canne  Dare,  treated  by  her  French  captors  with 
3ncy  and  consideration,  and  detained  in  a  lordly 
teau  more  as  a  guest  than  a  prisoner,  bore  the  first 
iths  of  her  confinement    with  patience  and  dignity. 

one  point  only  she  showed  herself  obstinate:  she 
ised  to  lay  aside  her  man's  dress.  The  people  of  that 
,  if  we  may  judge  from  these  old  records,  held  in  par- 
ilar  horror  the  wearing  of  man's  clothes  by  a  woman. 
3  ladies  of  the  chateau,  knowing  what  an  advantage 
i  costume  gave  her  enemies,  provided  her  with  woman's 
thes,  and  besought  her  to  put  them  on.  She  could  not 
persuaded  to  so,  alleging  that  she  had  assumed  her 
ii's  dress  by  Divine  command,  and  had  not  yet  received 
iue  permission  to  change  it.  In  other*  respects  she 
J  tractable,  and  seemed  absorbed  in  the  events  of  the 
\  ever  longing  to  be  again  in  the  field, 
.^he  news  reached  her  at  length  tY\at  s\v^\v^9L\i^^^^^^ 
be  English—the  dreadful  English  \ — ^awQi  v?^'^  ^^>iN^  "^^ 
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be  given  up  to  them.  "  I  would  rather  die,''  she  cried,  in 
despair,  "  than  be  surrendered  to  the  English ! "  Tlien 
her  thoughts  recurred  to  her  work  unfinished — her  coun- 
try not  yet  delivered.  "  Is  it  possible,"  slie  added,  "  that 
God  will  let  those  good  people  of  CompiSgne  perish,  who 
have  been  and  are  so  loyal  to  their  lord  ?  "  Some  days  of 
anguish  passed.  Then  she  took  a  desperate  resolution. 
''  I  could  bear  it  no  longer,"  slie  afterwards  said ;  and  so, 
"  recommending  herself  to  God  and  our  Lady/'  she  sprang 
one  night  from  the  tower  in  which  she  was  confined  to 
the  ground,  a  height,  as  M.  Quicherat  computes,  of 
between  sixty  and  seventy  feet.  It  was  her  only  chance, 
and  it  was  a  chance,  for  she  was  found  the  next  morning 
lying  at  the  foot  of  the  towerj  insensible,  indeed,  but  with 
no  bones  broken,  and  not  seriously  injured.  She  soon 
revived,  and  in  three  days  was  able  to  walk  about.  The 
English  claimed  their  prey,  and  soon  had  her  safe  in  the 
castle  of  Rouen. 

Her  new  masters  did  not  mean  that  she  should  escape. 
They  assigned  hor  a  room  in  the  first  story  of  the  castle, 
"  up  eight  steps,"  placed  two  pair  of  shackles  upon  her 
logs,  and  chained  her  night  and  day  to  a  thick  post.     It  was 
their  policy  to  degrade  as  well  as  to  keep  her,  and  they 
accordinufly  gave  her  five  guards  of  the  lowest  rank,  three 
of  whom  were  to  be  always  in  her  room,  night  and  day, 
and  two  outside.     In  this  wofnl  jdight,  manacled,  oliaimil. 
watclied,  but  not  protected,  by  soldiers,  with  only  a  IkJ 
for  all  furniture,  was  she  held  captive  for  three  nionllis 
awaiting  trial — she  who  had  until  recently  shone  resplen- 
dent at  the  head  of  armies,  and  to  whom  mothers  h^ 
held  up  their  children  as  she  passed  throi\gh  towns,  lio/*- 
ing  to  win  for  them  the  benediction  of  her  smile. 

Iler  room,  ^^e  ^^^  le\iJ).^V\'\d  three  keys,  oiic  of  wlm'li 
was  kept  by  t\\ci  C^\:Oi\w'iiV  ^>?l  "^xwOcv^^Xsix^  ^^\^  ^  ^^^ 
Inciuisitor,  and  tXve  ^^^^^^  "^^  ^"^^^  ^"^xsj^s^^^  ^\^^\^^ 
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and  yet,  as  it  seems,  almost  any  one  who  chose  could 
enter  her  room,  gaze  upon  her,  and  eveji  converse  with 
her.  The  little  king  saw  her.  The  king's  advocate 
visited  her,  and  jested  with  her  upon  her  condition,  sa\nng 
that  she  would  not  have  come  to  Rouen  if  she  had  not 
been  brought  thither,  and  asking  if  she  had  known  before: 
hand  if  she  should  be  taken. 

"  I  feared  it,"  said  she. 

*'  If  you  feared  it,"  he  asked,  "  why  were  you  not  upon 
your  guard  ?  " 

She  replied,  "  I  did  not  know  the  day  nor  the  hour." 

After  preliminaries  that  threatened  to  be  endless,  the 
public  part  of  the  trial  began  on  Wednesday,  February 
21,  1431,  at  eight  in  the  morning,  in  tne  great  chapel  of, 
the  chateau.  The  Bishop  of  Beauvais  presided,  and  of 
the  sixty  ecclesiastics  summoned  forty-four  were  present. 
Three  authorized  reporters  were  in  their  places,  and  there 
were  some  other  clerks,  concealed  by  a  curtain,  who  took 
notes  for  the  special  use  of  the  English  regent.  There 
was  a  crowd  of  spectators,  "  a  great  tumult "  in  the 
chapel,  and  very  little  order  in  the  proceedings.  At  a 
time  when  lords  took  their  dogs  and  hawks  into  church 
with  them,  and  merchants  made  their  bargains  in  the 
naves  of  cathedrals,  we  need  not  look  for  a  scrupulous 
decorum  in  a  court  convened  to  try  a  girl  for  the  crime  of 
being  "  vehemently  suspected  of  heresy."  That  was  the 
charge :  vShSmentement  suspecte  cTh^resie.  And  such  a 
grand  tumult  was  there  in  the  chapel  that  day  that  the 
subsequent  sessions  were  held  in  a  smaller  hall  of  the 
castle. 

The  prisoner  was  brought  in,  freed  from  her  chains,  and 
was  allowed  to  sit.     No  one  of  the  many  pens  employed 
in  recording  the  events  of  this  day  \\aa  gvx^xv\3LS>  ^w^\c^s^ 
9/  her  appearance.     We  have,  indeed,  t\\<i  exvxiTcvet^^ws.  ^^ 
ie  artielea  ox  her  man's  attire,  vrli\c\\  \ja«»  m'aA^  ^x^Ocv^ 
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heinous  charge  ap^ainst  her :  ^'  Tlie  hair  cut  round  like 
that  of  young  men,  shirt,  breeches,  doublet  with  twenty 
points  reaching  to  the  knee,  hat  covering  only  the  top  of 
the  head,  boots  and  gaiters,  with  spurs,  sword,  dagger, 
cuirass,  lance,  and  other  arms  carried  by  soldiers."  This 
was  her  equipment  for  the  field.  She  still  wore  man's 
dress,  and  doubtless  her  person  showed  the  effects  of  nine 
months'  imprisonment  and  three  months  of  chains  and 
fetters. 

The  presiding  bishop  told  her  to  place  her  hands  upon 
the  Gospel  and  swear  to  answer  truly  the  questions  that 
would  be  proposed  to  her.  "  I  do  not  know,"  said  she, 
"  upon  what  you  wish  to  question  me.  Perhaps  you  will 
ask  me  things  which  I  ought  not  to  tell  you."  "  Swear,** 
rejoined  tlie  bishop,  "  to  tell  the  truth  upon  whatever  may 
be  asked  of  you  concerning  the  faith  and  the  facts  within 
your  knowledge." 

"  As  to  my  father  and  mother,"  she  said,  "  and  what  I 
did  after  setting  out  for  France,  I  will  swear  willingly; 
but  the  revelations  which  have  come  to  me  from  God,  to 
no  one  have  I  related  or  revealed  them,  except  alone  to 
Charles,  my  king;  and  I  shall  not  reveal  them  to  you 
though  you  cut  off  my  head,  because  I  have  received  tliem 
by  vision  and  by  secret  communication,  with  injunction 
not  to  reveal  them.  Before  eight  days  have  passed  I  shall 
know  if  I  am  to  reveal  them  to  you." 

The  bishop  urged  her  again  and  again  to  take  the  oath 
without  conditions.  She  refused,  and  thev  were  atlen^ti 
obliged  to  yield  the  point,  and  accept  a  limited  oath. 
Upon  her  knees,  with  both  hands  placed  upon  a  missal 
she  swore  to  answer  truly  whatever  might  be  asked  of 
her,  so  far  as  she  could,  concerning  the  common  faitboi 
Christians,  V>wt  wo  mov^.  -  '^^xw^tUen  questioned  concern- 
ing her  name  auA  e^^M  ^^^^^^^^  ^\\s^^^\^\s>«sia,\ 

"  111  my  own  eouwVY^  \  nn^^  ^^^^^  ^^^x^s^&nIss^N'^ss^'^ 
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3een  in  France  I  have  been  called  Jeanne.  As  to 
rname  I  know  nothing.  I  was  born  at  the  village 
nremy,  which  makes  one  with  the  village  of  Greux. 
rincipal  church  is  at  Greux.  My  father  is  named 
;s  Dare ;  my  mother  Ysabelle.  I  was  baptized  in 
lurch  of  Domremy.     One  of  my  godmothers  was 

Agnes,  another  Jeanne,  a  third  Sibylle.     One  of 
dfathers  was  Jean  Lingu^,  another  Jean  Varrey. 

several  other  godmothers,  as  I  have  heard  my 
r  say.  I  wae  baptized,  I  believe,  by  Messire  Jean 
I  think  he  is  still  living.  I  think  I  am  about 
en  years  of  age.  From  my  mother  I  learned  my 
my  Ave  Marie,  and  my  Credo.  I  learned  from  my 
r  all  that  I  believe." 

y  your  Pater,"  said  the  presiding  bishop. 
3ar  me  in  confession,  and  I  will  say  it  for  you  will- 


jral  times  she  was  asked  to  say  the  Lord's  Prayer, 

e  always  replied,  "  No,  I  will  not  say  my  Pater  for 

[less  you  hear  me  in  confession." 

e  will  willingly  give  you,"  said  the  bishop,  "  one  or 

>table  men  who  speak  French ;  will  you  say  your 

to  them  ?  " 

shall  not  say  it,"  was  her  reply,  "  unless  in  con- 


i." 


he  session  was  about  to  close,  the  bishop  forbade 
leave  the  prison  which  had  been  assigned  her  in  tlie 
under  pain  of  being  pronounced  guilty  of  heresy, 
me' charged. 

lo  not  accept  such  an  injunction,"  she  replied.    "  If 
escape,  no  one  shall  be  able  to  reproach  me  with 
;  broken  my  faith,  as  I  have  not  given  my  word  to 
►erson    whatever."     She    contmw^id  Vo  «»\k^^.>  \^ 
^e  not  recorded^  complaining  tViat  t\i^y  \va.^  \i«v«A. 
h  cbaina  and  shackles. 


w% 
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"Ton  tried  Bevonl  times"  said  the  bishop,  "to  eecnpe 
from  Hm  prison  where  yoti  were  detained,  and  it  vas  to 
keep  yoa  more  surely  that  vou  wore  ordered  to  be  put  in 

*'  It  is  true  "  was  Iier'  reply,  "  I  wished  to  pet  awav,  and 
I  irish  it  BtilL  Is  that  not  a  thing  allowed  to  ever/ 
juisoner  ?  " 

She  vas  then  removed  to  lier  chamber,  and  the  coort 
broke  up.  The  next  morning  at  eight,  in  the  rohing- 
oi  the  chfiteao— « Isi^  apartment  near  the  groat  drawing- 
room— the  court  sftsin  convened,  forty-seven  dignitarieB 
of  the  Church  being  assembled.  Again  the  captive  vaa 
ttnchained  and  brought  ifi.  Again  slie  sat  in  the  presence 
.  of  this  convocatioii  of  trained  men,  alone,  without 
advocate,  counsel,  or  attorney.  Slie  understood  tho  iseuD 
between  herself  and  them.  The  managers  of  the  trial 
meant  to  make  France  believe  that  this  giii 
emiaaary  of  the  devil,  and  thus  she  felt  herself  compeiki! 
to  fall  back  upon  her  claim  to  he  the  chosen  of  God,  oiid 
to  insist  upon  this  with  painfnl  repetition.  "We  must  bear 
in  mind  tliat  she  was  absolutely  severed  from  all  acfiw, 
efficient  human  sympathy.  It  was  a  contest  between  one 
poor,  ignorant  girl  and  the  managers  of  the  court,  paid 
and  backed  by  the  power  that  governed  all  England  and 
half  France,  with  Ihe  stake  as  Die  certain  consequence  to 
lier  of  an  erroneous  line  of  defence,  lu  all  the  trial  she 
was  the"  only  witness  ex&mined. 

Again  the  bishop  required  her  to  take  the  oath  withonl 
conditions ;  to  which  she  replied,  "  I  swore  yesterdaj; 
+Jiat  ought  to  suffice." 

"  Every  person,"  said  the  bishop,  "  though  he  were 
prince,  being  let^uired  to  swear  in  any  matter  relating  W 
the  faith,  cannot;  TCi\\sa" 

be  sufficient  l:)r  ^ou.    X«x^^^V\.^'.  ^s^^.-^.^ 


THE  TRIAL  OP  JEANNE  DARC;  457 

contest  ended  as  on  the  day  before.     She  was  then  inter- 
rogated by  Jean  BeaupSre,  a  distinguished  professor  of 
theology. 
"  How  old  were  you  when  you  left  your  father's  house  ?  " 
"  As  to  my  age,  I  cannot  answer." 
"  Did  you  learn  any  trade  in  your  youth  ? " 
"  Yes ;  I  learned  to  spin  and  sew.     In  sewing  and  spin- 
ning I    fear   no  woman  in   Rouen.     For    fear   of    the 
Burgundians  *  I  left  my  father's  house  and  went  to  the 
city  of  Neufchateau,  in  Lorraine,  to  the  house  of  a  woman 
named  La  Rousse,  where  I  remained  about  fifteen  davs. 
While  I  was  at  my  father's  I  assisted  at  the  usual  labors 
of  the  liouse.     I  was  not  accustomed  to  go  to  the  fields 
^ith  the  sheep  and  other  animals.     Every  year  I  con- 
fessed to  my  own  pastor,  and,  when  he  was  engaged,  to 
Another  priest  with  liis  permission.     Sometimes,  also— - 
two  or  three  times,  I  believe — I  confessed  to  religious 
Hiendicants.     That   was   at   Neufchateau.     At   Easter  1 
I'eceived  the  sacrament  of  the  Eucharist." 

"Did  you  receive  the  sacrament  of  the  Eucharist  at 
other  festivals  besides  Easter  ?  " 

"  No  matter.  I  was  thirteen  years  old  when  I  had  a 
voice  from  God,  which  called  upon  me  to  conduct  myself 
well.  The  first  time  I  heard  that  voice  I  was  terrified. 
[t  was  noon,  in  summer,  in  my  father's  garden.  I  had 
lot  fasted  the  evening  before.  I  heard  tliat  voice  at  my 
right,  toward  the  church.  I  seldom  heard  it  when  it  was 
lot  accompanied  by  a  flash.  This  flash  came  from  the 
jame  side  as  the  voice.  Usually  it  was  very  brilliant. 
Since  I  have  been  in  France  I  have  often  heard  that 
foice." 

"  But  how  could  you  sec  the  flash  which  you  mentioned^ 
rince  it  was  on  one  side  ? " 


*  French  faction  siding  YritYi  the  TLu^V^Stu 


^ 
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'     She  did  not  answer  this  foolish  qnestion,  bnt  inunefi- 
atelj  resumed,  thus : 

^^  If  I  was  in  a  forest  I  would  hear  the  voice,  for  it 
would  come  to  me.    It  appeared  to  me  to  come  from  lipi 
worthy  of  respect;  I  believe  it  was  sent  to  me  by  God. 
When  I  heard  it  for  the  third  time  I  recognized  tbat  it 
was  the  voice  of  an  angeL    That  voice  has  always  guarded 
me  well,  and  I  have  always  well  understood  it.    It  told 
me  to  behave  well  and  to  go  often  to  church ;  it  said  to 
me  that  I  must  go  into  France.    Do  you  ask  me  in  wliit 
form  that  voice  appeared  to  me  ?    You  will  not  have  mow 
about  it  from  me  this  time.    Two  or  three  tinil»  a  irtA 
it  said  to  me,  ^  Ton  must  go  into  France ! '    My  father 
knew  nothing  about  my  going.    The  voice  said  to  me, 
^  60  into  France ! '    I  could  bear  it  no  longer.    It  said  to 
me :  *  Go ;  raise  the  siege  of  the  city  of  Orleans.    Go,' 
it  added,  *to   Robert  de   Bandricourt,  commandant  of 
Vaucouleurs ;  he  will  furnish  people  to  accompany  you.' 
But  I  am  a  poor  girl,  who  knows  neither  how  to  ride  on 
horseback  nor  make  war !     I  went  to  my  uncle's  liouse, 
and  told  liim  my  wish  to  remain  with  him  sometime; 
and  there  I  remained  eight  days.     To  him  I  said  I  must 
go  lo  Vaucouleurs.     He  took  me  there.     When  I  arrived 
I  knew  Robert  de  Baudricourt,  although  I  had  never  seen 
him.     I  knew  him,  thanks  to  my  voice,  which  caused  me 
to  know  him.     I  said  to  Robert,  *  I  must  go  into  France.* 
Twice  Robert  refused  to  hear  me,  and  repelled  me.    The 
third  time  lie  received  me,  and  furnished  me  men ;  the 
voice  had  said  that  it  would  be  so.     The  Due  de  Lorraine 
sent  orders  to  have  me  brought  to  him.     I  went ;  I  said 
to  him  that  I  wished  to  go  into  France.'    The  duke  ques- 
tioned me  upon  his  health,  and  I  told  him  I  knew  noHiing 
about  it.     I  spoke  to  him  little  about  my  journey.    I  told 
him  he  had  to  iuriA^Vv  me  Iub  son  and  some  people  to 

conduct  me  into  "Eraac^,  ^aiSl  \Xi^^.\  ^ wsJA.  ^x%.^  \ft  ^Vss&tat 


THE  TRIAL  OF  JEANNE  DARO.  459 

health.  I  went  to  him  with  a  safe-conduct ;  thence  I 
Lirned  to  Y^^^^^^^^^s.  From  Vaucouleurs  I  set  out 
ssed  like  a  man,  with  a  sword  given  me  by  Robert  de 
idricourt,  without  other  arms.  I  had  with  me  a 
ght,  a  squire,  and  four  servants,  with  whom  I  reached 
city  of  St.  Urbain,  where  I  slept  in  an  abbey.  On  the 
J  I  passed  through  Auxerre,  where  I  heard  mass  in  the 
ncipal  church.  At  that  time  I  often  had  my  voices." 
^  Who  advised  you  to  wear  men's  clothes  ?  " 
Lgain  and  again  she  refused  all  answer  to  this  question; 
;  at  last  she  said,  "  I  charge  no  one  with  that."  Then 
I  ran  on  in  this  manner :  "  Robert  de  Baudribourt 
de  the  men  who  accompanied  me  swear  to  conduct  me 
ely  and  well.  '  Go,'  said  he  to  me — '  go,  let  come  of 
what  will ! '  I  well  know  that  God  loves  the  Due 
Irldans ;  I  have  had  more  revelations  about  the  Due 
Irldans  than  about  any  living  man  except  my  king.  I 
I  to  change  my  woman's  dress  for  a  man's.  Upon  that 
nt  my  counsel  advised  me  well.  I  sent  a  letter  to  the 
glish  before  Orleans,  telling  them  to  depart,  as  appears 
m  a  copy  of  my  letter  which  has  been  read  in  this  city 
Rouen ;  but  in  that  copy  there  are  two  or  three  words 
lich  are  not  in  my  letter.  '  Yield  to  the  Maid,'  ought 
be  changed  to  '  Yield  to  the  king.*  These  words  also 
5  not  in  my  letter — '  body  for  body,'  and  '  chief  of  war.' 
rent  witiiout  difficully  to  the  king.  Having  arrived  at 
3  village  of  St.  Catherine  de  Flerbois,  I  sent  for  the 
it  time  to  the  ch&tcau  of  Cliinon,  where  the  king  was. 
cached  Chinon  toward  noon,  and  took  lodgings  at  first 
an  inn.  After  dinner  I  went  to  the  king,  who  was  in 
*  chateau.  When  I  entered  the  room  where  he  was,  I 
2w  him  among  many  others  by  the  counsel  of  my 
ce,  which  revealed  him  to  me.  I  told  \\\\xv  \\NaX»  "V 
hed  to  go  and  make  war  against  the  ^iv^\^\?^ 
When  the  voice  showed  you  the  kmg,  \j^^  >i\ve?t^  ^ii»3 
there?'' 


■Smoe? 
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"Did  you  see  any  angel  above  the  king?'' 

"  Spare  me ;  paaa  oil,  Before  the  king  sent  me  to 
field,  he  had  many  apparitions  and  beautiful  revelatioi 

"  What  revelations  and  apparitions  did  the  king  havi 

"  I  shall  not  tnll  you.  This  is  not  the  time  to  ana 
you;  but  st-ud  to  the  king;  he  will  tcU  you.  The  vi 
had  promised  me  that  as  soon  aa  I  had  reached  the  k 
lie  would  receive  me.  Those  of  my  party  knew  well  1 
the  voice  was  sent  me  from  God;  they  saw  and  ki 
that  voice.  1  am  certain  of  it.  My  king  and  sev 
others  hiive  heard  and  seen  the  voices  which  came  to  i 
there  was  Charles  do  Bourbon  and  two  or  three  otli 
No  day  passes  in  which  I  do  not  hear  that  voice,  ai) 
htve  innch  need  oi  iL :  But  never  hare  I  demanded  o 
any  recompense  except  tlie  salvation  of  my  soul.  ' 
voice  told  me  to  remain  at  St.  Deuis,  in  France,  an 
wished  to  do  so ;  but  against  my  will  the  lords  made 
set  out  thence.  If  I  had  not  been  wounded,  I  should 
have  gone.  After  having  left  St.  Denis,  I  was  woiim 
in  the  defences  of  Paris ;  but  I  was  cured  in  five  ds 
It  is  true  that  I  made  a  skirmish  before  Paris  " 

"  Was  not  that  on  a  holy  day?" 

"  I  believe  it  was." 

"  Was  it  well  to  make  an  assault  on  a  holy  day  I" 

To  this  she  only  replied  by  saying : 

"  Pass  on,"  and  the  questioning  then  ceased  for  t 
day.  The  liext  morning,  for  the  first  time,  a  full  coo 
was  present,  the  presiding  bishop  and  sixty-two  ahW 
priors,  and  other  priests.  Little  was  extracted  from  N 
during  this  day's  examination,  although  she  made  so* 
spirited  answers.  Being  asked  if  she  knew  that  she  »• 
in  a  state  of  grace,  ^«  «a:\i,"-\^\wQ.ttQt,Glod  putwl 
it '  if  I'  am,  Go4  Vae^  ^*  """^  ■*''^-'"  '^^"'^"^  wfi«Ji^^»^* 
people  o£  Uer  -viWa-fte  nj^t*.  x«A.  <A  -^.^^^^-sP^^. 
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The  old  village  partisanship  blazed  up  in  her  answer : 
"  If  I  had  known  one  Burgundian  at  Domremy,  I  should 
have  been  willing  to  have  his  head  cut  off — that  is,  if  it 
had  pleased  God." 

The  next  day  was  Sunday,  and  the  Monday  following 
Was  probably  some  holy  day  of  Lent,  for  the  next  session 
of  the  court  occurred  on  Tuesday,  when  she  was  exam- 
ined by  the  same  "  Master  Beaupfire,"  distinguished 
theologian.  He  questioned  her  long,  and  led  her  on  to 
admissions  which  her  enemies  knew  well  how  to  use 
against  her. 

" How  have  you  been  since  Saturday  last?" 

"  You  see  well  how  I  have  been ;  I  have  been  as  well 
as  I  could  be." 

"  Do  you  fast  every  day  during  this  Lent  ?  " 

"  Has  that  anything  to  do  with  the  case?  No  matter: 
yes,  I  have  fasted  every  day  during  this  Lent." 

"  Have  you  heard  your  voice  since  Saturday  ?  " 

"  Yes,  indeed,  and  several  times." 

*'  On  Saturday  did  you  hear  it  in  this  hall  where  you 
are  questioned  ?  " 

*'  That  has  nothing  to  do  with  your  case.  No  maiAer  : 
yes,  I  heard  it." 

"  What  did  it  say  to  you  last  Saturday  ?  " 

"I  did  not  well  understand  it,  and  I  heard  nothing 
that  I  can  repeat  to  you  until  I  had  gone  to  my  chamber." 

*'  What  did  it  say  to  you  in  your  chamber  on  your 
return?" 

"  It  said  to  me, '  Answer  them  boldly.'  I  take  counsel 
of  my  voices  upon  what  you  ask  me.  I  shall  willingly 
tell  you  what  I  shall  have  from  God  permission  to  reveal ; 
but  as  to  the  revelations  concerning  the  King  of  France, 
I  shall  not  tell  them  without  the  perm\a^\oxv  oi  \so^  ^<^\<ii^r 

^^i^as  your  voice  forbidden  you  to  teN^«\  ^V^ 
''  ^have  not  well  understood  it.'' 
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■^        "  What  did  tlie  voice  tell  you  last  ? 

H         "I  asked  advice  of  it  upon  cei-tain  things  whiuh  jtm 

f     asked  me." 

"Did  it  give  you  that  advice?" 

"  Upon  some  points,  yes  ;  upon  others  you  may  asb  ne 
information  wliich  1  shall  not  p,ive  you,  not  having 
received  permission.  For  if  1  should  respond  witlioiit 
permission,  I  should  have  ho  more  voices  to  second  me. 
When  I  shall  have  permission  from  our  Lord,  I  shall  not 
fear  to  speak,  becanae  I  shall  have  warrant  so  to  do." 
"  Was  the  voice  which  spoke  to  you  that  of  an  angel, 

»of  a  saint,  or  of  God  directly  ? " 
"It  was  the  voice  of  St.  Catherine  and  St.  Margaret 
Their  heads  were  adorned  with  beautiful  crowns,  Tcry 
rich  and  very  precious,  I  have  permission  from  oar 
Lord  to  tell  you  so  much.  If  you  Iiave  any  doubt  of  tliis, 
Bend  to  Poitiers,  where  I  was  formerly  interrogated." 
F  "  How  did  you  know  that  they  were  saintB  ?     How  did 

you  distinguish  one  from  the  oilier  ? "  ' 

"  I  know  well  that  they  were  saints,  and  I  easily  dis- 
tinguish  one  from  the  other." 

"How  do  you  distinguish  them?" 
"  By  the  salute  which  they  make  me.     Seven  years 
have  passed  since  they  undertook  to  guide  me.     I  knov 
them  well,  because  tlicy  have  named  themselves  to  me." 
"  Were  those  two  saints  clad  in  the  same  fabric  ? " 
"  For  the  moment  I  shall  tell  you  no  more ;  I  have  not 
permission  to  reveal  it.    If  you  do  not  believe  me,  go  to 
Poitiers.    There  are  some  revelations  which  belong  to 
tho  King  of  France,  and  not  to  you  who  interrogate  me." 
*'  Are  the  two  saints  of  the  same  age  ? " 
"  I  am  not  permitted  to  tell." 
"  Did  both  speak  at  oncfc,  ot  o-na  ^t  a.  time  ?  " 
«I  have   not  peTm\M.\ow  ^o  t^NV  ^q>j,\  ■Qa-^««B^sa<V 
have  always  liad  counaeV  liQva.  \«>\J&" 
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^  Which  appeared  to  you  first  ?  '* 

^I  distinguished  them  one  from  the  other.      I  knew 

V  I  did  it  once,  but  I  have  forgotten.     If  I  receive  per- 

moii  I  will  willingly  tell  you;  it  is  written  in  the 

ord  at  Poitiers.    I  have  received  comfort  also  from 

Michael." 

'  Which  of  those  two  apparitions  came  to  you  first?" 

» St.  Michael." 

'  Was  it  a  long  time  ago  that  you  heard  the  voice  of 

Michael  for  the  first  time  ?  " 

'  I  did  not  mention  the  voice  of  St.  Michael ;  I  told  you 

it  I  had  great  comfort  from  him." 

'  What  was  the  first  voice  that  came  to  you  when  you 

re  about  thirteen  years  of  age  ?  " 

'  It  was  St.  Michael.    I  saw  him  before  my  eyes ;  he 

3  not  alone,  but  was  surrounded  by  angels  from  heaven. 

Illy  came  into  France  by  the  command  of  God." 

'  Did  you  see  St.  Michael  and  those  angels  in  a  bodily 

tn,  and  in  reality  ?" 

'  I  saw  them  with  the  eyes  of  my  body  as  well  as  I  can 

you.     When  they  left  me  I  wept,  and  wished  to  bo 
ne  away  with  them." 
'  In  what  form  was  St.  Michael  ?" 
'  You  will  have  no  other  answer  from  me  ;  I  have  not 

license  to  tell  you." 

*  What  did  St  Michael  say  to  you  that  first  time  ?  " 
'  You  will  have  no  answer  to-day.  My  voices  said  to 
!,  'Answer  boldly.'  I  told  the  king  at  once  all  that 
8  revealed  to  me,  because  that  concerned  him ;  but  I 
ie  not  yet  permission  to  reveal  to  you  all  that  St. 
ihael  said  to  me.  I  should  be  very  glad  if  you  had  a 
y  of  that  book  which  is  at  Poitiers,  if  it  please  God." 

Have  your  voices  forbidden  you  to  m^iVi^  Vlwoi^xl  ^wi:t 
diations  without  permission  from  t\\em1^' 
/  do  not  answer  you  upon  that  pouA*    ^^  ^'^'^  ^**  ^ 
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have  received  permisoion  I  shall  answer  willingly.    I  did 
not  quite  understand  if  my  voices  forbade  me  to  replj." 

^^  What  sign  do  you  give  that  you  received  tliat  leveli^ 
tion  from  Qod^  and  that  it  was  St.  Catherine  and  Si  Ua^ 
garet  who  conversed  with  you  ?  " 

"  I  have  told  you  it  was  they ;  believe  me  if  you  wiflh." 

« Is  it  forbidden  yon  to  tell  it  ?  " 

,"  I  did  not  quite  understand  whether  it  was  forbidden 
me  or  not." 

^^  How  can  you  distinguish  the  things  which  you  haia 
permission  to  reveal  from  those  which  yon  are  forbidden?'' 

"Upon  certain  points  I  have  asked  permission, and 
npon  some  I  have  obtained  it.  Bather  than  have  come 
iuto  France  without  God's  permission,  I  would  have  been 
torn  asunder  by  four  horses." 

"  Did  God  command  you  to  dress  like  a  man  ?  " 

"  As  to  that  dress,  it  is  a  trifle — less  than  nothing.  I 
did  not  take  it  by  the  advice  of  any  living  man ;  neither 
put  on  this  dress  nor  did  anything  else  except  by  the 
command  of  our  Lord  and  the  angels." 

"  Does  the  command  to  wear  a  man's  dress  seem  to  you 
lawful  \^licite'\  ?  " 

"  All  that  I  have  done  was  by  the  command  of  our 
Lord.  If  He  had  told  me  to  wear  another  dress,  I  should 
have  worn  it,  because  it  was  His  command." 

"  Did  you  not  assume  this  costiftne  by  the  order  of 
Robert  de  Baudricourt  ?  " 

"  No." 

"  Do  you  think  you  did  well  to  wear  a  man's  dress?" 

"  All  that  I  did  was  by  our  Lord's  order :  I  believe  I 
did  do  well.  I  expect  from  it  good  security  and  good 
succor." 

^^In  this  particulat  ca«»^^>^^  ^^'ixtvcL^'^t  ^xsv^xl's  dre»8, 
do  yon  think  yon  d\A  ^eV\*l'' 
- 1  have  done  notYvVufe  m  V\v^  ^^^^?^  ^^^^^^.\.l  ^^^^ 

nnn'^  of  God.'* 
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*'  When  you  saw  that  voice  come  to  you,  was  there  any 
light  ?  "      • 

"  There  was  much  light  on  all  sides,  as  there  should 
have  been."  (To  the  interrogator).  "There  does  not 
come  as  much  to  yoi>." 

"  Was  there  an  angel  above  your  king's  head  when  you 
saw  him  for  the  first  time  ?  " 

"  By  our  Lady !  if  there  was  one,  I  know  nothing  about 
it.     I  did  not  see  him," 

"  Was  there  any  light  ? " 

"  There  were  more  than  three  hundred  knights,  and 
more  than  fifty  torches,  without  counting  the  spiritual 
light.     I  rarely  have  revelations  without  light." 

"  How  was  your  king  enabled  to  believe  in  your 
claims  ?  " 

"  He  had  good  signs,  and  the  learned  clergy  rendered 
me  good  testimony." 

"  What  revelations  did  your  king  have  ?  " 

"You  will  not  have  tnem  from  me  this  year.  I  was 
interrogated  for  three  weeks  by  the  clergy  at  Chinon  and 
at  Poitiers.  Before  being  willing  to  believe  me,  the  king 
had  a  sign  of  the  truth  of  my  statement,  and  the  clergy 
of  my  party  were  of  opinion  that  there  was  nothing  but 
good  in  my  undertaking." 

"  Were  you  at  St.  Catherine  de  Fierbois  ?  " 

"  Yes,  and  there  I  heard  three  masses  in  one  day ;  then 
I  went  to  the  chateau  of  Chinon,  whence  I  sent  a  letter 
to  the  king  to  know  if  he  would  grant  me  an  interview, 
telling  him  that  I  had  traveled  a  hundred  and  fifty 
leagues  to  come  to  his  assistance,  and  that  I  knew  many 
things  favorable  to  him.  I  think  I  remember  saying  in 
my  letter  that  I  should  know  how  to  recognize  him  among 
all  others.  I  had  a  sword  which  I  obtalued  ^i  Y^s»c- 
couleiirs.  Whilst  I  was  at  Tours  or  sit  C\i\\\c>w.>\.  %fc^^^»^» 
eek  a  sword  which  was  in  the  church  oi  S>\,-  ^t^Scift^vcv^  ^^ 
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Fierbois,  Wliind  Uin  altar  ;  and  there  it  wus  immeiliiitely 
found,  covered  with  ruet.  That  Hwoid  waH  in  Ihe  eurlh 
rusty;  above  it  there  were  live  crosses;  1  knew  by  iny 
Toioe  where  the  sword  was.  I  never  saw  the  man  wbo 
went  to  find  it,  I  wrote  to  the  priests  of  tlie  place  asking 
Ihi'in  if  1  might  have  that  sword,  and  titey  sent  it  to  mc. 
It  was  under  tlie  ground,  not  very  decj),  behind  the  altar, 
&s  it  seems  to  me.  I  am  not  quite  sure  whether  it  wm 
before  or  bcliind  the  allar,  but  I  think  I  wrote  it  wa» 
behind.  As  soon  as  it  was  found,  the  priests  "of  itic 
church  rubbed  it,  and  at  once,  without  effort,  the  rust  fell 
'  off.     It  was  an  armorer  of  Toura  who  went  to  find  it, 

I  The  priests  of  Fierhois  made  me  a  present  of  a  scabbard, 
those  of  Tours  of  another;  one  was  of  crimson  velvet, 
the  other  of  cloth  of  gold.  I  caused  a  third  to  he  niado 
of  very  strong  leather.  When  I  was  taken  I  had  not  that 
Bword  on,  I  alw.iys  wore  the  sword  of  Fierbois  from  llic 
time  I  bud  it  until  my  deparlura  from  St.  Denia,  after  IIk 
assault  upon  Paris." 

"  What  benediction  did  you  pronounce,  or  cause  to  bo 
pronounced,  upon  that  sword  ?" 

"  I  neither  blessed  it  nor  had  it  blessed ;  I  should  not 
have  known  how  to  do  it.  Much  I  loved  that  sword, 
because  it  was  found  in  the  church  of  St.  Catherine, 
whom  I  warmly  love." 

"Did  you  sometimes  place  your  sword  upon  an  altar, 
and  ill  so  placing  it  was  it  that  your  sword  might  be  more 
fortunate  ?  " 

"  Not  that  I  remember." 

"Did  you  sometimes  pray  that  it  might  be  more  (of 
tunate  ? " 

"  Beyond  questioD,  I  wished  my  arms  to  be  very  iof 
tanAte." 
"  Had  you  that  6Wot4  on  -wVeu  -301  -^-m^  ^a!w«.V 
«No;    I  had  one  ttiat  \»A  \«<».  ^»!*«a^  \^««^  ^•'^ 
ffuiidian." 
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*^  Wliere  was  the  sword  of  Fierbois  ?  " 
"  I  offered  a  sword  and  some  arms  to  St.  Denis,  but  it 
IS  not  that  sword.     The  sword  I  then  wore  I  got  at 
igny,  and  wore  it  from  Lagny  even  to  Compidgne.     It 
IS  a  good  sword  for  service ;  excellent  to  give  good 
lacks  and  wipes  [torchons].     As  to  what  has  become 
tlie  other  sword,  it  does  not  regard  tliis  trial,  and  I 
all  not  now  reply  thereupon.     My  brothers  have  all  my 
operty,  ray  horses,  my  sword,  as  I  suppose,  and  the  rest, 
)rth  more  than  twelve  thousand  crowns." 
"  When  you  were  at  Orleans,  had  you  a  standard  or 
nner,  and  of  what  color  was  it?" 
"  I  had  a  banner,  the  ground  of  which  was  covered  with 
ies ;  and  there  was  a  picture  upon  it  of  the  world,  with 
1  angel  on  each  side.     It  was  white,  of  the  white  fabric 
lied  fustian  [boucassiTi].    Tliere  was  written  upon  it,  I 
ink, '  Jhesus  Maria,'  and  it  was  fringed  with  silk." 
"Were  the   names  of  Jhesus   Maria   written  on  the 
iper  or  the  under  part,  on  the  lower,  or  on  one  side  ?  " 
"  Upon  one  side,  I  believe." 

"  Which  did  you  love  best,  your  banner  or  your  sword  ?" 
**  Much  better,  forty  times  better,  my  banner  than  my 
-ord." 

**  Who  caused  you  to  have  that  picture  made  upon  your 
uner  ?  " 

"Often  enough  I  have  told  you  that  I  did  nothing 
cept'by  the  command  of  God.  It  was  myself  who 
Tied  that  banner  when  I  attacked  the  eiiemv,  in  order 
ivoid  killing  any  one,  for  I  have  never  killed  a  single 
"Son." 

'"  What  force  did  your  king  give  you  when  he  accepted 
ti*  services?" 

*  He  gave  me  fen  or  twelve  thouFaiiA  mew,     k\>  ^^c^\.A 
U  to  Orleans,  to  the  tower  of  St.  Lo\ip,  «.tvdL  \>1\.^t^^^^ 
hat  of  the  bridge/* 


J 


:E  trial   of   JEANNE  DABC, 

"  At  the  attack  of  which  tower  was  it  tliat  you  with- 
di"ew  your  meu  ?  " 

"  I  do  not  remember.     I  was  very  sure  of  raising  tlie 

Beige  of  Orleans  ;  1  had  had  a  revelation  ou  the  Rubjcet; 

I  told  the  king  before  going  there  I  should  raise  it." 

"Before  the  assault,  did  you  tell  your  people  that  yoa 

.  alone  would  receive  the  javelins  and  the  stonea  tfiruwu 

F    by  the  machines  and  caunoiiB  '{" 

"  No ;  a  hundred  of  my  "pfmle,  and  even  more  were 

wounded.     I  said  to  them.  -  i3e!Lr  not,  and  you  will  raise 

the  siege.'     At  the  assault         the  bridge  tower  I  vat 

.  wounded  in  the  neck  with  au  arrow  or  lance ;  but  I  liaii 

-:■  great  comfort  from  St.  Catherine,  and  I  was  cured  in  lesi 

than  fifteen  days.     I  did  not  cca  le  on  that  account  to  ride 

;on  horseback  and  to  labor.  I  knew  well  1  should  be 
wounded;  I  told  my  king  so,  but  that,  notwithstanding,  1 
sbouid  keep  at  work.  They  had  been  revealed  to  me  liy 
the  voices  of  my  two  saints,  blessed  Catherine  and  biesscd 
Margaret.  It  was  I  who  first  placed  a  ladder  against  the 
tower,  and  it  was  in  raising  that  ladder  that  I  was 
wounded  in  the  neck  by  the  lance." 

The  session  ended  soon  after,  and  the  prisoner  was 
removed.  There  were  six  of  these  public  examinations, 
but  nothing  further  of  much  importance  was  elicited  hj 
them. 

The  public  examinations  being  at  an  end,  the  court 
took  a  week  to  review  and  consider  the  evidence  obtained. 
Tlicy  decided  that  further  light  was  needed  on  swrae 
points,  and  ordered  that  she  should  be  examined  in  sccwt 
by  seven  learned  doctors,  and  her  answers  recorded  for 
tlic  subsequent  use  of  the  whole  court.  There  were  nine 
of  these  secret  questionings,  but  she  adhered  to  her  fatal 
line  of  defence,  cet  m&\s^\\.\^  ■a^vi.Vi^t  wyvf-twatural  pre- 
tensions,  and  adding  ^atVVexiXavft  -NVxelft.  '^■iPSiWw.  ww 
hopelessly  than  belore  m  fti^  V^-^-^  ^  "^"^  '■*"~^' 
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complete  the  reader's  view  of  this  portion  of  the  trial,  I 
select  one  of  these  secret  examinations  (the  fourth)  for 
translation,  in  which  she  overtasked  the  credulity  even  of 
her  adherents,  and  made  lier  well-wishers  in  the  court 
powerless  to  serve  her. 

"  What  was  the  sign  which  you  gave  your  king  ?  " 

"  Would  you  like  me  to  perjure  myself  ?" 

"  Have  you  promised  and  sworn  to  St.  Catherine  not  to 
reveal  that  sign  ? " 

"  I  have  sworn  and  promised  not  to  reveal  that  sign, 
and  of  my  own  accord,  too,  because  they  pressed  me  too 
much  to  reveal  it ;  and  then  I  said  to  myself :  I  promise 
not  to  speak  of  it  to  any  man  in  the  world.  The  sign 
was  that  an  angel  assured  my  king,  when  bringing  him  . 
the  crown,  that  he  would  possess  the  whole  kingdom  of 
Prance,  through  the  help  of  God  and  my  labor.  The 
angel  told  him  also  to  set  me  at  work,  that  is  to  say,  give 
me  some  soldiers,  or  otherwise  he  would  not  be  crowned 
and  anointed  so  soon." 

"  Have  you  spoken  to  St.  Catherine  since  yesterday  ?  " 

"I  have  heard  her  since  yesterday,  and  she  told  me 
several  times  to  answer  the  judges  boldly  concerning 
whatever  they  should  ask  me  touching  my  case." 

"  How  did  the  angel  carry  the  crown  ?  and  did  he  place 
it  himself  upon  your  king's  head  ?  " 

"  The  crown  was  given  to  an  archbishop,  namely,  the 
Archbishop  of  Rheims,  I  believe  in  my  king's  presence. 
The  archbishop  received  it,  and  remitted  it  to  the  king. 
I  was  myself  present.  The  crown  was  afterward  placed 
in  my  king's  treasury." 

"  Where  was  it  that  the  crown  was  brought  to  the 
kmg?" 

"It  was  in  the  king's  chamber  bA.  \jQft  Osv^^wi^  ^ 
CbiDon.'' 
''  What  daj  and  hour  ? '' 
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"  As  to  the  I  day,  know  not ;  in  regard  to  the  hour,  it 
was  early.  I  have  no  further  recollection  concerning  it 
For  the  month,  it  was  March  or  April,  it  seems  to  me, 
two  years  from  the  present  month.    It  was  after  Easter." 

^<  Was  it  the  first  day  of  your  seeing  this  sign  that 
your  king  saw  it  also  ?  " 

"  Yes,  he  saw  it  the  same  day." 

"  Of  what  material  was  the  said  crown  ?  " 

^'  It  is  good  to  know  that  it  was  fine  gold ;  so  rich  was 
it  that  I  should  not  know  how  to  estimate  its  value,  nor 
appreciate  its  beauty.  The  crown  signified  that  my  king 
should  possess  the  kingdom  of  France." 

"  Were  there  any  precious  stones  in  it  ?  " 

"  I  have  told  you  what  I  know  of  it." 

*'  Did  you  handle  or  kiss  it?" 

"  No." 

"  Did  the  angel  who  brought  that  crown  come  from 
heaven  or  earth  ?  " 

'*  He  came  from  on  high,  and  I  understand  he  came 
by  the  command  of  our  Lord.  He  entered  by  the  door 
of  the  chamber.  When  he  came  before  my  king,  he 
paid  homage  to  him  by  bowing  before  him,  and  by  pro- 
nouncing the  words  which  1  have  already  mentioned,  and 
at  the  same  time  recalled  to  his  memory  the  beautiful 
jKitience  with  which  he  had  borne  his  great  troubles. 
The  angel  walked  from  the  door,  and  touched  the  floor  in 
coming  to  the  king." 

How  far  was  it  from  the  door  to  the  king  ?  " 
My  impression  is  that  it  was  about  the  length  of  a 
lance  ;  and  he  returned  by  the  same  way  he  had  entered. 
Wiicn  the  angel  came,  I  accompanied  him,  and  went  with 
him  up  the  staircase  to  the  king's  chamber.  The  nngel 
entered  first,  aud  Wve^xv  m'5^^\i^  Vk.\A\  ^'?i\4  to  the  king. 
'  Sire,  here  is  your  «\ga\  \slV^  \V:  '"^ 

"  In  what  place  Oa^L  VVve  ^w%^\  ^^^^^x  \a  >^^>^\ 
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"  I  was  almost  continually  in  prayer  that  God  would 
send  a  sign  to  the  king,  and  I  was  in  my  lodgings  at  a 
good  woman's  house  near  the  ch&teau  of  Ghinon  when 
he  came;  then  we  went  together  toward  the  king;  lie 
w^as  accompanied  by  other  angels  whom  no  one  saw.  If 
it  had  not  been  for  love  of  me,  and  to  put  me  beyond  the 
reach  of  those  who  accused  me,  I  believe  several  who  saw 
the  angel  would  not  have  seen  him." 

"  Did  all  who  were  with  the  king  see  the  angel  ?" 

"  I  believe  the  Archbishop  of  Rheims  saw  him,  as  well 
as  the  lords  D'Alen§on,  La  Tr^mouille,  and  Charles  de 
Bourbon.  As  to  the  crown,  many  churchmen  and  others 
saw  it  who  did  not  see  the  angel." 

"  Of  what  countenance,  of  what  stature,  was  that 
angel  ? " 

"  I  have  not  permission  to  say ;  to-morrow  I  will  answer 
that." 

"  Were  all  the  angels  who  accompanied  him  of  the  same 
countenance  ?  " 

"  Some  of  them  were  a  good  deal  alike,  others  not,  at 
least  from  my  point  of  view.  Some  had  wings  ;  others 
had  crowns.  In  their  company  were  St.  Catherine  and 
St.  Margaret,  who  were  with  the  angel  just  mentioned, 
and  the  other  angels  also,  even  in  the  king's  chamber." 

*'  How  did  the  angel  leave  you  ? " 

"  He  left  me  in  a  little  chapel.  I  was  very  angry  at 
his  going.  I  wept.  Willingly  would  I  have  gone  away^ 
with  him — ^that  is  to  say,  my  soul." 

"  After  the  angel's  departure,  did  you  continue  joyful  ?  " 

"  He  did  not  leave  me  fearful  or  frightened,  but  I  was 
angry  at  his  departure." 

"  Was  it  on  account  of  your  merit  that  God  sent  to  you 
His  angel  ?  " 

"-Sie  came  for  a  great  purpose,  audi  "Sii^^  \xv\v^^'5.^iNv5^i^ 
'Jie  ting  would  take  him  for  a  sign,  axLd  \VkaX»  >i>a&^  ^oxi^^ 
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OMM  Uf[nin^  nbout  my  carrying  succor  to  the  goi 

pie  of  OritjiiiiH.     Ttio  angel  came,  also,  for  the  merit  of 

the  king  ajid  of  tlie  good  Due  d'Orldans." 

•*  Why  to  yon  rather  than  aiiother  ?  " 

**  It  pkaeed  God  to  act  thea  by  meuw  of  a  timfk 
mud  in  order  to  repel  the  enemies  of  the  king.** 

*'Hai  he  told  yon  whence  the  angel  teong^thit 
crown?" 

• "  It  was  b^^t  from  Ood,  and  there  is  no  goldsaiA 
in  the  world  who  ooold  make  it. so  rich  or  so  heanflfiiL' , 

"Where  did  be  get  it  T" 

**  I  attrilmte  it  to  God,  and  know  not  otherwise  wtoMt 
it  was  taken." 

**Did  a  good  smell  oome  from  the  crown  f  Did  it 
shine?" 

"I  do  not  remember;  I  will  inform  myself."  Benmt- 
ing  after  a  pause :  "  Yes,  it  smelled  well,  and  wiU  alw&fB, 
provided  it  is  well  taken  care  of,  as  it  should  be.  It  was 
in  the  style  of  a  crown." 

"  Did  the  angel  write  you  a  letter  ?  " 

"  No." 

"  What  sign  had  your  king,  the  people  who  were  with 
him,  and  yourself,  to  make  you  think  it  was  an  angel 

"  The  king  believed  it  through  the  instruction  of  tl» 
churchmen  who  were  tliere,  and  by  the  sign  of  tbt 
crown." 

"  But  how  did  the  clergy  themselves  know  that  it  »« 
an  angel  ? " 

"  By  their  learning,  and  because  they  were  clergyi 

The  session  closed  soon  after,  and  slie  was  condnc'l^ 
once  more  to  her  apartment.  The  learned  dodw* 
questioned  her  closely,  and  even  skillfully,  during  the 
nine  secret  seaaVona,  a'cv^  ^'j  '^^'w^^  wasw^ced  them  w 
■vivacity  and  lotce.  1\«^  «id&.e&.\\«t  ova  *»a?i-^*jS< 
thrown  her8eUixomVV^\«^«.    %V^V.\^'&«^'^ 


THE  TRIAL  OP  JEANNE  DAEC.  473 

had  heard  the  people  of  Compifigne  were  to  be  put  to  the 
sword,  even  to  children  seven  years  of  age,  and  that  she 
preferred  to  die  rather  than  to  survive  such  a  massacre 
of  good  people.  "  That,"  she  added,  "  was  one  of  the 
reasons.  The  other  was,  I  knew  I  had  been  sold  to  the 
English,  and  I  held  it  better  to  die  than  fall  into  the 
liands  of  my  adversaries."  On  another  occasion  she 
declared  that  she  had  not  sprung  from  the  tower  in 
despair,  but  in  the  hope  of  escaping,  and  of  going  to  the 
succor  of  the  brave  men  who  were  in  peril.  She  owned, 
however,  that  it  was  a  rash  and  wrong  action,  of  which 
she  had  repented.  As  she  often  expressed  a  desire  to 
hear  mass,  they  asked  her  one  day  which  she  would  pre- 
fer, to  put  on  a  woman's  dress  and  hear  mass,  or  retain 
her  man's  clothes  and  not  hear  it.  Her  answer  was, 
"  First  assure  me  that  I  shall  hear  mass  if  I  put  on 
woman's  clothes,  and  then  I  will  answer  you." 

"  Very  well,"  said  the  questioner,  "  I  engage  that  you 
shall  hear  mass  if  you  will  put  on  a  woman's  dress." 

She  replied  that  she  would  wear  a  woman's  dress  to 
mass,  but  that  on  her  return  she  should  resume  her  man's 
clothes. 

They  asked  her  finally,  and  the  trial  turned  upon  this 
point,  if  she  was  willing  to  submit  all  her  words  and 
deeds  to  the  judgment  of  the  holy  mother  Church. 

"  The  Church !  "  she  exclaimed.  "  I  love  it,  and  desire 
to  sustain  it  with  my  whole  power,  for  tlie  sake  of  our 
Christian  faith.  It  is  not  I  who  should  be  hindered  from 
going  to  church  and  hearing  mass."  But  she  would  not 
answer  this  decisive  question  in  a  way  to  increase  her 
chances  of  escape.  As  to  what  she  had  done  for  her  king 
and  country,  she  said  she  submitted  it  all  to  God,  who 
bad  sent  her,  and  then  she  wandered  \\\lo  ^  y^^SKrJCvs^ 
that  the  French  were  on  the  eve  oi  a  great  V\QX.at^ .  ^"^^ 
priest  repeated  his  question,  but  8\\e  oiAy  ^e^Xv^^'OsASx^  ^^^ 
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submitted  all  to  God,  our  Lady,  and  the  saints.  "And 
my  opinion  is,"  said  she,  "  that  God  and  the  Church  are 
one."  The  questioner  then  explained  to  her  that  there 
was  a  Church  militant  and  a  Church  triumphant,  and 
that  it  was  to  the  Church  militant — consisting  of  the 
Pope,  cardinals,  bishops,  priests,  and  all  good  Catholics— 
to  which  her  submission  was  required. 

But  she  could  not  be  brought  to  submit  to  the  Church 
militant.  To  the  end  of  these  nine  incisive  questionings 
she  held  her  ground  firmly,  claiming  supernatural  war- 
rant for  all  that  she  had  done  for  her  king  and  party, 
glorying  in  it,  protesting  her  warm  desire  to  renew  her 
labors  in  the  field,  and  refusing  to  resume  the  dress  of  her 
sex.  She  said  that  if  they  condemned  her  to  the  stake, 
she  would  wear  at  the  last  hour  a  long  woman's  garment, 
but  till  then  she  should  retain  the  attire  assigned  her  by 
Divine  command.  She  refused,  a  few  days  after,  even  to 
change  her  dress  for  the  mass. 

Furtlier  deliberation  followed,  and  at  length  the  charges 
against  her  were  drawn  up,  to  the  number  of  seventy, 
each  of  which  was  read  to  her  in  open   court,  and  Iier 
answer  required.     Many  weary  days  were  thus  consumed 
without  result.     When  the  last  charge  had  been  read  and 
answered,  she  was  asked  again  the  question  upon  wliicli 
her  life  depended,  "  If  the  Church  militant  says  to  you 
that  your  revelations  are  illusory  or  diabolical,  will  you 
submit  to  the  decision  of  the  Church  ?  "     Her  answer  was 
the  same  as  before  :  "  I  submit  all  to  God,  whose  com- 
mand I  shall  always  obey." 

Tlie  seventy  charges  were  then  condensed  to  twelve,  for 
the  convenience  of  the  court.  These  charges  were  chieflj' 
drawn  from  her  own  avowals.  The  first  article,  for 
example,  acc\\s»c4.  \\eY  oi  ^'^Y\\\'^*(^v5iX.A\^W<lbeeu  visited 
and  guided  by  St.^\\Oi\^e\,'^'^.^^'^^^^^^^*^^^'^^ 
ret.     Her  \q^^^  ii^om  V\i^  ^^^^^  ^  ^  \sSNa2L^^\s^  V^^^^^^ 
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one  of  the  charges,  her  inscribing  sacred  names  on  her 
banner  was  another.  The  charges,  in  short,  >vere  the 
condensed  statement  of  her  own  answers,  the  chief  point 
of  offence  bt^ing  that  she  claimed  for  her  mission  super- 
natural authorization  and  aid.  The  outward  and  visible 
sign  of  this  pretension  was  the  wearing  of  men's  clothes. 

The  patience  of  the  court  with  their  contumacious 
prisoner  was  remarkable,  and  seems  to  indicate  that  the 
dourt  as  a  body  meant  to  try  her  fairly,  and  that  there 
were  members  who  desired  her  acquittal.  Eight  learned 
doctors  were  next  appointed  to  visit  her  in  her  room,  and 
give  her  a  solemn  ai^i  affectionate  admonition,  and  urge 
her,  by  timely  submission  and  repentance,  to  save  her 
body  from  tlie  fire  and  her  soul  from  perdition.  They 
performed  this  duty  well.  They  offered  to  send  her  other 
learned  men,  if  she  would  designate  them,  who  would 
visit  her,  instruct  her,  resolve  her  doubts,  and  guide  her 
into  the  true  way.  She  thanked  them  for  their  pains, 
adhered  to  all  her  pretensions,  and  refused  to  change  her 
dress.  "  Let  come  what  will,"  said  she,  "  I  shall  not  say 
or  do  otherwise." 

After  days  of  further  deliberation,  they  caused  her  to 
be  conducted  to  a  chamber  of  the  great  tower,  in  which 
Vere  the  apparatus  of  the  torture,  and  the  men  in  official 
costume  who  usually  applied  it.     "Truly,"  said  she,  as 
Bhe  looked  upon  the  hideous  implements,  "  if  you  tear  mo 
limb  from  limb,  and  separate  soul  from  body,  I  shouli 
Bay  nothing  other  than  I  have  said ;  and  even  if  I  should, 
I  should  forever  maintain  that  vou  made  me  sav  it  bv 
force."    And  she  went  on  to  speak  of  her  voices  in  her 
TUsual  manner.     The  court  decided  that,  considering  "  the 
hardness  of  her  heart,"  the  punishment  of  the  torture 
"Would  profit  her  little,  and  that  thcreioxe  \\.  m\^\.\»^  ^^'^- 
Vmed  withy  at  least  for  the  present.     Owc^  \^^^^^^  ^^^ 
JPfeQ»  doctor  ibought  that  the  torture  ^vo\i\^L\iei  ^^^  ^'^'^^' 
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tary  medicine  for  her  soul,"  but  the  general  opinion  was 
that  she  had  ah*eady  confessed  enough.  As  a  Catholic 
she  had  indeed  put  herself  fatally  in  the  wrong,  and  given 
lier  enemies  all  thd  pretext  for  her  condenfnation  which 
the  age  required. 

More  deliberations  followed.  The  University  of  Paris 
was  formally  consulted,  and  would  give  but  one  answer : 
cither  the  events  related  by  the  prisoner  occurred,  or  they 
did  not  occur ;  if  they  did  not  occur,  she  is  a  contuma- 
cious liar ;  if  they  did  occur,  she  is  a  sorceress  and  a 
servant  of  the  devil.  She  must  therefore  confess,  recaut, 
renounce,  submit,  or  suffer  a  penaltjr  proportioned  to  her 
crimes.  This  decision  was  also  communicated  to  the  Maid 
with  the  utmost  solemnity,  and  she  was  again  exhorted  and 
entreated  to  submit.  The  address  delivered  to  her  on  this 
occasion  was  eloquent  and  pathetic,  and  the  argument 
presented  was  one  which  should  have  convinced  a  Catholic. 
The  orator,  however,  expended  liis  main  strength  in  ten- 
der entreaty,  begging  her,  for  her  immortal's  souFs  sake, 
not  to  persist  in  setting  her  own  uninstructed  judgment 
against  that  of  the  University  of  .Paris,  and  so  great  a 
body  of  eminent  clergy.  It  was  of  no  avail.  "  If,''  said 
she, ''  I  was  already  condemned,  if  I  saw  the  brand  lighted, 
the  fagots  ready,  and  tlie  executioner  about  to  kindle  the 
lire,  and  if  I  was  actually  in  the  flames,  I  sliould  say  onk 
what  1  have  said,  and  maintain  all  that  I  have  said,  till 
death. 

She  was  to  have  one  more  opportunity  to  escape  the 
fire.  On  Thursday  morning,  May  24th,  the  scene  of  the 
trial  was  changed  from  a  room  in  Rouen  castle  to  the 
public  cemetery  of  the  city.  A  spacious  platform  was 
erected  for  the  prisoner.  The  "Cardinal  of  England" 
attended,  ai\4  W\^y^  ^^^  vs.  ^^^\.  ^v^ucourse  of  excited 
j)Cople,  now  udmV^V^^^  io^  *0v^^  ^^^"^  "^^"^^  '^^  ^>^c^^vk 
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cart,  and  plaoed  upon  the  stand  prepared  for  her,  the  cart 
remaining  to  take  her  to  the  caetie  or  to  the  stake,  accord- 
ing to  the  issue  of  this  day's  session.  When  all  were  in 
their  places,  a  preacher  of  great  renovrn  rose,  and,  taking 
his  place  opposite  to  the  prisoner,  preached  a  sermon  upon 
the  text,  "  A  branch  can  not  bear  fruit  of  itself  except  it 
abide  in  the  vine,"  which  he  concluded  by  a  last  solemn 
exhortation  to  the  prisoner  to  yield  submission  to  the 
Church. 

She  was  not  shaken.  In  her  first  reply,  however,  she 
tried  a  new  expedient,  saying,  "  Send  to  Rome,  to  our  holy 
father  the  Pope,  to  whom,  after  God,  I  yield  submission." 
Three  times  she  was  asked  if  she  was  willing  to  renounce 
those  of  her  acts  and  words  which  the  court  condemned. 
Her  last  reply  was,  "  I  appeal  to  God  and  our  holy  father 
the  Pope." 

The  presiding  bishop  then  began  the  reading  of  her 
sentence.  The  reading  had  proceeded  two  or  three 
minutes,  when  suddenly  her  courage  failed  her,  and  she 
yielded.  She  interrupted  the  reading.  "  I  am  willing," 
she  cried,  "  to  hold  all  that  the  Church  ordains,  all  that 
you  judges  shall  say  and  pronounce.  I  will  obey  your 
orders  in  everything."  Then  she  repeated  several  times : 
**  Since  the  men  of  the  church  decide  that  my  apparitions 
and  revelations  are  neither  sustainable  nor  credible,  I 
do  not  wish  to  believe  nor  sustain  them.  I  yield  in  every- 
thing to  you  and  to  our  holy  mother  Church." 

This  submission  had  been  provided  for  by  the  manager 
of  the  trial.  He  at  once  produced  a  formal  recantation 
and  abjuration,  which  she  lyas  required  to  sign.  '*  1  can 
neither  read  nor  write,"  she  said.  The  king's  secretary 
placed  the  document  before  her,  put  a  pen  in  her  hand, 
and  guided  it  while  she  wrote  "  JehauTie  "  ^axSl  ^y^'^^^^ 
the  sifm  ot  the  croBa. 
The  biBbop  then  produced  anotlier  ftOTv\,fexve.^  ^\\\r\\ VsA 
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becD  prepared  beforehand  in  view  of  lier  possible  alijora- 
tioD.  This  document,  after  recounting  her  errors  aud  Ijer 
aabmiBsion,  rcUeved  her  from  excommiinication,  aud 
urged  her  to  a  true  repentance ;  but  it  ended  with  a.  few 
words  ot  crushing  import  to  such  a  spirit :  "  Since  yon 
liaTe  lafihly  sinned  aii&inet  God  and  holy  Church,  ftnully, 
defildtively,  we  condemn  you  to  perpetual  iiaprisonmcnt, 
vith  the  bread  of  grief  and  tlie  water  of  anguish,  to  tlis 
end  that  you  may  mourn  your,  faults  and  commit  uo 
man."  Then  she  was  conveyed  to  the  castle.  Tlist 
aftenioon,  in  the  presence  of  six  or  seven  ec(!lesia8tie!^ 
after  exhortation,  she  took  off  her  man's  dreaa  wilb 
apparent  willingness,  and  put  on  that  of  a  woman.  Hiit 
also  allowed  some  locks  of  hair,  which  she  had  wum 
hitherto  in  the  fashion  of  men,  to  be  cut  off  and  taken. 
away. 

And  thufljon  that  Thursday  afternoon,  May  24th, exaclly 
one  year  after  her  capture,  in  the  sixth  month  of  her 
confinement  in  the  castle,  and  fourth  of  her  public  trial, 
she  found  herself  still  in  prison,  cliained  as  beiore, 
guarded  as  before  by  men,  and  deprived  of  the  one  boIm* 
that  eaptivea  know — hope.  She  had  saved  her  life,  bal 
not  regained  her  darling  liberty.  Slie  was  not  in  the 
field.  She  was  a  enptivc,  shorn,  despoiled,  depradeJ, 
hopeless.  lacerated  by  fetters,  and  weighed  down  by  liia'7 
chains,  with  men  always  in  her  cell,  and  liable  every  liow 
to  the  taunts  of  liostile  and  contemptuous  visitors. 

She  bore  it  Friday,  Saturday,  Sunday,  When  she  rose 
on  Monday  morning,  she  put  on  her  man's  dress.  Tte 
hisliop  and  several  other  members  of  the  court  arritf^ 
but  too  soon  ;  for  this  was  welcome  news  to  the  Engiisli 
party.  They  aaked  her  why  she  had  resumed  that  dress. 
'*  Because,"  sali  6\ift,''''"ftevB?,'fl^^ict«,u,it  is  more  d«» 
1  have  resnmei  \V,\.oo,'ws<iWM»  i«^^a«^ -msOvs^-^ 
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and  have  my  irons  taken  off.  I  prefer  to  die  than  be  in 
irons.  Lot  me  go  to  mass,  take  off  my  chains,  put  me 
in  a  proper  prison,  let  me  have  a  woman  for  companion, 
and  then  I  will  be  good,  and  do  what  the  Church  desires." 
They  asked  her  if  her  voices  had  revisited  her,  if  she 
still  believed  that  they  were  St.  Catherine  and  St.  ]tfar- 
garet,  if  she  adhered  to  what  she  had  said  with  regard  to 
the  crown  given  to  her  king  by  St.  Michael.  To  all  such 
questions  she  replied  bluntly  in  the  affirmative,  as  if  court- 
ing death.  "  All  that  1  revoked  and  declared  on  the 
scaffold,"  said  she,  "  I  did  through  fear  of  the  fire.  I 
prefer  to  die  than  endure  longer  the  pain  of  imprison- 
ment. Never  have  I  done  anything  against  God  or  the 
faith.  I  did  not  understand  what  was  in  the  act  of 
abjuration.  If  tlie  judges  desire  it,  I  will  wear  woman's 
dress  ;  beyond  that  I  will  yield  nothing." 

To  reassemble  the  court,  and  bring  this  erring,  tor- 
tured, devoted  child  to  the  stake,  required  but  two  days. 
On  Wednesday  morning,  May  30, 1431,  there  was  anothej* 
op3n-air  session  of  the  court,  in  a  market-place  of  Rouen, 
where  there  was  erected  a  ]ilatform  of  another  kind  for  the 
prisoner.  On  tliat  last  morning  of  her  life  her  demeanor 
was  not  stoical  lior  histiionic,  but  simply  human — tlie 
demeanor  of  a  terrified  girl  of  nineteen  who  was  nerving 
herself  to  a  frightful  ordeal  which  she  herself  had  chosen. 

She  bewailed  her  fate  with,  cries  and  sobs.  They  gave 
her  a  priest  to  hear  her  in  confession,  after  which  the 
sacrament  was  brought  to  her  by  the  usual  procession  of 
priests  chanting  a  litany,  and  bearing  many  candles.  She 
received  it  "  very  devoutly,  and  with  a  great  abundance 
of  tears,"  and  passed  lier  remaining  time  in  prayer.  The 
same  cart  conveyed  her  to  the  market-place,  guarded  by 
"  a  hundred  and  twenty  "  English  meu-aWYisi^,  k-^^^JcsKt 
sermon  was  preached,  upon  tlie  text,  ^^\t  ^x^^  \xNKa^"^'^ 
suffer,  the  othdv  members  suffer  also?'     T\\^  Vv^v^^ '^^'^ 
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read  a  long  sentence,  of  which  a  few  words  are  given  at 
tlio  beginning  of  this  article,  which  he  ended  by  handing 
her  over  to  the  secular  arm.  The  members  of  the  court 
departed,  and  then,  without  any  other  legal  formality,  she 
was  bound  to  the  stake  and  burned.  Tradition  gives  us 
many  particulars  of  her  last  moments,  but  as  they  were 
not  gathered  till  1456,  twenty-five  years  after  her  ashes 
were  thrown  into  the  Seine,  we  must  receive  them  with 
caution.  It  is  credible  enough  that  she  died  embracing  a 
cross,  and  with  her  eyes  fixed  upon  another  cross  held  up 
before  het  by  a  sympathizing  priest.  In  1456,  the  period 
of  her  "  rehabilitation,"  that  man  was  accounted  happy 
who  had  something  pleasing  or  glorious  to  tell  of  the 
Maid  whom  Prance  then  revered  as  a  deliverer. 

It  is  difficult  for  us  to  conceive  the  importance  attached 
to  this  trial  at  the  time.  The  English  government,  by  a 
long  circular  letter,  notified  all  the  sovereigns  of  Europe 
of  the  result  of  the  trial,  and  gave  them  an  outline  of 
the  proceedings.  The  University  at  Paris  sent  a  par- 
ticular account  of  the  trial  to  the  Pope,  to  the  cardinals, 
and  to  the  chief  prelates  of  Christendom.  But  five  years 
later  Paris  surrendered  to  the  King  of  France,  and 
twenty-five  years  later  Normandy  itself  owned  allegiaBce 
t«i  OUarlcs  Vll. 
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HARRIET  MARTINEAU. 

^^  T"TOW  I  detest  benevolent  people!"  Sydney  Smith 

J L   is  reported  to  have  said,  on  looking  up  from  a 

book  he  had  been  reading. 

"Why?"  asked  his  daughter. 

"Because  they  are  so  cruel,"  was  his  reply. 

I  was  reminded  of  this  anecdote  upon  looking  over  a 
"book  lately  published,  entitled  "Harriet  Martiueau's  Auto- 
biography," which  is  full  of  the  personal  gossip  that  amuses 
readers,  but  gives  extreme  pain  to  large  numbers  of  worthy 
persons  who  cannot  possibly  set  themselves  right  with  the 
public  by  correcting  the  misconceptions  of  a  writer  no 
longer  among  the  living.  Miss  Martineau  was,  doubt- 
less, a  lady  who  strongly  desired  the  happiness  of  man- 
kind, and  who  had  some  correct  ideas  of  the  manner 
in  which  human  happiness  is  to  be  promoted.  She  ren- 
dered much  good  service  in  her  day  and  generation,  but 
she  left  this  book  to  be  published  after  her  death,  which 
is  unjust  to  almost  every  individual  named  in  it,  and, 
most  of  all,  unjust  to  herself. 

And  the  worst  of  it  is,  no  effective  answer  can  be  made> 
to  it.  The  gifted  family  of  the  Kembles,  for  example,  and 
particularly  Mrs.  Kemble,  a  lady  still  living,  with  children 
and  other  relations,  are  held  up  to  the  contempt  of  man- 
kind as  va!n,  vulgar,  and  false.  Perhaps  the  Kembles 
thought  Miss  Martineau  vain,  vulgar,  and  falA;  but 
they  have  not  had  the  indecency  to  tell  tlv^  ^\&kV\R.  ^<5k, 
Macaulaf,  Miss  Martineau  tells  UB,\i^  ^^XkSi\\fe^^V  ^^^ 
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his  nephew,  Trevelyau,  "  no  head.''  Lord  Althorp  was 
"one  of  nature's  graziers;"  Lord  Brougham  was  a  creat- 
ure obscene  and  treacherous ;  Earl  Russell  and  the  whole 
Wliig  party  were  a  set  of  conceited  incapables;  Thack- 
eray, tiie  satirist  of  snobs,  was  himself  a  snob;  N.  P. 
WiHis,  a  lying  dandy;  Eastlake  an  artist  of  "limited" 
:indt)rstanding ;  and  so  she  deals  out  her  terrible  gossip, 
which  might  have  been  harmless  enough  spoken  at  a  tea- 
table  to  a  confidential  friend,  but  was  not  proper  to  be 
printed  during  the  lifetime  of  the  individuq,ls  named,  nor 
during  the  lifetime  of  their  immediate  descendants. 

Things  go  by  contraries  in  this  world.  We  often  find 
high  Tories  who,  in  their  practical  dealings  with  their 
fellow-men,  are  perfectly  democratic ;  and  it  is  well  known 
that  some  of  the  most  positive  democrats  this  country  has 
ever  produced  have  been,  in  their  personal  demeanor, 
haughty  and  inhuman.  It  is  much  the  same  with  philan- 
thropists and  misanthropists.  A  person  may  snarl  at 
mankind  in  a  l)Ook  and  bo  the  soul  of  kindness  in  liis 
own  circle,  and  lie  may  deluge  the  world  with  benevolent 
'^  gusli,"  without  having  learned  to  be  agreeable  or  goofl- 
tempered  in  his  own  home. 

Miss  ilartineau,  however,  has  been  to  no  one  so  unjust 
as  to  herself ;  for  she  has  not  had  the  art  to  make  lier 
readers  feel  and  realize  the  disadvantages  under  which 
she  labored.  She  was  deaf;  she  had  no  sense  of  smell, 
and  only  a  very  imperfect  sense  of  taste.  She  could  hear, 
it  is  true,  by  the  aid  of  a  trumpet,  but  she  was  cut  off 
from  all  that  higher,  easier,  constant  intercourse  with  her 
kind  which  people  enjoy  who  rarely  know  what  silence  is, 
and  who  hear  human  speech  of  some  kind  at  jllmost  every 
moment  when  they  are  awake.  And  she  had  a  childhcKxl 
which  disarms  eciw^xi^^.  ^\\\\\\^  V\\^  fcrst  thirty  years  of 
lier  life,  slic  seaxceVy  ^\\\^^^^^^^^  ^'^l  '^V\s&'^^i^^^L^^^v  ^ 
all  in  conseaueiic^  oi  \v^^  m^K\x^^^  ^  ^x^^^^X..  ^V^^^v 
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soon  after  it  was  born,  was  sent  out  of  the  way  to  a  wet- 
nurse  in  the  country,  who  nearly  starved  her  to  death, 
having  an  insufficiency  of  milk,  and  being  unwilling  to 
lose  the  charge  of  the  child  by  telling  the  truth.  Her 
deafness  and  her  bad  health  during  the  first  tiiird  of  her 
life  were  always  ascribed  by  her  mother  to  this  starva- 
tion. 

The  story  of  her  childhood  is  almost  incomprehensible 
to  American  parents,  who  are  apt  to  watch  their  ciiildren 
with  even  an  excessive  care  and  tenderness.  Her  parents 
seemed  never  to  have  suspected  what  she  suffered,  nor 
did  she  ever  have  confidence  enough  in  them  to  attempt 
to  make  known  to  them  her  miseries.  Milk,  for  example, 
always  disagreed  with  her,  and  to  such  a  degree  that  she 
had  "  a  horrid  lump  at  her  throat  for  hours  every  morn- 
ing, and  the  most  terrible  oppression  in  the  night.*^ 
Nevertheless,  as  English  children  are  always  fed  upon 
milk,  she  continued  to  drink  it  mornuig  and  night,  with- 
out mentioning  her  sufferings,  until  she  was  old  enough 
t^  drink  tea,  which,  in  England,  is  usually  about  the  six- 
teenth year.  How  amazing  is  this!  On  what  strange 
terms  children  must  live  with  their  elders  where  such  a 
tiling  could  be! 

During  all  her  childhood  she  was  tormented  by  fear 
and  shame.  She  was  afraid  of  everything  and  everybody. 
Sometimes,  at  the  head  of  the  stairs,  she  would  be  panic* 
stricken,  and  feel  sure  she  could  never  get  down.  In 
going  a  few  steps  into  the  garden  she  would  be  afraid  to 
look  behind  her,  dreading  an  imaginary  wild  beast.  She 
was  afraid  of  the  star-lighted  sky,  having  an  awful  dread 
of  its  coming  down  upon  her,  crushing  her,  and  remaining 
upon  her  head.  She  was  afraid  of  persons,  and  declares 
that,  to  the  best  of  her  belief,  she  iv^^ei:  Tcva^  ^MiC^cv  'isxv 
individual  whom  she  was  not  airaid  oi  \xtA}\  ^^^^^  '^^^- 
een  years  of  ago.     The  cxhibitiow  oi  ^  m-a.^\^\^^^^^^^^^ 
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awful  to  her,  and  she  was  terrified  beyond  measure  by 
seeing  the  prismatic  colors  in  the  glass  drops  of  a  chande- 
lier. There  were  certain  individuals  whom  she  met 
occasionally  in  the  town,  of  whom  she  knew  nothing, 
neither  tlieir  name  nor  tlieir  occupation,  and  yet  she  could 
never  see  them  without  experiencing  the  most  intense 
fear.  At  the  same  time  she  was  bitterly  ashamed  oi  thip^ 
weakness,  and  seems  never  to  have  thought  of  mentioning 
it  to  a  living  creature,  least  of  all  to  her  mother  and 
sisters.  For  a  long  course  of  years — ^from  about  ^ight  to 
fourteen — she  tried  with  all  her  might  to  pass  a  day 
without  crying. 

"  I  was  a  persevering  child,"  she  says,  "  and  I  knew  I 
tried  hard ;  but  I  failed.  I  gave  up  at  last,  and  during 
all  those  years  I  never  did  pass  a  day  without  crying." 

'  She  thinks  her  temper  must  have  been  "  excessively 
bad,"  and  that  she  was  "  an  insufferable  child  for  gloom, 
obstinacy,  and  crossness."  But  she  also  thought  that  if 
her  parents  and  brothers  and  sisters  had  shown  ever  so 
little  sympathy  with  her  unhappiness,  she  should  have 
responded  with  joyous  alacrity.  When  her  hearing  began 
to  grow  dull,  it  did  not  excite  sympathy  in  the  family, 
but  distrust  and  contempt.  She  would  be  told  that  "  none 
arc  so  deaf  as  they  who  do  not  wish  to  hear  ;  "  and  wlien 
it  could  no  longer  be  doubted  that  she  was  growing  deaf, 
the  best  help  she  got  was  from  her  brother,  who  told  her 
that  he  hoped  she  would  never  make  herself  troublesome 
to  other  people.  What  a  delightful  family  !  Such  treat- 
ment, however,  had  one  good  effect :  she  made  up  her 
mind,  and  she  kept  her  resolution,  never  to  make  her 
deafness  a  burthen  to  others.  She  never  asked  anv  one 
to  repeat  a  remark  in  company  which  she  had  not  caught, 
and  always  Uu^te^  \\^^  Iyv^w^^  V^  XsJl  l\<^r  what  it  was 
necessary  ior  \\ciY  to  Vxvo^ . 
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the  end  of  Napoleon's  career,  a  kind  of  savageness  seems 
to  have  pervaded  human  life.  All  Europe  was  fighting ; 
fichool-boys  were  encouraged  and  expected  to  fight,  and 
the  softer  feelings  of  our  nature  were  undervalued  or 
despised.  Bonaparte  made  life  harder  for  almost  every 
cne  in  the  civilized  world ;  and  this  may  partly  explain 
how  an  intelligent,  virtuous,  and  even  benevolent  family 
could  have  lived  together  in  a  manner  which  seems  to  us 
heartless  and  savage. 

Her  parents  gave  her  an  excellent  education.  Sho 
could  make  shirts  and  puddings ;  she  could  iron  and 
mead;  she  acquired  all  household  arts,  as  girls  did  in 
"those  days  ;  but  at  the  same  time  she  became  a  considera- 
We  proficient  in  languages  and  science,  and  very  early 
hegan  to  show  an  inclination  to  composition.  The  circum- 
stance which  made  her  a  professional  writer  was  interest- 
ing. She  had  secretly  sent  an  article  to  a  monthly 
magazine,  and  a  few  days  after,  as  she  was  sitting  after 
tea  in  her  brother's  parlor,  he  said : 

"  Come  now,  we  have  had  plenty  of  talk ;  I  will  read 
jrou  something." 

He  took  the  very  magazine  that  contained  her  contri- 
bution, and  opening  it  .at  her  article  he  glanced  at  it, 
find  said : 

"  They  have  got  a  new  hand  here.    Listen." 

He  read  a  few  lines,  and  then  exclaimed  : 

"  Ah !  This  is  a  new  hand  ;  they  have  had  nothing  as 
good  as  this  for  a  long  while." 

He  kept  bursting  out  with  exclamations  of  approval  as 
ie  continued  to  read,  until,  at  length,  observing  her 
nlence,  he  said : 

"  Harriet,  what  is  the  matter  with  you  ?    I  never  knew 
rou  BO  alow  to  praise  anything  beiore." 
She  replied  in  utter  confusion : 

''I  never  oonld   baffle   anybody.      T\i^  \K\>Sst\  ^^-^  "^^ 
^er  is  mine/' 
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Her  brother  said  nothing,  but  fiiiished  the  artide  is 
Bileucey  and  Bpoke  no  more  until  she  zoae  to  go  home, 
llien  he  laid  hiB  hand  on  her  shoulder,  and  aaid,  in  a 
aeriouB  tone : 

"  Now,  dear  '^  (he  had  never  called  her  dear  before), 
*^  now,  dear,  leave  it  to  other  women  to  make  shirtB  and 
dam  stockings,  and  do  you  devote  ypurself  to  this." 

And  80  she  did.  «With  immense  perseverance,  and 
after  encountering  every  sort  of  discouragement,  dw 
reached  the  public  ear,  by  writing  storiea  in  illustratioa 
of  the  truths  of  political  economy.  For  a  time  she  wis. 
the  most  popular  story-writer  in  England,  and  the  aid  of 
her  pen  was  sought  by.  cabinet  ministers,  as  weU  as  bf 
the  conductors  of  almost  every  important  periodical  She 
was  so  good  and  useful  a  woman,  that  we  must  foigiTO 
whatever  mistakes  of  judgment  and  temper  we  may  lamenii 
in  her  autobiograpliy.  She  loved  America  almost  as 
though .  slie  had  been  born  upon  its  soil,  and  Americans 
must   take  her  censures  in  good  part. 

During  lier  residence  in  the  United  States,  she  sacrificed 
her  ])opularity,  and  even  risked  her  personal  safety,  by 
oi)cnly  espousing  the  cause  of  the  detested  abolitiouists. 
At  one  of  their  meetings  in  Boston,  in  1835,  to  attend 
which  she  braved  tlie  fury  of  a  mob,  she  deliberately,  and 
with  full  knowledge  of  what  her  action  involved,  spoke 
in  defence  of  their  principles.  Her  own  narrative  of  the 
event,  as  given  in  her  Autobiography,  is  of  singular 
interest : 

"  In  the  midst  of  the  proceedings  of  the  meeting,  s 
note  was  handed  to  me  written  in  pencil  on  the  back  d 
the  hymn  wliich  the  party  were  singing.  It  was  from 
Mr.  Loring,  and  these  were  his  words : 

"  •  Knowmg  yowt  o\iV5\\Qvva>^\  ^^\»  «j&k  you  whether  yw 
would   object  to  gVN^^  \^cyc^<&  ^l^sss^'^^i^Xsi^^jw^^^ 
arc  Rufter\iig\v^Ye  io\'  ^^^^^  -j^x^V'sjcq^  ^^^^^s^xj^^ais^^s^^ 
It  would  afford  gte^Y>  comio^^.^ 
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'*The  moment  of  reading  this  note  was  one  of  the 
most  painful  of  my  life.  I  felt  that  I  could  never  be 
happy  again  if  I  refused  what  was  asked  of  me ;  but  to 
comply  was  probably  to  shut  against  me  every  door  in 
the  United  States  but  those  of  the  Abolitionists.  I 
should  no  more  see  persons  and  things  as  they  ordinarily 
were.  I  should  have  no  more  comfort  or  pleasure  in  my 
travels ;  and  my  very  life  would  Jbe,  like  other  people's, 
endangered  by  an  avowal  of  the  kind  desired.  George 
Thompson  was  then  on  the  sea,  having  narrowly  escaped 
with  his  life,  and  the  fury  against '  foreign  incendiaries ' 
ran  high.  Houses  had  been  sacked ;  children  had  been 
carried  through  the  snow  from  their  beds  at  midnight; 
travelers  had  been  lynched  in  the  market-places,  as  well 
as  in  the  woods ;  and  there  was  no  safety  for  any  one, 
native  or  foreign,  who  did  what  I  was  now  compelled  to 
do.  Having  made  up  my  mind,  I  was  considering  how 
the  word  of  sympathy  should  be  given,  when  Mrs.  Loring 
came  up,  with  an  easy  and  smiling  countenance,  and  said : 

" '  You  have  had  my  husband's  note.  He  hopes  you 
will  do  as  he  says ;  but  you  must  please  yourself,  of 
course.' 

"  I  said,  '  No ;  it  is  a  case  in  which  there  is  no  choice.*^ 

"  '  Oh,  pray  do  not  do  it  unless  you  like  it..  You  must 
do  as  you  think  right.' 

" '  Yes,'  said  I, '  I  must.' 

"  At  first,  out  of  pure  shyness,  I  requested  the  president 
to  say  a  few  words  for  me ;  but,  presently,  remembering 
the  importance  of  the  occasion  and  the  difficulty  of  set- 
ting right  any  mistake  the  president  might  fall  into,  I 
agreed  to  that  lady's  request,  that  I  should  speak  for 
myself.     Having  risen,  therefore,  with  his  note  in  my 
hand,  and  being  introduced  to  the  meetiiv^^  1  ^iJA^^^  ^^^^ 
precisely  recorded  at  the  time,  what  io\\o^^\ 
^^' I  have  been  requested  by  a  iv\e\\ii  \^ve^^\^^  *^^  "^"^^ 
eometbing—if  only  a  word — ^to  cxpres.^  iv"v>f  ^>j«\^^^^^ 
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the  objects  of  this  meeting.  I  had  supposed  that  my 
presence  here  would  be  understood  as  showing  my  sym- 
pathy with  you.  But  as  I  am  requested  to  speak,  I  will 
say  what  I  have  said  through  the  whole  South,  in  ever/ 
family  where  I  have  been;  that  I  consider  slavery  as 
inconsistent  with  the  law  of  God  and  as  incompatible 
with  the  law  of  his  Providence.  I  should  certainly  say 
no  less  at  the  North  tjian  at  the  South  concerning  this 
utter  abomination,  and  I  now  declare  that  in  your  princi- 
ples I  fully  agree.' " 

"  As  I  concluded,  Mrs.  Chapman  bowed  down  her  glow- 
ing head  on  her  folded  arms,  and  there  was  a  murmur  of 
satisfaction  tlirough  the  room,  while,  outside,  the  growing 
crowd  (which  did  not,  however,  become  large)  was  hoot- 
ing and  yellingf  and  throwing  mud  and  dust  against  the 
windows." 

It  was  bravely  done.  Happily,  the  present  generation 
can  form  but  an  imperfect  idea  of  the  sacrifice  she  made 
in  taking  sides  with  a  party  then  held  in  equal  abhorrence 
and  contempt.  Several  days  passed  before  this  action  of 
Miss  Martineau  was  known  to  the  public.  Gradually, 
however,  it  circulated,  and,  at  length,  the  little  speech 
itself  was  printed  verbatim  in  a  report  of  the  Anti- 
Slavery  Society.  Precisely  that  happened  which  Miss 
Martineau  had  anticipated.  Every  door  was  closed 
against  her,  except  those  of  tlie  Abolitionists.  No  more 
invitations  littered  her  table.  She  was  a  lion  no  longer. 
Houses  where  she  was  known  to  be  staying  were  avoided, 
as  thougli  they  had  shown  to  the  passer-by  the  warning 
signal  of  contagion.  The  Boston  Advertiser  opened  upon 
her  its  provincial  thunder,  and  Boston  society  shuddered 
at  the  awful  fate  which  the  brave  woman  had  brouglit 
upon  liers^lf .  Tlve  ^v^^^  m  ^<iw^vial  denounced  her,  and 
even  some  oi  t\\e  XV^oYvlVoxvx^V-^  \^\^^  *Ov\^V^^^>^^% 
she  need  not  have  VviWTY^^  V\v\^  o\\c>^>v5 . 

Miss    Martiueau's  U^uc,>x.\.^^  ---  -^  ^--  -  --- 
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listurbed,  and  she  was  glad  that,  in  so  critical  a  moment, 
ahe  bad  been  able  to  preserve  her  self-respect. 

During  the  greater  part  of  her  mature  life  she  felt  her- 
self compelled  to  embrace  the  unpopular  side  of .  most  of 
the  questions  which  deeply  stirred  the  human  mind.  For 
some  years  she  retained  the  faith  of  her  parents,  which 
was  the  Unitarian  ;  but,  as  her  intelligence  matured,  she 
Found  the  beliefs  and  usages  of  that  sect  less  and  less 
satisfactory,  until  she  reached  the  settled  conviction  that 
all  the  creeds  and  religions  of  the  earth  were  of  purely 
buman  origin.  She  rejected  the  idea  of  a  personal  deity, 
uid  regarded  the  belief  in  immortality  as  an  injurious 
lelusion.  It  is  a  proof,  at  once,  of  the  profound  excel- 
lence of  her  character  and  the  advanced  catholicity  of 
fier  generation,  that  these  opinions,  which  she  never  con- 
jealed  and  never  obtruded,  estranged  none  of  her  friends, 
3ven  .  those  of  the  most  pronounced  orthodoxy.  Miss 
Florence  Nightingale,  for  example,  a  devoted  member  of 
the  Church  of  England,  wrote,  on  hearing  of  her  death  : 

"The  shock  of  your  tidings  to  me,  of  course,  was 
yreat ;  but,  0, 1  feel  how  delightful  the  surprise  to  her ! 
Eow  much  she  must  know  now !  How  much  she  must 
lave  enjoyed  already !  I  do  not  know  what  your  opinions 
ire  about  this ;  I  know  what  hers  were,  and  for  a  long 
;ime,  I  have  thought  how  great  will  be  the  surprise  to  her 
—a  glorious  surprise!  She  served  the  Right,  that  is, 
3od,  all  lier  life." 

In  a  similar  strain  wrote  other  friends,  who  were 
)elievers  in  immortal  life.  Miss  Martineau  died  at  her 
)wn  house  at  Ambleside,  in  1876,  aged  seventy-four  years. 
$he  expressed  the  secret  of  her  life  in  a  sentence  of  her 
Autobiography. 

"  The  real  and  justifiable  and  Jionorable  suhYict  d 
nterest  to   human    beings,  living    aivdi  ^^vkv^-*  "^^  "^^^^ 

'ELFABE  OF    TflEIB    FELLOWS,    6urrOM\\^VYV%    O^    ^\«V\n\»% 


fcw     ij  years  after  slie  liail  wrillon  liprantobiogmplij' 

11  momentarv  expectation  of  drath,  clie  contiuiied  to  live 

-id  work  for   hu  welfare  of  her  fellows,    lu  her  own  words, 

Literature,  thou)ch  a  precious  luxury,  waui  not,  and  never 

had  been,  tlio  daily  bread  of  her  life.     She  felt  that  she 

jiild  not  be  Imppy,  or  in  the  best  way  useful,  if  the  declin- 

I  jng  years  of  her  life  were  spent  in  Imlginga  in  the  morning 

and  drawing-rooms  in  the  evening.     A  quiet  home  of  iitr 

own,  and  some  few  dependent  on  her  for  their  domegtie 

[  welfare,  she  believed  to  be  esa       il  to  every  true  woman'* 

I  peace  of  mind ;  and  slie  cliose         .ilan  of  life  accordingly." 

'  She  lived  in  the  country,  bui      i     juse,  and  tried  her  baiiil 

■  8ucces»fully  on  a  farm  of  t«      ui    a.     Slie  exerted  lienwlf 

'  for  the  good  of  her  ne         ors,    ind   devised   echenies  W 

J  remedy  local  miscliie&.     Her  servants  found  in  her  a  friend 

f  as  well  as  a  mistress. 

Her  long  and  busy  life  bears  the  constant  impress  of  twn 
leading  characteristics — industry  and  sincerity.  In  llie 
brief  autobiographical  sketch,  left  to  be  published  in  the 
Xiundon  Daily  News,  to  whicli  she  had  contributed  alli'- 
gether  sixteen  hundred  important  articl&i,  she  gives  lliis 
curiously  candid  judgment  of  herself,  which  is  more  cotTvd 
than  many  of  her  judgments  of  others:  "Her  originiil 
power  was  nothing  more  than  was  due  to  earnestness  aud 
intellectual  clearness  within  a  certain  range.  With  small 
Imaginative  and  suggestive  powers,  and  therefore  nolhiiiif 
approaching  to  genius,  she  could  see  clearly  what  slie  Ji<l 
see,  and  give  a  clear  expression  to  what  she  had  to  say.  In 
short,  she  could  jwpularize  while  she  could  neither  discover 
nor  invent." 

Her  infirmity  of  deafness  probably  enabled  her  to  accom- 
plish the  immense  amount  of  literary  work  which  she  (lid, 
.si'iice  it  withdrew  Ucrfcora  mawj  AxfttTactions.     The  cheerful 
and   unobtrusive  apwit  m\Xi  wV^ii^^  aV<i  \«.t:^  \\t«  \^&.^^^^ 
remains   an    examp\e   a«i  «.<»JW*??^^^^■  ^«'  >^  ^^ 
Bufierers. 
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Her  years  of  lingering  illness  proved  a  time  of  quiet 
enjoyment  to  her,  being  soothed  by  family  and  social  love 
and  care  and  sympathy.  In  the  words  of  her  biographer, 
Mrs.  M.  W.  Chapman,  a  woman  of  kindred  spirit : 

"If,  instead  of  dying  so  slowly,  she  had  died  as  she 
could  have  wished  and  thought  to  have  done,  without  delay, 
what  a  treasure  of  wise  counsels,  what  a  radiance  of  noble 
deeds,  what  a  spirit  of  love  and  of  power,  what  brave  vic- 
torious battle  to  the  latest  hour  for  all  things  g6od  and 
true,  had  been  lost  to  posterity !  What  an  example  of 
more  than  resignation,  of  that  ready,  glad  acceptance  of  a 
lingering  and  painful  death  which  made  the  sight  a  bless- 
ing to  every  witness,  had  been  lost  to  the  surviving  genera- 


tion/' 
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THET  have  in  Ebrope  a  mysterious  thiug  called  rafA, 
wiaob  exerts  a  poverful  spell  even  over  the  minds 
of  republicaiiB,  who  neithft'  approve  nor  uadcrstaudit' 

We  BETT  a  proof  of  its  power  when  the  Pi-iuce  of  WalcB 
Tisited  New  York  some  yeare  ago.  He  -was  neither  hanil- 
some,  HOT  gifted,  ttor  wise,  nor  learned,  nor  anj^hing  f\^ 
vhich,  according  to  the  imperfect  light  of  reason,  makeH 
a  fair  claim  to  distinctioii.  But  how  we  crowded  to  calch 
a  sight  of  him!  la  all  mj  varied  and  long  experieaceol 
New  York  crowds  and  receptions,  I  never  saw  a  populai 
movement  that  went  down  qnitc  as  deep  as  that.  I  saw 
aged  ladies  sitting  in  chairs  upon  the  sidewallc  hour  after 
hour,  waiting  to  see  that  youth  go  by — laiJiea  whom  no 
other  pageant  would  have  drawn  from  thfiir  home*. 
Almost  every  creature  that  could  wallt  was  out  to  sec  him. 

Mr.  Gladstone  is  fifty  times  the  man  the  Prince  of 
Wales  can  ever  be.  Mr.  Tennyson,  Mr.  Bright,  George 
Eliot,  Mr.  Darwin,  might  be  supposed  to  represent  EbJ- 
land  better  than  he.  But  all  of  these  eminent  persons  in 
a  coach  together  would  not  liave  called  forth  a  tenth  part 
of  the  crowd  that  cheered  tlio  Prince  of  Wales  from  the 
Battery  to  Madison  Square.  Tliere  is  a  mystery  in  tliis 
which  every  one  may  explain  according  to  his  ability; 
but  the /act  is  so  important  that  no  one  can  understand 
history  who  does  not  bear  it  in<nind. 

The  importance  oili&la'jfcV^^&'wiWe.'RavQlutionary  Wsf 
was  chiefly  duetQttiem\^^-^'Si^«'s>'wi%^'^VV>B.\*^*.--^w&'«* 
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nk  as  a  major-general,  but  his  imaginary,  intangible 
nk  as  marquis.  His  coming  here  in  1777,  a  young  man 
twenty,  was  an  event  which  interested  two  continents ; 
id  it  was  only  his  rank  which  made  it  of  the  slightest 
gnificance.  The  suge  old  Franklin  knew  this  very  well 
hen  he  consented  to  his  coming,  and  wrote  a  private 
3te  to  General  Washington  suggesting  that  the  young 
3bleman  should  not  be  much  hazarded  in  battle,  but 
3pt  rather  as  an  ornamental  appendage  to  the  cause, 
e  proved  indeed  to  be  a  young  man  of  real  merit — a 
'ave,  zealous,  disinterested,  and  enterprising  soldier — one 
ho  would  have  made  his  way  and  borne  an  honorable 
irt  if  he  had  not  been,  a  marquis.  But,  after  all,  his 
nk  served  the  cause  better  than  any  nanjeless  youth 
uld  have  served  it. 

I  met  only  the  other  day  a  striking  illustration  of  this 
it,  one  that  showed  the  potent  spell  which  his  mere    . 
nk  exerted  over  the  minds  of  the  Indians.     On  coming 
re  early  in  the  Revolutionary  War,  he  performed  a 

m 

>st  essential  service  which  only  a  French  nobleman 
uld  have  rendered.  It  was  a  terrible  question  in  1777, 
lich  side  the  Six  Nations  would  take  in  the  strife, 
icse  tribes,  which  then  occupied  the  whole  of  central 
<3  western  New  York,  being  united  in  one  confederacy, 
uld  have  inflicted  enormous  damage  upon  the  frontier 
btlements  if  they  had  sided  against  Congress.  Lafayette 
'Bt  among  them ;  and  they,  too,  were  subject  to  the 
ell  of  his  rank,  which  is  indeed  most  powerful  over  bar- 
i*ous  minds.  He  made  a  talk  to  them.  He  explained, 
far  as  he  could,  the  nature  of  the  controversy,  and  told 
^01  that  their  old  friends,  the  French,  were  joined,  heart 
3  Houl,  with  the  Americans,  against  their  old  enemies, 
•  English.  He  prevailed.  They  afterwards  admitted 
t  it  was  owing  to  his  advice,  and  e§^^ee\^W^  \\\^  ^q'oSn.- 
t  propheey  of  the  final  victory  of  t\\^  i^me;t\^^\v^'j  ^^ 
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induced  to  large  a  portion  of  the  Six  Nations  to  re 
neutral  What  young  man  of  twenty,  unaided  by 
and  title,  could  have  done  this  serrice  ? 

« 

The  war  ended.  In  1784  the  marquis  retume 
America,  to  visit  General  Washington  and  his  old 
rades.  There  was  trouble  again  with  the  Six  Nat 
owing  to  the  retention  by  the  British  of  seven  impoi 
frontier  2>osts,  Detroit,  Mackinaw,  Oswego,  Ogdensbi 
Niagara,  and  two  forts  on  Lake  Champlain.  Seeing 
British  flag  still  floating  over  these  places  confusec 
Indian  mind,  made  them  doubt  the  success  of  the  Ai 
cans,  and  disposed  them  to  continue  a  profitable  war 
Ooiigress  appointed  three  comnussioners  to  hold  a  coi 
ence  with  t^em  at  Fort  Schuyler,  which  stood  upon 
site  of  the  modem  city  of  Borne,  about  a  hundred  i 
west  of  Albany.  Once  more  the  United  States  avi 
themselves  of  the  influence  of  Lafayette's  rank  over 
Indians.  The  commissioners  invited  him  to  attend 
treaty. 

In  September,  1784,  James  Madison,  then  thlrty-t 
years  of  age,  started  on  a  northward  tour,  and,  mee 
the  marquis  in  Baltimore,  determined  to  go  with  liin 
the  treaty  ground.  The  two  young  gentlemen  were  I 
in  New  York  during  the  second  week  of  September, 
the  marquis  was  the  observed  of  all  observers.  Both 
young  gentlemen  were  undersized,  and  neither  of  tli 
was  good-looking ;  but  the  presence  of  the  French  nol 
man  was  an  immense  event,  as  wo  can  still  sec  from 
newspapers  of  that  and  the  following  week.  Aftercnj 
ing  a  round  of  festive  attentions,  they  started  on  th 
way  up  the  Hudson  river  in  a  barge,  but  not  before  J 
Madison  had  sent  off  to  the  American  minister  in  ft 
(Mr.  JefferftoiC)  ^.  ^«uQ)Rft.\»  ^l  ^^^  X^'^k  papers  contauu 
eulogistic  notiee^  oi  l.^i^'^'^HJ^^  "l^^  ^^  ^'^Js^^^s^ 
the  French  peo^\Q. 
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They  arrived  at  Fort  Schuyler  in  due  time — the  mar- 
quis, Mr.  Madison,  the  three  commissioners,  and  other  per- 
sons of  note.  But  the  Indians  had  no  eyes  and  no  ears 
except  for  the  little  Frenchman,  twenty-seven  years  of 
age,  whom  they  called  Kayenlaa.  The  commissioners 
were  nothing  in  their  eyes,  and  although  they  did  not 
enjoy  their  insignificance,  they  submitted  to  it  with  good 
grace,  and  asked  the  Indians  to  listen  to  the  voice  of 
Kayenlaa.  He  rose  to  speak,  and  soon  showed  himself  a 
master  of  the  Indian  style  of  oratory. 

"  In  selling  your  lands,"  said  he,  "  do  not  consult  the 
Jceg  of  rum^  and  give  them  away  to  the  first  adventurer.'^ 

He  reminded  them  of  his  former  advice,  and  showed 
them  how  his  prophecies  had  come  true. 

"  My  predictions,"  said  he,  have  been  fulfilled.  Open 
your  ears  to  the  new  advice  of  your  father." 

He  urged  them  strongly  to  conclude  a  treaty  of  peace 
with  the  Americans,  and  thus  have  plenty  of  the  French 
articles  of  manufacture  of  which  they  used  to  be  so  fond. 
The  leader  of  the  war  party  was  a  young  chief,  equally 
famous  as  a  warrior  and  as  an  orator,  named  Red  Jacket, 
who  replied  to  Lafayette  in  the  most  impassioned  strain, 
calling  upon  his  tribe  to  continue  the  war.  It  was  thought, 
at  the  time,  that  no  appeals  to  the  reason  of  the  Indians 
could  have  neutralized  the  effect  of  Red  Jacket's  fiery 
eloquence.  It  was  the  spell  of  the  Marquis  de  Lafayette's 
rank  and  name  which  probably  enabled  the  commissioner 
to  come  to  terms  with  the  red  men. 

"  During  this  scene,"  reports  Mr.  Madison,  "  and  even 
during  the  whole  stay  of  the  marquis,  he  was  the  only 
conspicuous  figure.  The  commissioners  were  eclipsed. 
All  of  them  probably  felt  it." 

The  chief  of  the  Oneida  tribe  admitted  oxv^Mv^  q^^^^v^xx 
hat  ''the  word  which  Lafayette  liad  spokexv  to  ^^Xa^^oy ^^^1 
I  the  war  had  prevented  them  irom  \ie\w?,\^^  "^  "^^ 
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wrong  side  of  it."  Forty-one  years  after  this  memorable 
scene — ^that  is  to  say,  in  the  year  1825— Lafayette  was  at 
Buffalo;  and  among  the  persons  who,  called  upon  him 
was  an  aged  Indian  chief,  much  worn  by  time,  and  more 
by  strong  drink.  He  asked  the  marquis  if  he  remembered 
the  Indian  Council  at  Fort  Schuyler.  He  replied  that  he  J 
had  not  forgotten  it,  and  he  asked  the  Indian  if  he  knew 
what  had  become  of  the  young  chief  who  had  opposed 
with  such  burning  eloquence  the  burying  of  the  tomar 
hawk. 

"  He  is  before  you !  "  was  the  old  man's  reply.' 

^'  Time,"  said  the  marquis,  "  has  much  changed  us  both 
since  that  meeting." 

"  Ah !  "  rejoined  Red  Jacket ;  "  time  has  not  been  bo 
hard  upon  you  as  it  has  upon  me.  It  has  left  to  you  a 
fresh  countenance  anS  liair  to  cover  your  head  ;  while  to 
me — look  ! " 

Taking  a  handkerchief  from  his  head  he  showed  his 
biilduess  with  a  sorrowful  countenance.  To  that  hour 
Red  Jacket  had  remained  an  enemy  to  everything  English, 
and  would  not  even  speak  the  language.  The  general, 
who  well  understood  the  art  of  pleasing,  humored  the  old 
man  so  far  as  to  speak  to  him  a  few  words  in  the  Indian 
tongue,  which  greatly  pleased  the  chief,  and  much 
increased  his  estimate  of  Lafayette's  abilities. 

Such  was  the  amazing  power  of  that  mysterious  old- 
world  rank  which  Lafayette  possessed.  Let  us  not  forgot, 
however,  that  his  rank  would  have  been  of  small  use  to 
us  if  that  had  been  his  only  gift.  In  early  life  he  was 
noted  for  two  traits  of  character  ;  which,  however,  were 
not  very  uncommon  among  tlie  young  French  nobles  of 
the  period.  11^  \\^d  ^\\  \vvtcusc  desire  to  distinguish  liira- 
self  in  his  proi^^Wvow^^^^^  ^^"^  ^^"^^  "^  '^'^^'^'^^^J^d.ulation 
toward  IlepuV)\\ii^\\  Y'^mvixx^^^.  ^^  V^'^  n2sj^  >^\«>^^^^ 
derived  tliia  tcu0.eu^^ .     K^  vV^  ^^^^  ^^  >^vxv^\x^Wx>^^ 
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a  little  book  of  Letters  about  England,  written  by  Yoltaire, 
which  gave  him  some  idea  of  a  free  country.  Tlie  author 
of  the  Letters  dwelt  upon  the  freedom  of  thinking  and 
printing  that  prevailed  in  England,  and  described  the 
Exchange  at  London,  where  the  Jews  and  Christians, 
Catholics  and  Protestants,  Church  of  England  men  and 
DissentiBrs,  Quakers  and  Deists,  all  mingled  peacefully 
together  and  transacted  business  without  inquiring  into 
one  another's  creed.  The  author  mentioned  other  things 
of  the  same  nature,  which  were  very  strange  and  captivat- 
ing to  the  inhabitants  of  a  country  governed  so  despotic- 
ally as  France  was  when  Lafayette  was  a  boy. 

The  book  made  an  indelible  impression  upon  his  eager 
and  susceptible  mind.  He  used  to  say  in  after  years  that 
he  was  ''  a  republican  at  nine."  He  was,  nevertheless,  a 
member  of  the  privileged  order  of  his  country,  and  if  he 
had  been  born  in  another  age  he  would  in  all  probability 
have  soon  outlived  the  romantic  sentiments  of  his  youth, 
and  run  the  career  usual  to  men  of  his  rank. 

In  the  summer  of  1776,  when  he  was  not  yet  quite 
nineteen,  he  was  stationed  with  his  regiment  at  Metz, 
then  a  garrisoned  town  near  the  eastern  frontier  of  Prance. 
An  English  prince,  the  Duke  of  Gloucester,  brother  to 
the  King  of  England,  visited  this  post  a  few  weeks  after 
Congress  at  Philadelphia  had  signed  the  Declaration  of 
Independence.  The  French  general  in  command  at  Metz 
gave  a  dinner  to  the  prince,  to  which  several  officers  were 
invited,  Lafayette  among  the  rest.  It  so  happened  that 
the  prince  received  that  day  letters  from  England,  which 
contained  news  from  America. 

The  news  was  of  thrilling  interest :  Boston  lost — ^Inde- 
pendence declared — mighty  forces  gathering  to  crush  the 
rebellion — Washington,  victorious  m  ^e^^  ^w^vsixA^^^^ 
paring  to  defend  New  York !     News  ^a^  ^a>w  vcv  \»\^n^- 
mg  then;  and  Lence  it  was  that  our  yovm?,^^^^^^^^^^ 
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heard  these  details  for  the  first  time  at  the  table  of  his 
commanding  officer.  We  can  imagine  the  breathless 
interest  with  which  he  listened  to  the  storj,  what  ques- 
tions he  asked,  and  how  he  gradually  drew  from  the  prince 
the  whole  interior  history  of  the  movement.  Prom  the 
admissions  of  the  duke  liimself,  he  drew  the  inference 
that  the  colonists  were  in  the  right.  He  saw  in  them  a 
people  fighting  in  defence  of  that  very  liberty  of  which 
he  had  read  in  tlie  English  Letters  of  Voltaire.  Before  I 
he  rose  from  the  table  that  day,  the  project  occurred  to 
his  mind  of  going  to  America,  and  offering  his  services 
to  the  American  people  in  their  struggle  for  Independence. 

"  My  heart,"  as  he  afterwards  wrote, "  espoused  warmly 
the  cause  of  liberty,  and  1  thought  of  nothing  but  of 
adding  also  tlie  aid  of  my  banner." 

And  the  more  he  thought  of  it,  the  more  completely 
he  was  fascinated  by  the  idea.  Knowing  well  how  sucli 
a  scheme  would  appear  to  his  prudent  relations,  he  deter- 
mined to  judge  this  matter  for  himself.  He  placed  a  new 
motto  on  his  coat-of-arms : 

Cur  non  ? 

This  is  Latin  for,  Why  not  ?  He  chose  those  words, 
he  says,  because  they  would  serve  equally  as  an  encour- 
agement to  himself  and  a  reply  to  others.  His  first  step 
was  to  go  on  leave  to  Paris,  where  Silas  Deane  was 
;»lroady  acting  as  the  representative  of  Congress,  secretly 
f.ivored  by  the  French  ministry."  Upon  consulting  two  of 
his  young  friends,  he  found  them  enthusiastic  in  the  same 
cause,  and  al)undantly  willing  to  go  with  him,  if  they 
could  command  the  means.  When,  however,  he  siil>- 
milted  the  project  to  an  cxporienced  family  friend,  tha 
Count  do  Brot^lic,  he  met  firm  opposition. 

"  I  liave  seen  yoviY  uwde^'  ^^v^  '^Xv^  ^wjccvN.^^^  ^\^  \\\  the 
W'dYH  of  Italy  ;  I  wiU\es^^^^  ^^^^^  l^V\\^^^^  ^^.^^^x^v^x^Xn-^-  ^ 
tie  of  Minden,andlV.\\.voU.^«..^^---^^^^^ 
the  only  rcmuiuuv^  braw^u  '^iv 
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He  tried  in  vain  to  dissuade  the  young  man  from  a 
purpose  which  seemed  to  him  most  rash  and  chimerical. 
One  person  that  favored  his  purpose  was  his  beautiful 
young  wife,  already  the  mother  of  one  child  and  soon  to 
be  the  mother  of  a  second.  She,  with  the  spirit  and 
devotion  natural  to  a  French  lady  of  eighteen,  entered 
heartily  into  the  very  difficult  business  of  getting  off  her 
young  husband  to  whi  glory  for  both  by  fighting  for  the 
American  insurgents. 

Aiiastasie  de  Noailles  was  her  maiden  name.  She  was 
the  daughter  of  a  house  which  had  eight  centuries  of 
recorded  history,  and  which,  in  each  of  these  centuries, 
had  given  to  France  soldiers  or  priests  of  national 
importance  and  European  renown.  The  chateau  of 
Noailles  (near  the  city  of  Toul),  portions  of  which  date 
as  far  back  as  A.  D.  1050,  was  the  cradle  of  the  race : 
and  to-day  in  Paris  there  is  a  Duke  de  Noailles,  and  a 
Marquis  de  Noailles,  descendants  of  that  Pierre  de 
Noailles  who  was  lord  of  the  old  chateau  three  hundred 
and  fifty  years  before  America  was  discovered. 

Old  as  her  family  was,  Mademoiselle  de  Noailles  was 
one  of  the  youngest  brides,  as  her  Marquis  was  one  of  the 
youngest  husbands.    An  American  company  would  have 
smiled  to  see  a  boy  of  sixteen  and  a  half  years  of  age, 
presenting  himself  at  the  altar  to  be  married  to  a  girl  of 
fourteen.     We  must  beware,  however,  of  sitting  in  judg- 
ment on  people  of  other  climes  and  other  times.     Lafay- 
ette was  a  great  match.      His  father  had  fallen  in  the 
battle  of  Minden,  when  the  boy  was  two  years  of  age, 
leaving  no  other  heir.      It  is  a  curious  fact  that   the 
officer  who  commanded  the  battery  from  which  the  ball 
vras  fired  that  killed  Lafayette's  father,  was  the  same 
Oeneral  Phillips   with  whom  t\\e  ^o\\  ^^^s*  ^<^  ^v^Hj^^^^s.^ 
engaged  in  Virginia^  during  the  suiumeY  oi  Yl%\- 
The  mother  of  our  marquis  died  lexi  ^'^^^^  ^^\r.^V^^ 
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husband.  Her  father,  a  nobleman  of  great  estate,  floon 
followed  her  to  the  grave,  and  so  this  boy  of  foorteen 
inherited  the  estates  of  two  important  famiUes.  Madem- 
oiselle de  Noallies  had  great  rank  and  considerable  wealiL 
It  is  perhaps  safe  to  infer  that  she  was  not  remarkable 
for  beantj,  becanse  no  one  of  her  many  eulogists  eldms  it^ 
for  her.  Nearly  all  marriages  among  the  nobility  van 
tlien  matters  of  bargain  and  interest,  mutual  love  having 
little  to  do  with  them  ;  yet  many  marriages  of  that  kind 
were  very  happy,  and  in  all  respects  satisfactory.  Lafay- 
ette's was  one  of  these.  The  pair  not  only  loved  one 
another  with  ardent  and  sustained  affection,  but  tlie  nuff- 
riage  united  the  two  families,  and  called  into  being 
numerous  children  and  grandchildren. 

Imagine  them  married  then,  in  April,  1774,  the  year  in 
which  tl^e  Continental  Congress  met  at  Philadelphia. 

The  young  husband — officer  in  a  distinguished  regi- 
ment— was  not  much  at  home  during  the  first  two  years 
after  his  marriage ;  a  circumstance  which  was  probably 
conducive  to  the  happiness  of  both,  for  they  were  too 
young  to  be  satisfied  with  a  tranquil  domestic  life. 

One  day  in  the  summer  of  1776  he  returned  suddenly 
and  unexpectedly  to  Paris.  His  wife  observed  that  some 
great  matter  possessed  his  mind.  There  is  reason  to 
believe  that  she  was  among  the  first  to  be  made  acquainted 
with  his  scheme  of  going  to  America  and  entering  the 
service  of  Congress.  A  married  girl  of  sixteen — ^the  Yory 
age  of  romance — she  sympathized  at  first  with  his  ^ 
pose,  and  always  kept  his  secret.  Nine  months  of  excite- 
ment followed,  during  which  he  went  and  came  seTerd 
times,  often  disappointed,  always  resolved ;  until  at  length 
Madame  de  Lai^iyeiU^  T^^wed  a  letter  from  him,  written 
on  board  t\iO  »\\Vp  VlctoT'ij  ^*<kvi2^\»  ^^'s*  \fi  ^^^^^  ^jim  lo 

America.  ^      ^     ^   ^  ^^ .  ^ 

This  was  m  k^xWA^^^  ^^^^^^  ^^^^  ^^^^^^ 
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arms  their  first  child,  the  baby  Henriette,  wjio  died  while 
hfer  father  was  still  tossed  upon  the  ocean.  It  was  many 
months  after  his  landing  in  America  before  he  heard  of 
his  child's  death,  and  he  kept  writing  letter  after  letter  in 
which  he  begged  his  wife  to  kiss  for  him  the  infant  whoso 
lips  were  cold  in  the  grave.  His  letters  to  her  during  his 
long  absences  in  America  were  full  of  affection  and  ten- 
derness. He  calls  her  his  life,  his  love,  and  his  dearest 
love.  In  the  first  letter  written  at  sea.  he  tries  once  more 
to  reconcile  her  to  his  departure. 

"  If,"  said  he,  "  you  could  know  all  that  I  have  suffered 
while  thus  flying  from  all  I  love  best  in  the  world !  Must 
I  join  to  this  affliction  the  grief  of  hearing  that  you  do 
not  pardon  me  ?  " 

He  endeavored  to  convince  her  that  he  was  not  in  the 
least  danger  of  so  much  as  a  graze  from  a  British  bullet. 

"  Ask  the  opinion,"  said  he,  "  of  all  general  officers — 
and  these  are  very  numerous,  because  having  once 
obtained  that  height,  they  are  no  longer  exposed  to  any 
hazards." 

Then  he  turned  to  speak  of  herself  and  of  their  child. 

"  Henrietta,"  said  he,  "  is  so  delightful  that  she  has 
made  me  in  love  with  little  girls." 

And  then  he  prattled  on  with  a  happy  blending  of  good 
feeling  and  good  humor,  until  the  darkness  of  the  even- 
ing obliged  him  to  lay  aside  the  pen,  as  he  had  prudently 
forbidden  the  lighting  of  candles  on  board  his  ship.  It 
was  easy  to  write  these  long  letters  in  the  cabin  of  his 
vessel,  but  it  was  by  no  means  easy  to  send  them  back 
across  the  ocean,  traversed  by  English  cruisers.  When 
Madame  de  Lafayette  received  this  letter  their  Henriette 
had  been  dead  for  nearly  a  year.  He  ran  his  career  in 
America.  He  was  domesticated  V\\\\  Gtew.^^'^vo^^'^^* 
He  was  wounded  at  tlie  battle  oi  Bvaw^i^  Vwi'^.  ^^  ^^^^^e^sii^ 
he  memorable  winter  at  Valley  Eorg^e. 
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Ill  Juno,  1778,  thirteen  months  after  leaving  home,  a 
Frenoii  vessel  brought  to  America  the  news  of  the  French 
nlliiince,  and  to  him  that  of  the  death  of  his  Henriette, 
and  the  birtli  of  his  second  daughter,  Anastasie.  There 
is  nothing  in  their  correspondence  prettier  than  the  man- 
ner in  which  he  speaks  to  her  of  his  wound. 

'^  Whilst  endeavoring  to  rally  the  troops,'*  he  tells  her, 
"the  English  honored  me  with  a  musket-ball,  which 
slightly  wounded  me  in  the  leg — but  it  is  a  trifle,  my 
dearest  love ;  the  ball  touched  neither  bone  nor  nerve,  and 
1  have  escai)ed  with  tlie  obligation  of  lying  on  my  back 
for  some  time." 

In  October,  1778,  about  a  year  and  a  half  after  his 
departure,  Madame  de  Lafayette  enjoyed  the  transport  of 
welcoming  her  husband  home  on  a  leave  of  absence. 

Once,  during  the  si)ring  of  1778,  she  was  present  at  a 
])arty  at  a  great  house  in  Paris,  which  was  attended  by 
tlie  aged  Voltaire,  tlieii  within  a  few  weeks  of  the  close 
of  his  life.  The  oltl  poet,  recognizing  her  among  the 
ladies,  knelt  at  her  feet,  and  complimented  her  uj)oii  the 
brilliant  and  wise  conduct  of  her  young  husband  in 
America.  She  received  this  act  of  homage  with  graceful 
modesty.  When  Lafayette  again  returned,  at  the  end  of 
the  war,  we  can  truly  say  he  was  the  most  shining  person- 
age in  France.  At  court  the  young  couple  were  over- 
whcilmed  with  flattering  attentions,  and  the  king  jiromotetl 
the  marcpiis  to  the  rank  of  field-marshal  of  the  French 
army.  During  the  next  seven  years,  Madame  de  Lafay* 
ctte  was  at  the  height  of  earthly  felicity.  Her  two 
daughters,  Anastasie  and  A'^irginie,  and  her  son,  George 
Washington,  wim'C  affectionate  and  promising  children, 
and  there  seemeA  \\<^^l\\\w^  wanting  to  her  lot  that  could 
n^nhn-  it  \\av\V\e,v  ov  \wo\'Ci  vX\^\:\\v^\\\A\^\. 

11         1       ,..^    w\^i^   >\-ovvi  ^^^^  i\Ni\N\\  \iViV:iXVi  "^^    ^^^^>s 
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wna  immured  in  an  Austrian  dungeon,  she,  with  her  two 
daughters,  was  confined  in  one  of  the  prisons  of  Paris, 
along  with  other  gentle  victims  of  the  Terror.  Many  of 
her  friends  went  from  her  embrace  to  the  guillotine.  She, 
fortunately,  escaped  the  axe,  and,  a  few  months  after  tiie 
death  of  Robespierre,  she  was  released,  and  prepared  at 
once  to  penetrate  to  the  remote  fortress  in  wliicli  her 
husband  was  confined.  She  sent  her  sou  to  America,  con- 
signing him  to  the  care  of  President  Washington,,  wlio 
accepted  the  trust,  and  superintended  the  education  of  the 
lad  with  the  affectionate  care  of  a  father.  The  mother 
and  her  daughters,  in  September,  1795,  set  out  for  Vienna, 
she  calling  herself  Mrs.  Metier,  and  giving  herself  out  as 
an  English  lady  traveling  in  disguise  to  escape  pursuit. 

Upon  reaching  Vienna  she  obtained  an  audience  of  the 
Emperor,  and  implored  her  husband's  release;  alleging 
truly  that  he  had*  been  Marie  Antoinette's  best  friend  in 
France.  The  Emperor's  reply  was,  "My  hands  are  tied." 
He  refused  to  release  the  General,  but  permitted  Madame 
do  Lafayette  and  her  daughters  to  share  his  confinement. 
For  twenty-two  months  they  remained  in  prison  with  him, 
suffering  the  horrors  of  a  detention,  which  was  cruelly 
aggravated  by  superserviceable  underlings.  Anastasie, 
the  elder  daughter,  was  then  sixteen  years  of  age,  and 
Virginie  was  thirteen.  Though  they,  too,  were  subjected 
to  very  rigorous  treatment,  they  preserved  their  health 
and  cheerfulness.  The  mother  suffered  extremely,  and 
more  than  once  she  was  at  death's  door.  When,  in  Sep- 
tember, 1797,  the  doors  of  the  fortress  of  Olmutz  were 
opened,  she  could  scarcely  walk  to  the  carriage  which  bore 
them  to  liberty.  They  made  their  way  to  Hamburg,  where 
they  were  all  received  into  the  family  of  John  Parish,  the 
American  consul.  Mr.  Parish  afterwards  described  the 
scene: 

''An  immense  crowd   announced  t\vevt  ivx\\^^-    '^^^^ 
treets  were  lined,  and  my  liouso  ^ai^  «»o^^  ^^^^  ^^"^ 
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people.  A  lane  was  formed  to  let  the  prisoners  pass  to 
my  room.  Lafayette  led  the  way,  and  was  followed  by 
his  infirm  lady  and  two  daughters.  He  flew  into  my 
arms ;  his  wife  and  daughters  clung  to  me.  The  silence 
was  broken  by  an  exclamation  of, — 

"  '  My  friend !  My  dearest  friend !  My  deliverer !  See 
the  work  of  your  generosity !  My  poor,  poor  wife,  hardly 
able  to  support  herself ! ' 

"And  indeed  she  was  not  standing,  but  hanging  on  my 
arm,  bathed  in  tears,  while  her  two  lovely  girls  had  hold 
of  the  other.     There  was  not  a  dry  eye  in  the  room. 

"  I  placed  her  on  a  sofa.  She  sobbed  and  wept  much, 
and  could  utter  but  few  words.  Again  the  Marquis  came 
to  my  arms,  his  heart  overflowing  with  gratitude.  I 
never  saw  a  man  in  such  complete  ecstasy  of  body  and 
mind." 

Madame  de  Lafayette  never  recovered  her  health.  She 
lived  ten  years  longer,  and  died  December  24,  1807, 
aged  forty-seven  years,  leaving  her  daughters  and  her  son 
happily  established.  An  American  who  visited,  twenty 
years  after,  the  Chateau  of  La  Grange,  which  was  the 
abode  of  General  Lafayette  during  the  last  forty  years 
of  his  life,  found  there  a  numerous  company  of  her 
descendants,  a  son,  two  daughters,  and  twelve  grand- 
children, forming  a  circle  which  he  described  in  glowing 
terms  of  admiration.  The  house  was  full  of  America. 
On  the  walls  were  portraits  of  Washington,  Franklin, 
Morris,  Adams,  Jefferson,  and  a  painting  of  the  siege  of 
Yorktown.  Objects  brouglit  from  America,  or  received 
thence  as  gifts,  were  seen  everywhere,  and  there  was  one 
room  containing  nothing  but  American  things,  which  the 
General  called  by  the  name  "  America."  There  was  an 
American  ice-Iiousc  in  the  garden,  and  groves  of  American 
trees  in  the  park.  It  was  one  of  the  most  estimable  and 
happy  families  in  "Fraiwe^i.  X\^^\  W\?y.\.N\\^  l^^wd  mother 
and  the  devoted  wiic  s\\ow\^\\^\^>^^^^^^^^'^^^^'^'^'^^^ 
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XL. 

BETSY  PATTERSON,  OTHERWISE  MADAME  JEROME 
BONAPARTE,   OF  BALTIMORE. 

IN  the  spring  of  1766,  a  poor  boy  of  fourteen,  named 
William  Patterson,  from  the  north  of  Ireland,  landed 
at  Philadelphia.  He  was  the  son  of  a  small  farmer,  • 
a  Protestant,  one  of  that  conquering  Scotch-Irish  race 
which  has  contributed  so  many  distinguished  persons  to 
the  history  of  the  United  States.  The  boy  obtained  a 
place  in  the  counting-house  of  an  Irish  merchant  in  Phil- 
adelphia, and  served  him  with  singular  diligence  and 
fidelity.  He  acted  upon  the  principle  of  making  himself 
valuable  to  his  employer. 

At  twenty-one  he  was  in  business  as  a  merchant.  When 
he  had  been  established  about  two  years  the  American 
Revolution  broke  out,  threatening  to  put  a  stop  to  all 
business.  William  Patterson  availed  himself  of  the  crisis 
to  make  his  own  fortune,  and,  at  the  same  time,  to  serve 
his  adopted  country.  ,  He  loaded  two  small  vessels  with 
tobacco,  indigo,  and  other  American  products,  investing  * 
in  the  speculation  the  whole  of  his  small  capital,  and  sailed 
for  France.  Both  vessels  reached  France  in  safety.  He 
sold  the  cargoes,  invested  the  proceeds  in  warlike  stores, 
of  which  Greneral  Washington  was  in  direst  need,  and 
set  sail  for  home.  On  the  way  he  touched  at  St.  Eustatius, 
an  island  of  the  Dutch  West  Indies,  then  a  place  of  great 
trade,  containing  about  twenty-five  thousand  inhabitants. 
.  Seeing  his  chance,  he  remained  on  this  island^  a^vi  %<^\*» 
bis  vessels  to  Philadelphia. 
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They  were  both  so  lucky  as  to  escape  the  cruisers,  and 
to  arrive  in  March,  1776,  when  the  army  had  scarcely 
powder  enough  to  conceal  from  the  enemy  that  they  were 
short  of  powder.  We  can  imagine  that  these  two  cargoes 
of  ammunition  were  welcome  enough,  and  sold  at  a  good 
price.  The  vessels  appear  to  have  returned  to  the  West  . 
Indies,  where  William  Patterson  remained  two  or  three 
years,  sending  supplies  home  as  best  he  could,  until  the 
alliance*  with  France  put  an  end  to  the  scarcity  of  military 
stores.  He  then  prepared  to  return.  In  June,  1778,  ne 
landed  in  Baltimore,  then  a  town  of  three  or  four  thou- 
sand i  ihabitants,  bringing  with  him,  in  gold  and  mer- 
chand'iie,  a  hundred  thousand  dollars,  the  result  of  five 
years'  business. 

He  A-as  then  twenty-six  years  of  age.  Upon  looking  at 
EaUiV'iore  with  the  eyes  of  a  long-headed  man  of  busi 
ncpp,  observing  its  situation,  and  perceiving  the  necessity 
of  its  becominir  one  of  the  first  cities  of  the  world,  he 
concliuled  to  settle  there.  With  one  half  of  his  fortune 
he  l)0iioht  lots  and  lands  in  and  near  the  eitv,  as  Astor 
did  in  New  York  a  few  vcars  later.  With  the  other  half 
of  his  capital,  including  his  little  fleet  of  small  vessels, 
he  went  into  the  business  of  a  shipping  merchant. 

During  the  next  twenty  years  the  commerce  of  the 
infant  repul^lic  had  a  most  rapid  development,  particularly 
while  sup|)lyini^  the  warring  powers  of  Europe  with  provi- 
sions. William  Patterson  in  those  twentv  vears  aeciiiin!- 
latcd  what  was  then  considered  an  immense  fortiui'' 
President  Jefferson,  in  1804,  spoke  of  him  as  j>robai'ly 
the  I'icliest  person  in  the  United  States  except  Charles 
Carrol  of  Carrollton.  who  inherited  lands  and  slaves.  His 
fortune,  too,  was  a  growing  one,  since  he  continued  to 
purchase  \uud^  we'«\v  \\w  e\l^  .tU^t  were  certain  to  n.^e  i" 
Value  \v\t\\  \\\e  iwev^^^vi  vA  V\\^  \\^^^. 

After  sellWu^  V\\  ^'^AVm^^^^  "^^^  ^^^^^^"^^  ^  ^-''^"^' 
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named  Dorcas  Spear,  and  soon  became  a  family  man  of 
the  old-fashioned  type.  The  Scotch-Irish  have  the  family 
instinct  very  strong,  and  are  apt  to  center  all  their  hopes 
of  happiness  in  a  home.  He  was  a  man  of  quiet  and 
I'egular  habits ;  during  a  long  life  he  scarcely  ever  left 
Baltimore,  either  on  business  or  pleasure.  He  said  once, 
in  speaking  of  his  own  history,  that  ever  since  he  had 
had  a  house  of  his  own  it  had  been  his  invariable  rule  to 
be  up  last  at  night,  and  to  see  that  the  fires  and  liglits 
were  in  a  safe  condition  before  going  to  bed.  Like  other 
rich  men,  he  served  as  bank  director  and  president,  and 
held  otlier  offices  of  a  similar  character  from  time  to 
time. 

-  The  most  fortunate  individuals  —  and  few  men  were 
more  fortunate  than  this  Baltimore  merchant  —  have 
their  share  of  trouble.  Calamity  came  to  him  in  the 
bewitching  guise  of  a  most  beautiful  daughter,  born  in  tiie 
early  years  of  his  wedded  life.  This  was  that  Elizabeth 
Patterson  Bonaparte,  whose  recent  death  at  the  age  of 

]  ninety-fqjir  has  called  attention  anew  to  the  strange 
romance  of  her  early  life.  In  1803,  at  eighteen  years  of 
age,  she  was  the  pride  of  her  father's  home,  and  the 
prettiest  girl  in  Baltimore,  a  place  noted  then,  as  now,  for 
the  beauty  of  its  women.  If  the  early  portraits  of  her 
are  correct,  the  word  pretty  describes  her  very  well. 
There  was  a  girlish  and  simple  expression  in  her  counte- 
nance at  variance  with  her  character,  for,  with  all  her 
faults,  slie  was  a  woman  of  force. 

In  the  fall  of  1803  this  Baltimore  beauty  attended  the 
racfes  near  the  city,  and  there  she  met  her  fate.  Jerome 
Bonaparte  of  the  French  navy.  Napoleon's  youngest 
brother  —  that  brother  whom  he  hoped  would  accomplish 
on  the  ocean  what  he  had  done  on  the  land  —  w^^  ^^  "^^ 
i^ces  that  day.     Napoleon  wanted  a  gYe^\»  ^^lXocsx^  ^r> 

<^pe  with  Nelson  and  conquer  the  lir\t\^\\  xv^^l  •>  ^^^^  ^^ 

SI 
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had  flattered  himself  that  this  favorite  brother  eddd  be 
the  man.  If  beauty  of  form  and  f ace  co>nld  make  a  gieat 
commaudery  Jerome  would  have  been  a  promising  caadit 
date ;  for  on  the  day  that  he  rode  6nt  to  the  Baltimoro 
races  in  1808,  ho  was  one  of  the  most  superb  lookii^ 
young  men  then  living. 

Tliey  met !    All  the  world  knows  what  followed. 

William  Patterson,  with  his  sturdj^  Scottish  sense,  pe^ 
ceived  the  utter  incongruity  and  absiurdity  of  such  a 
match.  He  opposed  it  by  every  means  in  his  power*  He 
used  both  authority  and  persuasion.  He  sent  her  oat  of 
town,  but  she  returned  more  infatuated  than  before.  At 
length,  discovering  that  both  of  them  were  set  upon  the 
mamage,  he  gave  a  reluctant  consent ;  and  married  tluf 
were,  by  the  Boman  Catholic  bishop  of  Baltimore,  h&t 
father  taking  every  precaution  to  fulfill  all  the  forms 
which  the  laws  of  both  nations  required.  The  Bonaparte 
family,  with  one  exception,  approved  the  match,  and 
several  of  them  congratulated  the  newly  married  pair. 
That  one  exception  was  Napoleon,  the  head  of  the  family, 
First  Consul,  and  about  to  declare  himself  Emperor.  He 
refused  to  recognize  the  marriage.  When,  at  length, 
Jerome  stood  in  his  presence  to  plead  the  case  of  his 
young  and  lovely  wife,  who  was  about  to  become  a 
mother,  Napoleon  addressed  liim  thus : 

"  So,  sir,  you  are  the  first  of  the  family  who  has  shame- 
fully abandoned  his  post.  It  will  require  many  splendid 
actions  to  wipe  off  tliat  stain  from  your  reputation.  As 
to  your  love  affair  with  your  little  girl,  I  pay  no  regard 
to  it." 

And  lie  never  did.  Jerome  had  the  baseness  to 
abandon  his  wife,  and  she  stooped  to  accept  from  Napo- 
leon an  income  oi  \>\^<^N^'Ow^^^'«i'&.\v^  a  year,  which 
was  paid  to  \vct  a«»  \o\\^  ^"^  ^^x^V^w^  ^V*^^  ^'^^^^^^^^^i 
had  the  wastiivs  ^^  ^^^^  ^^^"^^^""^  ^^^^^'^   ^'^xxxxxx^.  ^ 
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came  back  to  Baltimore  with  her  child,  one  of  the  m^st 
wretched  of  women.  She  thought  that  marrying  into 
this  family  of  Corsican  robbers  had  elevated  her  in  "  rank  ^ 
above  her  wise  and  virtuous  father !  Slie  wrote  to  that 
fatlier  many  years  after,  describing  her  feelings  at  this 
time. 

"  I  hated  and  loathed  a  residence  in  Baltimore  so  mucn, 
that  when  I  thought  I  was  to  spend  my  life  tliere,  I  tried 
to  screw  my  courage  up  to  the  point  of  committing 
suicide.  My  cowardice,  and  only  my  cowardice,  prevented 
my  exchanging  Baltimore  for  the  grave.  After  having 
married  a  person  of  the  high  rank  I  did,  it  became 
impossible  for  me  ever  to  bend  my  spirit  to  marry  any 
one  who  had  been  my  equal  before  my  marriage,  and  it 
became  impossible  for  me  ever  to  be  contented  in  a 
country  where  there  exists  no  nobility." 

She  never,  to  tlie  close  of  her  long  life  of  ninety-four 
years,  ceased  to  cherish  such  sentiments.  In  1849,  she 
wrote  from  Baltimore  to  the  celebrated  Irish  authoress. 
Lady  Morgan,  a  letter  in  which  she  gives  an  amusing 
revelation  of  her  interior  self. 

"  I  consider  it,"  she  wrote,  "  a  good  fortune  for  myself 
that  you  inhabit  London.  To  enjoy  again  your  agreeable 
society  will  be  my  tardy  compensation  for  the  long,  weary, 
unintellectual  years  inflicted  on  me  in  this  my  dull 
native  country,  to  which  I  have  never  owed  advantages,* 
pleasures,  or  happiness.  I  owe  nothing  to  my  country ; 
.  no  one  expects  me  to  be  grateful  for  the  evil  chance  of 
having  been  born  here.  I  shall  emancipate  myself,  joar 
la  grace  de  Dieu,  about  the  middle  of  July  next;  and  I 
.  will  either  wi'ite  to  you  before  I  leave  New  York,  or 
immediately  after  my  arrival  at  Liverpool. 

"  I  had  given  up  all  correspondence  ^\l\v  tcl^  i\:vi\A^\>jv 
;  Europe  during  my  vegetation  \\\  t\ua  Ti^WxxiCiT^.    ^\\a!J^ 
could  I  write  about  except  the  fluctuat\oxv?»  m^^^  ^^exAXv'^n 
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an^  consequent  prices  of.  American  stocks.  Tliere  is 
nothing  here  worth  attention  or  interest  save  the  HMmef 
lAarket  Society,  conversation,  friendship,  belong  to  ddeir 
countries,  and  are  not  yet  cultivated  in  any  part  of  the 
United  States  which  I  have  visited.  You  ought  to  iliank 
your  stars  for  your  European  birth*;  you  may  believe  me 
when  I  assure  you  that  it  is  only  distance  f  ]X)m  republics 
which  lends  enchantment  to  the  view  of  them.  I  hope 
that  about  the  middle  of  next  July  I  shall  begin  to  .put 
the  Atlimtic  between  the  advantages  and  honprs  of 
democracy  and  myself.  France,  je  Feapire  dam,  urn 
inti^rStj  is  in  a  state  of  transition,  and*  will  not  let  her 
brilliant  society  be  put  under,  an  extinguisher  nammSe  h 
RSpuhlique. 

^^  The  emperor  hurled  me  back  on  what  I  most  hi^ 
on  earth — ^my  Baltimore  obscurity ;  even  that  shock  could 
not  divest  me  of  the  admiration  I  felt  for  his  genius  and 
glory.  I  have  ever  been  an  imperial  Bonapartiste  qmnd 
meme^  and  I  do  feel  enchanted  at  the  homage  paid  by 
six  millions  of  voices  to  his  memory,  in  voting  an  imperial 
president ;  le  prestige  du  nom  has,  therefore,  elected  the 
prince,  who  has  my  best  wishes,  my  most  ardent  hopes 
for  an  empire.  I  never  could  endure  universal  suffrage 
until  it  elected  the  nephew  of  an  emperor  for  the  chief  of 
a  republic ;  and  I  shall  be  charmed  with  universal  suffrage 
'once  more  if  it  insists  upon  their  president  of  France 
becoming  a  monarch.  I  am  disinterested  personally.  It 
is  not  mv  desire  ever  to  return  to  France. 

"  My  dear  Lady  Morgan,  do  you  know  that,  having  been 
cheated  out  of  the  fortune  which  I  ought  to  have  inherited 
from  my  late  rich  and  unjust  parent,  I  have  only  ten 
thousand  dollars,  or  two  thousand  pounds  English,  which 
conveniently  1  e^w  ^\^\vc^^  v5ck«>\^^.  You  talk  of  my 
*  princely  mcoTv\e^  ^\a\A\  ^wvNi\\\sy^'^  \s\fc  '^fes^^'^^sA 
ignorant  oi  Wie  v^x^^V^^'  ^^  ^^  ^^"^^^^  XV^^^^^S^^ 
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had  poverty  to  contend  with,  pecuniary  difficulties  to 
torture  and  mortify  me;  and  but  for  my  industry  and 
energy,  and  my  determination  to  conquer  at  least  a  decent 
sufficiency  to  live  on  in  Europe,  I  might  have  remained  as 
poor  as  you  saw  me  in  the  year  1816." 

Slie  speaks  in  tliis  strange  letter  of  having  been  dis- 
inherited by  her  father.  This  was  not  quite  true,  although 
the^poor,  deluded  woman  was  the  plague  of  her  fatlier's 
declining  years.  It  is  but  common  charity  to  think  that 
the  acuteness  of  her  mortification  had  impaired  in  some 
degree  her  reason.  She  spent  many  years  hankering 
after  that  false  European  life,  and  heaping  every  kind  of 
contempt  upon  her  native  land.  She  appears  to  have  been 
incapable  of  human  affection.  She  abandoned  her  father 
and  liis  home,  to  roam  around  among  the  tilled  idlers  of 
Europe,  at  a  time  when  he  peculiarly  needed  her  presence 
and  aid.  He  wrote  to  her  thus  in  1815,  soon  after  the 
death  of  his  wife : 

"  What  will  the  world  think  of  a  woman  who  had 
recently  followed  her  mother  and  last  sister  to  the  grave, 
and  quit  her  father's  house,  where  duty  and  necessity  call 
for  her  attention  as  the  only  female  of  the  family  left, 
and  thought  proper  to  abandon  all  to  seek  for  admiration 
in  foreign  countries?" 

The  old  man  intimates  that  he,  too,  regarded  her  as  a 
person  not  quite  sound  in  mind.  He  died  in  1835,  aged 
eighty-three  years,  leaving  an  immense  estate,  and  the 
longest  will  ever  recorded  in  Baltimore.  He  did  not  dis* 
inherit  his  daughter,  Betsy  ;  but  left  her  a  few  small 
houses  and  lots;  which,  however,  greatly  increased  in 
value  after  his  death.  He  explains  the  smallness  of  his 
bequest  thus : 

"  The  conduct  of  my  daughter  Betsy  has  tlvrow^  ^i<^ 

heen  so  disobedient  that  in  no  iustawce  \v«i«»  ^a^^  ^^^^  ^•^"Cir 

suited  my  opinions  or  feelings ;  iudee^L,  »\\^  "^"^^"^  ^^xxasiSw 
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me  more  anxiety  and  trouUe  ilian  all  my  ^lOieir  eiddUNa 
pat  together,  and  her  folly  and  misoondaet;  have  iioeaAtoiied 
me  a  train  of  expense  that  first  and  last  has  cost  vm 
much  money.  Under  such  circumstances  it  woidd  not  be 
reasonable,  just,  or  {nroper  that  she  should  inherit  and 
particii^te  in  an  equal  proportion  with  my  other  cbiMrea 
m  an  equal  division  of  my  estate ;  considering,  however, 
the  wealcness  of  human  nature,  and  that  she  is  still. in j 
daughter,  it  is  my  will  and  pleasure  to  provide  for  her  as 
follows,  viz. :  I  give  and  devipe  to  my  said  daughter  Betqr, 
first,  the  house  and  lot  on  the  east  side  of  South  Street, 
where  she  was  bom,  and  which  is  now  occupied  by  Mr. 
Duncan,  the  shoemaker.  Secondly,  tiie  houses  and  lots  on 
the  comer  of  Market  Street  bridge,  now  occupied  by  Mr. 
TuUey,  the  chairmaker,  and  Mr,  Priestly,  the  cabinet- 
maker.  Thirdly,  the  three  new  adjoining  brick  houses, 
and  the  one  on  tlie  corner  of  Market  and  Frederick 
Streets.  Fourthly,  two  new  brick  houses  and  lots  on  Gay 
Street,  near  Griffith's  bridge  ;  for  and  during  the  term  of 
the  natural  life  of  my  said  daughter  Betsy  ;  and  after 
her  death  I  give,  devise  and  bequeath  the  same  to  my 
grandson,  Jerome  Napoleon  Bonaparte." 

She  survived  her  father  many  years,  a  well-known 
figure  in  Baltimore,  a  brisk  old  lady  with  a  red  umbrella 
and  a  black  velvet  bonnet,  with  an  income  of  a  hundred 
thousand  dollars  a  year,  but  living  in  a  boarding-house  on 
two  thousand.  A  lady  asked  her  what  religion  slie  pre- 
ferred. Slie  said  that  if  slic  adopted  any  religion  it 
would  be  the  Roman  Catholic^  because  "  tliat  was  a 
religion  of  kings — a  royal  religion."  Her  niece  said: 
"  You  would  not  give  up  Presbyterianism  ?  "  To  which 
she  replied : 

"  The  only  xe^^oivl  N^Q\iW  wq.\, \ft.^\ksa.t  I  should  not  like 
to  give  up  the  stooVm^  ^\^Q,^'^\si^'s^V'^^^'^\.\s^^T 

She  died  m  X^xW  A*^"^^  ^  ^^^^  "'^'^'^  ^  ^^nss^  ^^^  ^N^ 
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of  dollars  to  her  two  grandsons.  Her  letters  have  been 
published,  and  they  exliibit  to  us  a  character  unlike  that 
of  any  other  American  woman  w^ho  has  been  delineated 
in  print.  Slic  once  said,  with  equal  sincerity  and  truth, 
tliat,  in  the  course  of  lier  experience  of  life,  she  had 
found  but  one  friend  that  was  always  faithful,  namely, 
her  Purse.  Such  a  woman  can  have  no  other,  and  to  that 
trieud  she  was  faitlif ul  uuto  death. 


XLL 

SOME  LABIES  OF  THE  OLD  SCHOOL. 

WE  are  often  favored  with  remarks  eulogmng  tK 
ladies  of  the  old  school  at  the  expense  of  la^ 
of  the  present  day.  I  do  not  doubt  that  a  vast  ma]orit| 
of  the  ladies  whom  our  ancestors  loved  were  estimaliit 
beings;  but,  then,  folly  is.  of  no  age;  it  belongs  to  all 
times,  to  every  race,  and  to  both  sexes.  Ladies  of  Ae  ^ 
old  school !  How  old  ?  How  far  must  we  go  back  b^on 
we  c6me  to  those  admirable  and  faultless  creatures? 

Shall  we  say  the  lafit  century?    People  who  enjoye^  : 
the  personal  acquaintance  of  ladies  who  lived  a  hundred 
years  ago  do  not  appear  to  have  thought  so  highly  of  them 
as  some  living  persons  do  who  know  them  only  by  report. 
Consider  ^onc  of  their  habits.     What  are  we  to  think  of 
their  passionate,  reckless,  universal  gambling?     Down  to 
1790,  gambling  was  so  universal  in  the  higher  circles, 
that   we   may   almost   say   society   and   gambling   were 
synonymous  terras.     There  appears  to  have  been  high 
play  at  every  court  and  mansion  every  night.     It  was  the 
regular  resource  among  the  idle  classes  for  getting  through 
tlie   evenings.      Fox,  whom   Nature   formed   to   be  the 
foremost  Englishman  of  his  t i me, -7- Fox,  the  Prince  HaJ 
of  politics, — lost  two  hundred  thousand  pounds  at  cards 
by  the  time  he  was  of  age;  and  his  father  had  to  pay  most 
of  it.     The  card-table  was   spoken  of   sometimes  as'  a 
school  for  the  acquisition  of  nerve,  fortitude,  and  good 
temper,  since  it  was  required  of  every  one  to  bear  losses 
with  an  appeajrance  of  cheerfulness.     But  human  naturt 
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not  unf  requently  triumphed  over  the  restraints  of  decorum, 
is  well  as  over  the  rules  of  the  game.  There  were  high- 
born dowagers,  with  whom  it  was  a  costly  honor  to  play. 
Nor  were  losses  always  borne  with  equanimity.  A  writer 
3f  the  last  century  relates  a  terrific  scene  which  he  wit* 
iicssed  in  a  London  drawing-room. 

Two  elderly  ladies  were  seated  at  a  table,  playing  for 
pretty  high  stakes.  Without  going  near  them,  it  was 
3asy  to  tell  which  was  losing  and  which  was  winning, 
From  the  expre'fesion  of  their  faces.  At  length,  the  game 
suddenly  ended  in  a  crushing^  disaster  for  one  of  them. 
The  author  describes  the  sweet  and  pleasant  manner 
in  which  the  gamester  of  fifty  years'  standing  bore  her 
loss.  "  Her  face,"  he  says,  "  was  of  a  universal  crimson: 
ind  tears  of  rage  seemed  ready  to  start  into  her  eyes.  At 
that  moment,  as  Satan  would  have  it,  her  opponent,  a 
iowager  whose  hair  and  eyebrows  were  as  white  as  those 
^i  an  Albiness,  triumphantly  and  briskly  demanded  pay- 
tnent  for  the  two  black  aces. 

"  '  Two  black  aces ! '  a^nswered  the  loser  in-  a  voice 
ilmost  unintelligible  by  passion.  'Here, take  the  money; 
though,  instead,  I  wish  I  could  give  you  two  black  eyes, 
^ou  old  white  cat ! '  accompanying  the  wish  with  a  ges- 
ure  that  threatened  a  possibility  of  its  execution.  The 
stately,  starched  old  lady,  who,  in  her  eagerness  to  receive 
ler  winnings,  had  half  risen  from  her  chair,  sunk  back 
nto  it  as  though  she  had  really  received  the  blow.  She 
literally  closed  her  eyes  and  opened  her  mouth,  and  for 
several  moments  thus  remained  fixed  by  the  magnitude 
of  her  horror." 

We  hear  a  good  deal  about  the  high-breeding  and 
invincible  politeness  of  the  old  time.  There  was  more 
ceremony ;  there  was  more  deference  paid  by  poor  to  rich, 
>y  employed  to  employer,  by  commoner  to  lord,  by  citizens 
o  their  public  servants ;  but  after  a  vj\A.^  ^\3iyn^^  <^1  Sk\j^ 
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records  of  the  past,  and  noting  hundreds  of  indicaHom 
too  trifling  for  mention,  I  am  fully  persuaded,  that  in  oor 
hourly  intercourse  with  one  another  as  mere  hmuaB 
beings,  without  regard  to  rank  or  caste,  we  are  more  j 
polite  than  our  ancestors, — more  generally  considerate 
of  one  another's  feelings,  rights,  and  dignity. 

I  was  turning  over  in  Seribnet^s^  some  time  ago,  ^Tbe 
Cprrespondence  of  the  first  Earl  of  Malmesbury/'  Good  - 
heavens!  what  savages  some  of  the  ladies  of  Englaod. 
appear  in  those  volumes  of  familiar  letters !  Think  d 
the  ladies  in  the  Fump-Boom  at  Bath  getting  into  afroe? 
fight,  tearing  one  another^  hair  and  clothes,  so  that  the 
^iot  Act  was  read,  and  read  in  vain !  We  don't  do  96  at ; 
Saratoga.  We  hear  much  now-ardays  of  the  girl  of  the 
period.  There  was  a  Woman's  Club  in  London  composed 
of  ladies  of  rank,  who  came  and  went  at  all  hours  of  tiie 
night,  ate,  drank  (drank  deeply  too),  played  for  high 
stakes,  talked  loud,  showed  brawny  arms,  and  boasted  in 
loud,  coarse  voices  of  tlieir  physical  prowess.  A  nc\v 
dance  came  up,  which  these  strong-minded  and  stroii|r- 
limbed  sisters  much  affected.  It  was  for  two  couples,  wh*' 
'  began  the  dance  by  a  quarrel;  next  they  fought  a  pair  of 
duels,  firing  real  ])istols ;  then  the  couples  danced  a  recon- 
ciliation figure,  which  ended  in  'an  embrace ;  and  the  dance 
concluded  with  kisses,  well-timed  and  loud,  that  wcntoH 
like  the  pistols  employed  in  the  fight.  The  dress  of  these 
high-born  barbarians  was  as  monstrous  as  their  maniicrH. 
We  read  of  one  lady,  Avho,  on  seeing*tlie*DucIiess  of 
Devonshire  enter  a  room  with  two  feathers  sixteen  inches 
high  nodding  from  the  lofty  summit  of  her  head-dress, 
was  strieken  with  jealousy,  and  thenceforth  took  no  com- 
fort in  life  until  her  undertaker  gave  his  i)romiBC  to 
send  her  two  taWer  \A.\i\vie^  ^"s*  "^qq^v  via  one  of  his  bearscs 

came  home  from,  a  \o\>. 

With   regard  to  dcccwc-s ,  ^a  ^^  x«v?«,^%\a».\  'CSw^hkw^ 
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it  did  not  exist.  Consider  the  anecdote  related  by  Han- 
nah More,  bearing  upon  tliis  point.  In  her  old  age,  she 
had  a  curiosity  to  read  again  a  novel  which  had  been  a 
favorite  in  families  in  her  youth,  and  which  she  had  her- 
self often  read  at  home  to  the  family  circle.  Upon  get- 
ting the  book  she  was  utterly  amazed  and  confounded 
at  its  indecency :  at  eighty  years,  she  could  not  read  to 
herself  a  work  which  at  sixteen  she  had  read  aloud  to 
father,  mother,  and  friends. 

Dr.  Franklin's  paper, .  The  Pennsylvania    Gazette^  the 
best  paper  ever  published  in  the  Colonies,  and  among  the 
most  decent,  contains  fifty  things  which  no  newspaper 
now-a-days,  not  the  most  unscrupulous  of  all,  would  dare. 
or  wish  to  publish.     Among  the  shorter  tales  of  Voltaire, 
there  are  several  which  he  wrote  at  the  request  of  ladies, 
to  be  used  by  them  in  liquidation  of  forfeits  incurred  in 
games.     These  tales  were  read  aloud,  by  or  for  the  ladies, 
to  the  whole  circle  at  the  chateau  or  palace ;  of  tener  palace 
than  chateau,  some  of  them  being  written  for  German 
princesses.     Those  tales  we  should  consider  quite  inde- 
<5ent,  all  of  them.     No  periodical  in  Europe  or  America 
'w^ould  publish  them.     The  same  author  used  to  lend  manu- 
script   cantos  of    his   "  Pucelle,"   a  poem  of  incredible 
freedom,  to  the  most  distinguished  ladies  in  Europe,  who 
''©garded  the  loan  as  an  homage  to  their  taste  and  discre- 
tion, and  sat  up  at  night  making  copies  for  preservation. 
-H^e  read  that  poem  to  the  Queen  of  Prussia,  mother  of 
-^^^^derick  the  Great;  and  one  day,  upon  looking  up,  he 
^^^W"  the  queen's  daughter  listening  on  the  sly.     The  queen, 
■  ^^5  saw  her  a  moment  after,  and  exchanged  meaning 
^^tiilos  with  Voltaire,  but  did  not  send  her  away  ;  and  the 
*^^ding  went  on  as  before,  the  flavor  of  the  jests  being 
*^ore  keenly  relished  because  shared  by  virgvw  e^^:^. 

^^omen,  indeed ^  were  rather  fonder  oi  ^woN^Xv^-^^c^^xix^ 
^^^^   meiif  ar.d  for  an  obvious  reason-    0\i^e.c>LVQi  ^iJi^^^' 
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indeccsf  teles;  and  HI  tiiat ecmtftStatell whBt  VSmW^ 
tonecraft  styles  *^ bodily  irit,^  are  tiie.iiatiiral.rescmroeot 
ignorant,  idle  minds ;  and,  a  hundred  jears  ago,  the  meh 
of  nearly  all  ladies  were  ignorant  and  idle.  I  astef^ 
without  btoitation^  that  the  ordinary  intercourse  of  hamk 
beings  0$  human  ^beings  is  more  deceht,  more' dignified^ 
more  kindly  and  more  sincere,  than  it  was. 

For  two  or  three  months  one  summer,  I  li?ed  at  a  beiA 
on  the  coast  of  Maine,  where^  in  all,  during  the  seup^ 
there  must  hare  been  as  many  as  two  tiiousand  persoiiy 
of  all  sorts  and  conditions,  of  all  religions  and  sUtioDdh 
ties*  I  can  almost  say  that  there  was  not  a  mdd  or 
ungracious  act  done  by  one  of  tlienL  Noix)dy  was  rtuek 
up ;  nobody  made  any  parade  of  wealth,  or  pretei^ 
to  any  superiority  on  account  of  his  fomily  or  occupatioo. 
At  the  same  time  proper  priracrfr  was  not  intruded  upon* 
Every  one  seemed  to  wish  well  to  others,  and  the  utmost 
friendliness  prevailed  at  all  times.  Cards  every  evening, 
but  no  gambling ;  dancing  every  evening,  but  all  over  at 
eleven  o'clock ;  plenty  of  hilarity,  but  scarcely  any  drink' 
ing.  All  was  pleasant,  cheerful,  elegant,  decorous,  free. 
Warm  discussions  upon  politics  and  religion,  but  no  intol' 
erance  or  ill  temper.  I  say  with  the  boldness  arising 
from  long  research,  that  such  a  company,  gathered  for  a 
similar  purpose,  in  asimilar  place,  during  the  last  century, 
would  have  been  less  innocent,  less  decorous,  less  polite 
There  would  have  been  high  play,  deep  drinking,  lo^c 
intrigues,  and  no  meeting  of  rich  and  not  rich,  distin- 
guished and  undistinguished,  on  terms  of  friendly  equality- 

Another  fact:     In  a  drawer  of  the  bowling  alley,  1 

found  one  day  a  Latin  dictionary,  a  Livy,  and  a  Vergil » 

and  I  discovered,  a  few  days  after,  that  they  belonged  t:o 

the  boy  who  had  c\\aTg^cb  oi  \N\^  ^^e^  •    Hft  was  preparing 

for  college  I     VJ^^eiv  wo  oiv^  n^^^  ^•wsKwsil,^  ^x^x.  ^'^xfi&.Xv^^ 

rergil  from  tlie  drawer  •,  a\\d.\\^ V^^\>  ^^»  \^  ^:^  ^^^^^ 
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justomer  strolled  in.  And  the  best  of  it  was,  that  no  one 
jaw  anything  extraordinary  in  this.  If  he  came  to  a  pas- 
sage he  could  not  translate,  he  would  bring  his  book  to 
ihe  piazza,  and  get  assistance  from  some  of  the  gentlemen 
:here  who  were  learned  in  the  classics  of  antiquity ;  all 
rf  which  seemed  quite  natural  and  ordinary. 

Then  as  to  chivalry— the  grand  politeness,  the  Sidney 
style, — supposed  by  some  to  be*  extinct.  In  our  war, 
inany  a  Sidney  served  in  the  ranks ;  one  act  of  one  of 
whom  -was  this:  Twenty  men,  thirsty  and  wounded,  were 
waiting  on  a  hot  day,  after  a  battle  near  Chattanooga,  their 
burn  to  be  attended  to.  One  of  the  gentlemen  of  the 
Christian  Commission  came  up  at  length,  bearing  the 
priceless  treasure  of  a  pail  of  water  and  a  tin  cup.  He 
handed  the  first  cupful  to  the  soldier  who  seemed  most  to 
need  the  cooling,  cleansing  liquid ;  for  he  was  badly 
wounded  in  the  mouth,  from  which  blood  was  oozing. 

"  No,"  said  this  sublime  Sidnev  of  the  ranks  :  *'  I  must 
drink  last;  for,  you  know,  I  shall  make  the  cup  bloody." 

And  there  were  a  thousand  men  in  that  army  who 
would  have  done  the  same.  In  this  country  certainly,  and, 
1  think,  throughout  Christendom,  if  the  spirit  of  caste 
still  lives  in  vulgar  minds,  it  is  generally  recognized  a« 
'^ulgarity  ;  it  hides  itself,  and  is  ashamed. 

. "  Would  you  believe  it  ? "  said  Horace  Walpole,  "  when 
tn  artist  is  patronized  now-a-days,  he  thinks  it  is  he  who 
confers  distinction ! " 

The  courtly  old  pensioner  evidently  thought  that  this 
ivas  mere  insolence  and  absurdity.  This  man,  who  had 
Lived  all  his  life  on  the  bounty  of  the  English  people-— ^on 
Etn  unearned  pension  of  four  thousand  pounds  a  year,  pro- 
cured for  him  by  his  father.  Sir  Robert, — had  not  the 
©lightest  doubt  of  his  intrinsic  super\OYv\Y  lo^vc  ^ci'$>s\\\a. 
^/nolds,  Dr.  Johnson,  Fanny  Barney  ,OaY\Ac\v,o^^*^^^^'^'^- 
forbad  any  other  m^n  of  his  order  m  E^wco^^^^     '^oxsi^s 
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rne  was  congratulating  the  great  Frciich  actor,  Leakin.  ' 
upon  tiie  gloiy  and  the  moncjr  wlilcb  he  had  gaiiieil  due- 
iug  a  pruoperoujB  aeasou. 

"  As  to  money ,"  said  he, "  we  do  not  get  qs  much  « 
people  tliiuk.     My  income,  at  Die  most,  is  only  ten  O' 
.    twelve  thousand  francs  a  y6ar." 

"What!"  cried  a  young  nobleman,  "a  rile  aetorno* 
content  with  twelve  thousand  fnutcs  a  year;  wliile  I,  vbo 
am  in  the  king's  service,  who  b1c-c|)  upon  a  c[iniii)n,sii<l 
shed  my  blood  for  my  country, — 1  aiu  only  too  happy  to 
get  a  thousand  francs ! " 

The  actor,  inwardly  boiling  with  fury,  quietly  said :   ' 

"  Do  you  tonnt  it  for  nothing  that  you  dare  to  speak  to 
to  me  in  that  manner?" 

Fans,  it  is  said,  marveled  at  the  audacity  of  the  vet- 
eran actor,  not  at  all  at  the  insolejicc  of  tlie  bt)y  lictitciiaiit 
■  All  that,  let  us  hope,  is  over  forever.  We  may  iMiant.  ' 
too,  that  an  approach  has  been  made  to  a  substantial 
equality  of  human  conditions  and  opportunities.  Bi»li"P 
Kip  telis  us,  in  a  very  agreeable  article,  liow  traiiqiiil- 
digniticd,  and  captivating  New  York  society  was  in  the 
olden  time.  Very  well.  But  he  gives  us  to  understand 
in  t!ie  same  article,  that  to  maintain  one  of  tliose  refined, 
dignilied  families,  required  an  estate  ten  or  fifteen  mH^^ 
square ;  and  tliere  were  only  about  fifty  of  them  in  t\ie 
whole  vast  Province  of  New  York.  We  are  also  reminded, 
now  and  tlicn,  of  the  first  families  of  Virginia,  and  the 
gniud  life  they  lived;  but  it  took  a  plantation  of  fi*'^ 
thousand  acres,  five  hundred  slaves,  and  fifty  house  scr 
vants,  to  keep  up  one  estuhlishmcut,  Wcmustleamto 
live  beautifully  at  a  much  eheapei-  rate  than  that;  aail  ' 
feel  assured  that  we  arc  learning  it. 

I  went  over  a  cV()cV.-iat\;^^'5,\\\  Q.ow^ti(tt\*iut;.,aometini* 
giro — a  Spacious  and  \\an45voKvtt  c.i^A'Hi^'vvWn^  -^XS^xX^^^ 
gent,  polite  men  and  vco«vw  iv>\wi  <.V^xx,S.xv.\'Cv.-.%-*««* 
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the  water-wheel  performing  all  that  was  hard  and  labori- 
ous. The  only  important-  difference  I  could  discover 
between  the  proprietor  and  the  Avorkmen  was,  that  the 
men  came  to  work  every  morning  at  seven,  and  the  owner 
at  half-past  six.  All  of  them,  in  fact,  came  an  hour  too' 
soon  and  stayed  an  hour  too  late.  The  workmen  lived  in 
pretty  cottages — their  own,  if  they  choose  to  buy, — with 
good,  large  ga!rdens  around  them.  Their  children  went 
•to  the  same  school — common  school  and  high  scliool — as 
his  ^children,  and  had  access  to  the  same  library  and 
lyceum.  All  lived  in  the  same  sweet,  umbrageous  village, 
and  looked  out  upon  the  same  circle  of  wood-crowned 
mountains ;  nor  did  there  appear  to  be  in  the  place  a  mind 
small  enough  to  hold  the  barbaric  idea,  that  one  man 
could  be  higher  than  another  because  he  has  more  money, 
or  earns  his  livelihood  by  a  different  kind  of  work. 

Mr.  Emerson,  in  speaking  of  an  improvident  marriage, 
says:  " Millenium  has  come  and  no  groceries."  I  said 
to  myself,  as  I  strolled  about  this  village,  "  Here  is  a  fore- 
taste of  millenium,  and  groceries  in  abundance.  Here 
are  ladies  and  gentlemen,  not  of  the  old  school,  Avho  are 
living  the  polite  and  intelligent  life  upon  eight  and  twelve 
dollars  a  week." 

Ladies  of  tlie  present  day  themselves  lament  that  they 
should  be  so  little  able  to  resist  the  tyranny  of  fashion. 
Ladies  of  the  old  school  were  more  submissive  to  fashion 
than  they,  without  lamenting  it.  Let  me  say  that,  of  all 
tyrannies,  the  most  ancient  and  the  most  universal  is  that 
of  fashion.  It  began  with  the  beginning  of  civilization, 
and  it  is  precisely  in  the  most  civilized  nations  that  its 
control  extends  to  the  greatest  variety  of  details.  Phi- 
losophers laugh  at  it ;  but  show  me,  if  you  can,  a  phi- 
losopher who  is  philosopher  enough  to  \^e^^  \\\\ycQ>^'$iL  \^- 
%bfc  his  grandfather's  Sunday  \\at\  \^  \^  x^^"^  ^  ^^^^ 
Aat?   It  18  an  excellent  liat.    T\\^  solt  ^w^  ^^^^^^  "^^^  ^ 
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the  bo&ver  coren  it;  it'b  lined  with  t1ie  rinest  it 
it  glistens  in  the  sun  witli  a  xesplotident  gloss ;  it  ia  m 
uglier  in  form  than  tite  stove-pipe  of  to-Oay;  it  lias  all 
the  properties  of  a  good  covering  for  the  head.  Tlio 
ori^oal  proprietor  -wore  it  Titli  pride,  and  cheri&lii-d  it 
vith  care  iu  adust-tight  bandbox,  ia  which  it  ha^  reposed 
unharmed  for  fifty  years.  What  is  tlie  matter  witli  this 
superior  hat,  that  a  man  capable  of  marching  up  to  tlie 
bannon's  mouth  shrinkB  vith  dismay  from  wearing  it  a 
mile  on  a  fine  afternoon  in  the  street  of  liis  native  cit; 

The  hat  is  simply  out  of  fashion ;  nothing  more.  Hie 
present  owner  knows  that,  if  Lc  were  to  wear  it, 
friends  would  take  him  for  a  madman,  )iis  creditors  would 
fear  for  his  solvency,,  and  the  boys  would  set  liim  down  aa 
a  quack  doctor:  So  rooted,  so  uiicoitqiierablc  in  this 
tyranny,  which  many  of  us  deride,  and  all  of  us  ol 

I  said  it  is  tlie  oldest  o£  our  tyrants.  In  E<ry]itiaii 
tombs,  which  were  ancient  when  Anttmy  wooed  Cleopaira, 
there  have  been  found  many  evidences  tliat  Egyptian 
ladies  were  as  assiduous  devotees  of  fashion  as  the  fondest 
inspector  of  fashion-plates  can  now  be.  In  the  British 
Museum  you  may  inspect  the  implements  of  Egypfian 
fashion  conveniently  displayed.  There  are  neat  litilc 
bottles  made  to  hold  the  coloring  matter  used  by  tlia 
ladies  of  Egypt  for  painting  their  cheeks  and  eyebroirs. 
Some  of  those  vessels  have  four  or  five  cells  or  comparl- 
ments,  each  of  which  contained  liquid  of  a  different 
shade  for  different  portions  of  the  face.  These  ffW 
applied  witli  a  kind  of  long  pin  or  bodkin,  several  of 
which  have  been  brought  to  this  country. 

Professor  W.  H.  Flower,  a  distinguished  membcfM' 
the  Royal  Society  of  London,  has  recently  pubhslieii 
a  little  boot  caWci  ''■'?a.A\\(«v\a.D'^Eormity,"  in  which  toJ 
mentions  sevavaV  'sa-j?.  to  V>£v\^\-(&fe%\a-^'i&R»^'a«d'^' 
as    delorm  tt^emaeV-c'*.,  ^^  oX^^^asift  \a  s^^  v-^-s^ 
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isliion.  He  passes  over  Egypt ;  perhaps  because  of  the 
uperabundance  of  material  illustrating  his  subject  which 
\e  Egyptian  collections  present  to  view.  If  he  had  con- 
ned his  work  to  such  a  testimony  as  the  Egyptian  tombs 
ave  yielded,  he  could  have  made  a  volume  ten  times  the 
ize  of  the  modest  discourse  with  which  he  has  been  so 
ood  as  to  favor  us.  One  of  the  absurd  Egyptian  fashions 
ppears  to  have  been  of  some  service.  Herodotus  tells 
s  that,  when  he  was  on  his  travels,  he  once  walked  over 

battle-field  where  the  Egyptians  and  the  Persians  had 
Hight  some  years  before. 

"  I  observed,"  he  says,  "  that  the  skulls  of  the  Persians 
Tre  so  soft  that  you  could  perforate  them  with  a  small 
ebble,  while  those  of  the  Egyptians  were  so  strong  that 
ith  difficulty  you  could  break  them  with  a  large  stone." 

Upon  inquiring  into  the  cause  of  this,  he  was  informed 
lat  it  was  owing  to  the  different  head  fashions  of  Egypt 
nd  Persia.  In  Egypt  it  was  the  fashion  for  mothers  to 
lave  tha  heads  even  of  young  children,  leaving  only  a 
►ck  or  two  in  front,  behind,  and  one  on  each  side ;  and 
hile  thus  shorn  they  were  allowed  to  go  out  into  the  sun 
itliout  hats.  The  Persians,  on  the  contrary,  wore  their 
air  long,  and  protected  themselves  from  the  sun  by  soft 
aps.  We  learn  also  from  this  passage  in  Herodotus, 
lat  it  was  not  the  fashion  in  his  time  to  bury  the  dead 
fter  a  battle. 

All  the  ancient  civilized  races  took  great  liberties  with* 
heir  hair,  as  well  as  with  the  hair  of  other  people, 
^ersons  of  rank  in  Egypt,  after  shaving  off  their  own 
air,  wore  wigs  to  distinguish  them  from  bare-headed 
easants.  A  still  more  inconvenient  fashion  of  Egyptian 
indies  was  the  wearing  of  false  beards  upon  the  chin, 
>Oaposed  of  plaited  hair,  and  varym«;  m\^\\^\  ^^^crc^vcv?^ 

the  rank  of  the  wearer.      We  fiuSi  W\^t,  Vcv  ^^^X  ^Oi\^ 
e/c/i^  civilizations,  fashion  selected  s»\ia\\^T  oVv^cXj^  xxs^-^ 
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which  to  exercise  its  authority*    Sir  Gardner  TIVUkittMi 
mentions  that  there  was  a  fashion  in  dogs  m  asciiii^: 
Egypt,  which  changed  from  time  to  time.    Some  hmbi 
were  fashionable  on  account  of  their  extreme  ugliiiMi^ 
others  for  their  beauty  or  size.    The  f ayorite  dc^  of 
popular  princess  would  set  the  fashion  in  dogs  for  al< 
time,  as  it  does  in  more  modern  days.     As  faTorite 
were  frequently  mummied,  and  placed  in  the  tomfa$ 
their  owners,  we  are  able  to  trace  several  changes 
fashion  in  these  creatures. 

Professor  Flower  could  have  drawn  some  apt  illi 
tions  from  the  burdensome  head  dresses  found  in 
tombs.    Some  of  these  were  not  merely  burdensome, 
hideous,  the  hair  being  extended  in  such  a  way  as  to 
the  head  four  or  fiye  times  larger  than  nature  made  ii 

It  were  well  if  human  beings  would  be  satisfied  nm 
self-torment  for  fashion's  sake.  On  almost  any  afternoon 
you  may  see  in  Broadway  terriei-s  bred  so  small  thati 
full  grown  dog  does  not  weigh  much  more  than  a  large  rat 
This  custom  of  changing  the  natural  form  and  size  d 
animals  for  fashion's  sake  is  both  ancient  and  wide- 
spread. The  Hottentois  twist  the  horns  of  their  cattle  into 
various  fantastic  shapes  w  hile  the  horns  are  joung  and 
flexible,  and  in  some  parts  of  Africa  the  horns  of  sheep 
are  made  to  grow  in  several  points  by  splitting  the  horn 
with  a  knife  when  it  begins  to  grow.  Among  ourselves, 
too,  horses  tails  are  still  occasionally  docked  for  old 
fashion's  sake,  and  Professor  Flower  remarks  that  the 
ancient  custom  of  cropping  the  ears  of  horses  is  not  yet 
extinct  in  England. 

Among  savage^  the  modes  of  fashionable  deformity  are 
more  numerous  than  with  civilized  people,  though  thef 
are  less  m^vmovvs.    §^q>\sv^  X.i^^jifc's.  ^^xAar  their  nails  redo 
blacks     Tattoouv?,  >\\^  ^\Tv\\!L^XL^iSsass^^sK^ 
Some  sams^a  U^Ve^  ^^^  ^^^  ^^^^  ^sj^^ 
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all  out  of  chape  with  heavy  pei^dents  ;  others  make  holes 
in  their  ear^,  and  continue  to  stretch  them,  until  a  man 
can  pass  his  arms  through  his  ears.  It  is  a  strange  thing 
that  the  practice  of  flattening  the  head,  in  use  among  our 
Flathead  Indians,  does  not  appear  to  injure  the  brain. 
White  men  who  have  resided  in  that  tribe  report  that  any 
mother  who  sliould  fail  to  flatten  the  heads  of  her  children 
into  the  fashionable  shape,  would  be  thought  a  very 
indolent  and  unkind  parent,  since  it  would  subject  her 
children  to  the  unsparing  ridicule  of  their  playmates. 
Nor  could  the  girls  ever  hope  for  marriage,  nor  the  boys 
aspire  to  have  any  influence  in  the  tribe. 

The  two  worst  fashions  in  deformity,  according  to  Pro- 
fessor Flower,  are  cramping  the  feet  and  compressing  the 
body.  The  sufferings  undergone  by  Chinese  girls,  in 
reducing  their  feet  to  the  fashionable  size,  are  so  severe 
and  long  continued  as  to  excite  our  wonder  even  more 
than  our  pity.  The  learned  professor  gives  a  pair  of 
pictures  to  show  Avhat  ladies  do  with  themselves  when 
they  try  to  conform  to  the  fashion  of  half-yard  waist. 
One  presents  to  us  the  statue  of  the  Venus  of  Milo  in  all 
the  majestic  amplitude  of  nature.  The  other  exhibits 
the  Paris  waist  of  May,  1880,  a  silly,  trivial,  nipped  figure 
of  the  fashionable  number  of  inches  in  circuit,  an  object 
of  equal  horror  to  the  anatomist  and  to  the  artist. 

We  moderns,  liowever,  have  one  comfort.     We  have 
evolved  the  fashion  of  not  following  the  fashion.     Thus, 
the  late  Lord  Palme rston  never  would  wear  boots  which 
did  not  give  to  each  of  his  toes  all  its  natural  rights,  and 
BO  he  set  the  fashion  of  not  wearing  the  fashionable  boot. 
In  every  American  community  there  are  now  to  be  found 
ladies  of  the  new  school,  who,  if  they  follow  the  fashion- 
at  all,  follow  it  at  a  rational  distance,  aud  k\\Ci\i  \v«^^  X.^ 
preserve  their  health  and  freedom  \^\t\\o\x^  ^\\\%\>\!^^^1  * 
It  is  no  longer  difficult  to  follow  t\\e  iafe\\vo\Y  oi  i^^o^>^^^ 
the  fusbiou,  as  Chesterfield  advised,  ^'-  t\\rfee  ^«xe,e^ ^^^"^^^^^^ 
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TORU  DUTT. 

ONE  day  in  August,  1876,  the  English  poet  and  critic, 
Mr.  Edmund  W.  Gosse,  was  lingering  in  the  office 
of  the  London  "  R\aminer"  mourning  over  the  dulhiess 
of  the  book-trade  at  that  season,  and  complaining  that 
the  publishers  sent  him  no  books  worth  reviewing. 
While  he  was  still  talking  upon  this  subject  to  his  friend, 
Mr.  Minto,  the  editor  of  the  paper,  the  postman  arrived, 
bringing  a  meager  little  packet,  marked  with  an  unfamiliar 
Indian  postmark.  Upon  being  opened  it  proved  to  con- 
tain a  small  pamphlet,  entitled, '^  A  Sheaf  Gleaned  in 
French  Fields,  by  Toru  Dutt,"  which  Mr.  Mintor  thrust 
hastily  into  the  reluctant  hands  of  Mr.  (iosse,  exclaiming 
as  he  ^lid  so:  "There,  see  whether  you  can't  make  sonie- 
thinir  out  of  that." 

The  ( ri'ic  did  not  expect  to  make  anything  of  it.  It 
was  a  thin,  shabby, u<rly  little  book,  of  about  two  hundrtMl 
jniL^'s,  hound  in  oranjrc  coh)r,  unattractive  in  type,  and 
without  ])reface  or  introduction,  its  oddly  j)riutid  titlt^ 
]n\^^r  merely  conveying  the  information  that  it  was  ]»ul>- 
lished  at  i>howanipore,  at  the  Saptahik.^ambad  Press. 
He  took  it,  however,  and  the  first  thing  he  found  in  it 
was  a  translation  of  A  Morning  Serenade,  by  Victor 
Hutro. 

« 

'^  What  was  my  surprise  and  almost  rajituro,"  he  snvs 
in  relating  the  incident,  "  to  open  at  such  verse  as  this: 

**  Still  barred  thv  doors  I     The  far  oast  trlows, 
T\w  \v\oTw\wvL  VvcvOvWv^^^\Q<l\  and  free. 

i^vc  clVv! w  -oX^vi  \\\vivi  \ 
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.    •*  All  look  for  thee,  Love,  Light,  and  Song; 
Light  in  the  sky  deep  red  above,  ^ 

Song,  in  the  lark  of  pinions  strong, 
And  in  my  heart,  true  Love. 

»  **  Apart,  we  miss  our  nature's  goal, 

Why  strive  to  cheat  our  destinies  ? 
Was  not  my  love  made  for  thy  soul  ? 
Thy  beauty  for  mine  eyes  ? 
No  longer  sleep, 

Oh,  listen  now  I 
I  wait  and  weep. 
But  where  art  thou  ?  ** 

"  When  poetry  is  as  good  as  this,"  continues  Mr.  Gosse, 
it  docs  not  pauch  matter  whether  Rouveyre  prints  it  upon 
Whatman  paper,  or  whether  it  steals  to  light  in  blurred 
type  from  some  press  in  Bhovvanipore." 

The  volume  which  thus  pleasantly  surprised  an  accom- 
plished reviewer  was  the  work  of  a  young  Hindu  girl, 
then  only  twenty  years  of  age.  Toru  Dutt  was  the 
youngest  child  of  Govin  Chunder  Dutt,  a  retired  Indian 
officer  of  high  caste.  She  was  born  in  Calcutta  on  the 
fourth  of  March,  1856,  and,  with  the  exception  of  a  year's 
visit  to  Bombay,  her  childhood,  and  that  of  her  elder  sister 
Aru,  was  passed  at  her  father's  garden-house  in  the  city 
of  lier  birth.  Her  parents,  whom  she  dearly  loved,  were 
devout  Christians,  and  brought  her  up  to  share  their  faith. 
She  was  well  acquainted,  however,  with  all  the  ancient 
songs  and  legends  of  her  own  people,  and  always  retained 
for  them  a  tenderness  of  which  she  sometimes  speaks 
lialf  apologetically,  while  at  other  times  she  grows  warm 
in  their  praise.  Often  her  mother,  herself,  and  Aru, — 
for  both  sisters  possessed  very  clear,  and  well-trained 
contralto  voices — would  sing  these  strange  old  ballads  in 
the  evening,  when  the  sudden  deacewt  ol  1\\^  \xQr^\^  ^^^c^ 
brought  welcome  dusk  and  coolness  al\-^x  >i\\^  ^"^^^^  ^:^^ 
beat  of  an  Indian  day. 
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The  two  sisters  were  devoted  companions.  Tom,  tlie 
younger  by  eighteen  months,  aliw^ays  uneonscionsly  took 
the  lead  both  in  studies  and  amusements,  although,  as 
their  father  records,  there  was  no  assumption  of  snperi- 
ority  on  her  part.  "  It  seemed  perfectly  natural  to  Arp/* 
he  says,  ^^  to  fall  into  the  background  in  the  presence  of 
her  sister.    The  love  between  them  was  always  perfect.'' 

They  remained  until  1869  in  the  happy  retirenoient  of 
their  home,  studying  and  learning  how  to  perform  honse- 
hold  tasks,  none  of  which  they  consi4ered  too  mean  for 
them.  Much  of  their  time  was  spent  in  the  gai^en^  of 
which  no  description  could  be  given  so  clekr  or  so  beauti- 
ful as  Toru's  own,  written  a  few  years  later : 

'<  A  sea  of  foliage  girds  our  garden  round, 
^ut  Hot  a  sea  of  dull,  unvaried  green, 
» Sharp  contrasts  of  all  colors  here  are  seen; 
The  light-green,  graceful  tamarinds  abound 
Amid  the  mangoe  clumps  of  green  profound. 
And  palms  arise,  like  pillars  gray,  between; 
And  o'er  the  quiet  pools  the  scemuls  lean, 
lied, — red,  and  startling  like  the  trumpet's  sound. 
But  nothing  can  be  lovelier  than  the  ranges 

Of  bamboos  to  the  eastward,  when  the  moon 
Looks  tlirough  their  gaps,  and  the  white  lotus  changes 
Into  a  cup  of  silver.     One  might  swoon 

Dnmken  with  beauty  then,  or  gaze  and  gaze 
On  a  primeval  Eden,  in  amaze." 

In  Novcm})er,  1869,  the  two  girls  went  to  Europe,  and 
visited  France,  Italy,  and  England.  In  France  they  were 
Bent  to  school  for  the  only  time  in  tlieir  lives,  spendinj^  a 
few  months  at  a  French  pension.  It  must  have  been 
chiefly  during  this  period  that  Torn  gained  her  marvel- 
ous intimacy  with  the  French  language.  English  she 
fspoke  and  wrote  weW — cx^yv  ^viwv!>.^\^w\l^  well  considerins; 
her  ago  and  nationaVvty — yc\.  ^\\  q^^^'s^^xv^X^jc^^j^^  \*i\x^^^ 
the  foreigner.     Ucr  F Ye\\d\, otv  V\\^  ^^\\\.^^i  ,^>^^>xV,^^..5^ 
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ful,  and  idiomatic,  seems  not  the  toilfully  acquired 
accomplishment  of  an  educated  Hindu,  but  the  natural 
speech  of  a  Parisian  lady.  A  brief  sample,  taken  almost 
at  random,  will  prove  this.  It  is  a  description  of  the 
hero  in  her  romance  called  Le  Journal  de  Mademoiselle 
d'Arvers. 

"  II  est  beau  en  effet.  Sa  taille  est  haute,  mais  quel- 
quesuns  la  trouveraient  mince ;  sa  chevelure  noire  est 
boucl^e  et  tombe  jusqu'Sb  la  nnque ;  ses  yeux  noirs  sont 
profonds  et  bien  fendus ;  le  front  est  noble ;  la  ISvre 
supdrieure,  couverte  par  une  moustache  naissante  et  noire, 
est  parfaitement  model^e ;  son  menton  a  quelque  chose  de 
severe ;  son  teint  est  d'un  blanc  nresque  fdminin,  ce  qui 
ddnote  sa  haute  naissance." 

Slie  always  loved  France.     Her  first  book,  as  we  see, 

was  a  volume  of  translations  from  the  French ;  her  one 

long   prose   work   was   composed  in  French;    the  first 

article  she  ever  published  was  a  critical  esssay  upon  a 

French   author;  and  two  of  her  most  stirring  English 

poems  treat  of  French  subjects — one,  an  ode  written  in 

1870  during  the  dark  days  of  the  Franco-Prussian  War, 

the  second,  lines  inscribed  on  the  fly-leaf  of  Erckmann- 

Chatrian's  novel  Madame  ThSrese.     The  latter  concludes 

thus : 

I  read  the  story,  and  my  heart  beats  fast  I 
Well  might  aU  Europe  quail  before  thee,  France, 
Battlmg  against  oppression  I     Years  have  passed, 
Yet  of  that  time  men  speak  with  moistened  glance. 
Va-nu-pieds !     When  rose  high  your  Marseillaise 
Man  knew  his  rights  to  earth's  remotest  bound 
And  tyrants  trembled.     Yours  alone  the  praise  I 
Ah,  had  a  Washington  but  then  been  found ! 

On  leaving  France  the  sisters  went  to  England,  where 
they  attended  the  lectures  for  women,  at  G^\3CL\i^vi'»^^'ax\^ 
in  1873  they  returned  to  their  bc\o\eiSL\\oxcia  viv  ^^^x^^^i 
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iBrt  Jiomrcmaiiiinp  years  of  Toni'a  life  irerc  pSt 
A  pliotograpli  Idken  bcfure  tlieif  departure  bIiowb  Ijotli 
^rla  to  liave  been  jiIeaHiii;^  and  refined  in  appearaiicfl,  ' 
,lrhilo  Toi'u'a  ratlicr  rnnnd  face  with  its  bronze  Bkin, 
Jbrilliant  fycs,  uiid  sliitdiiig  mass  of  loose  liair,  might  bv 
bermcd  pretty,  did  we  not  prefer  to  call  it  expressive, 
Jj'mcu  ita  alertni-MH  and  intelligence  possesa  a  KlroiijrT 

^'iiliarm  limn  its  bcHiity. 

W      Toru's  ciirccr  as  an  author  dated  from  lier  return  to 

-India,  Eipiippcd  already  with  a  stock  of  knowk'dpn 
wliicli,  as  Mr.  Dossc  well  says,  "wonld  have  aiiflieed  to 
';m[iko  an  English  or  French  girl  ecein  learned,  but  which 
in  her  case  was  ainiply  miraculous,"  kIic  could  not  rest 
Sontent  with,  these  acquirement  a,  but  devoted  henwlf 
iOfllously  to  the  study  of  Sanskrit,  under  Iicr  father's 

»  tuition ;  a  imrsuit  whicli  slio  continn{>d  nntil.  in  con- 
sideration of  licr  failing  health,  he  required  her  to  giveit 
up.  Her  first  publication,  which  appeared  in  the  Bengal 
Magazine  when  she  waa  but  eighteen  years  of  age,  was 
an  easay  npo*":  tlio  French  poet  Leconte  de  Lisle,  with 
whose  somewhat  austere  compositiona  she  had  much 
Bympatliy.  This  was  soon  followed  by  another  upoo 
JosfSphin  Soulary,  both  being  illustrated  by  translationfl 
into  English  verse. 

In  July,  1874,  her  sister  Aru  died  at  the  age  of  twenty, 
and  in  her  Toru  lost  a  faithful  helper  and  friend.  It  bid 
been  their  cherished  project  to  publish  an  anonymous 
novel  which  Toru  waa  to  write  and  Aru,  who  possessed  a 
striking  talent  for  design,  was  to  illustrate.  Toru  began 
the  novel — Le  Journal  de  Mademoiselle  d'Ar^xrs — before 
leaving  Europe,  but  Aru  died  without  having  seen  a  pag6 
of  it,  and  Toru  herself  was  in  her  grave  when  the  com- 
pleted inanuacript  \vas  lo\m4  a,\ftt)^^  Uec  ijapera  by  her 

father  and  given  to  t\\c  ^luVtiii. 
The  "Sheai  Gleaned  m -St^tv^V  Yv^Xia"  *.W»^^* 
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we  have  stated,  in  187G.  This* wonderful  book  of  trans- 
lations, made  by  a  young  girl  in  India,  from  one  foreign 
language  into  another,  found  but  two  reviewers  in  all 
Europe.  One  of  these  was  the  French  poet  and  novelist, 
Andr^  Theuriet,  who  was  himself  represented  in  its  pages 
by  one  of  her  most  successful  translations,  and  who  gave 
it  just  and  discrtminating  praise  in  the  Revue  de  Deux 
Mondes,  Tlie  other  was  tlie  gentleman  who  had  so 
unwillingly  received  it  in  the  office  of  the  London 
Examiner.  Mr.  Gosse,  in  the  memoir  with  which  he 
afterwards  prefaced  one  of  Toru's  works,  claims  with 
sympathetic  pride  that  he  was  "  a  little  earlier  still  in 
sounding  the  only  note  of  welcome  which  reached  the 
dying  poetess  from  England." 

The  dying  poetess  !  Torn,  never  strong,  and  exhausted 
by  the  continuous  strain  of  her  literary  labors,  was  soon 
to  follow  the  sister  whom  she  so  deeply  mourned.  Her 
letters  to  her  friend.  Mile.  Clarisse  Bader,  show  us  very 
clearly  the  beginning  of  the  end.  Mile.  Bader  was  the 
author  of  a  French  work  entitled,  "  Woman  in  Ancient 
India,"  which  Torn  desired  to  translate  into  English. 
Before  doing  so,  however,  she  wrote  to  ask  permission  of 
the  author.     She  received  a  most  kind  and  gracious  reply. 

''  Dear  Mademoiselle,"  wrote  Mile.  Bader,  "  What !  It 
is  a  descendant  of  my  dear  Indian  heroines  who  desires 
to  translate  the  work  I  have  devoted  to  the  ancient  Arvau 
women  of  the  Peninsula  of  the  Ganges !  Such  a  wish, 
emanating  from  such  a  source,  touches  me  too  deeply  for 
me  not  to  listen  to  it.  Translate,  then,  Woman  in  Ancient 
India,  Mademoiselle ;  I  authorize  you  with  all  my  lieart 
to  do  so;  and  with  all  my  most  sympathetic  desires  I 
Invoke  the  success  of  your  enterprise.  .  .  .  When 
you  have  published  in  India  your  translatloiv  ot  'W^^^csss^x 
in  Ancient  India,  I  should  be  very  gv^V^iv\  \i  ^o\^.^^^^^ 
zindljr  send  two  copies  of  your  vcrsiow,    ^  ^\\qv\^^'^'^^'^ 
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very  liappy  to  receive  your  photograph  if  you  still  posaM 


one." 


Toru's  reply,  dated  Calcutta,  March  18,  1877,  is  $$ 
follows : 

"Dear  Mademoiselle,  I  thank  you  very  sincerely  far 
your  kind  authorization  to  translate  *  Woman  in  Ancient 
India'  and  also  for  your  kind  and  s^mpatlietic  letter, 
which  has  given  me  the  keenest  pleasure. 

"  I  deeply  lament  not  to  have  been  able  to  be^  the 

translation  yet,  but  my  constitution  is  not  very  strong ; 

more  than  two  years  ago  I  contracted  an  obstinate  cong^ 

which  never  leaves  me.    Nevertheless,  I  hope  soon  to  set 

^towDrk. 

"I  cannot  express,  Mademoiselle,  how  much  yonr 
affection  for  my  country  and  my  countrywomen  touches 
me,  for  both  your  letter  and  your  book  sufficiently  testify 
that  you  do  love  them ;  and  I  am  proud  to  be  able  to  say 
that  the  heroines  of  our  great  epics  are  worthy  of  all 
honor  and  all  love.  Is  there  any  heroine  more  touching, 
more  loveable,  than  Sita?  I  do  not  believe  there  is. 
Wlien,  in  the  evening,  I  hear  my  mother  sing  the  old 
songs  of  our  country  I  almost  always  shed  tears.  Sita's 
lament  when,  banished  for  the  second  time,  she  wanders 
alone  in  the  vast  forest  with  terror  and  despair  in  her 
soul,  IS  so  pathetic  that  I  think  there  is  no  one  who  could 
hear  it  without  crying.  I  enclose  for  you  two  little  trans- 
lations from  that  beautiful  old  language,  the  Sanskrit. 
Unfortunately,  I  was  obliged  to  cease  my  translations 
from  the  Sanskrit  six  months  ago.  My  health  does  not 
permit  me  to  continue  them.  I  send  you  also  my  portrait 
and  that  of  my  sister.  In  the  photograph  she  is  repre- 
sented as  seated.  She  was  so  sweet  and  so  good !  The 
p/iotograph  dates  iroxa  iowt  ^eia^ra  a^o.^  when  I  was 
^erenteen  and  she  scarceVy  mwat^cvv.  \\a^.,^'s^$kfc\ssa\^^ 
shall  be  grateful,  ii  you  m\\  Vm^iM  ^^^^^^^  ^>^x^^\f> 
graph.     Iwillkeep^tasovveoi^^^^«c^-^^^^^.^-^^..^^^ 
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"  I  must  pause  here ;  I  wHl  not  further  intrude  upon 
your  time.     Like  M.  Lefev  re-Deumier,  I  must  say : 

"Farewell  then,  dear  fiiend  whom  I  have  not  known," 

"  For,  Mademoiselle,  I  count  you  among  my  friends  and 
among  my  best  friends,  although  I  have  not  seen  you. 

"  Believe,  Mademoiselle,  the  renewed  assurance  of  my 
friendship,  Toru  Diitt." 

Prom  a  postscript  we  learn  that  she  had  expected  to 
visit  Europe  for  her  health,  and  she  expresses  her  hope 
of  soon  meeting  her  unknown  friend.  In  April,  however, 
she  writes  again,  saying  that  she  had  been  veiy  ill  for  a 
fortnight,  and  that  this  plan  liad  been  abandoned.  She 
asked  Mile.  Bader  to  write  to  her  at  her  old  address  — 
''your  letter  and  your  portrait  will  do  m^.  good."  It  is 
pleasant  to  think  how  she  must  have  enjoyed  the  cheering 
and  appreciative  letter  which  she  received  in  reply.  It 
enclosed  the  portrait,  too,  although  Mile.  Bader  declares 
that  her  photographs  w^ere  always  each  uglier  than  the 
last,  and  that  it  was  a  great  piece  of  self-sacrifice  for  her 
to  send  one  to  anybody  who  had  never  seen  her. 

Toru  answers  briefly  but  warmly,  thanking  her  friend 
for  her  kindness  and  excusing  herself  from  writing  more 
at  length  on  the  ground  that  she  has  been  suffering  four 
months  from  fever,  and  is  still  too  weak  to  go  from  her 
own  room  to  the  next  without  feeling  extreme  fatigue. 
One  more  letter  from  Mile.  Bader,  even  more  cordial  and 
affectionate  than  the  last^  closes  the  correspondence.  It 
is  full  of  sympathy  and  encouragement.  She  exclaims 
with  surprise  that  Toru,  in  her  photograph  apparently 
the  picture  of  health,  should  have  been  so  ill. 

"But  now,"  she  adds,  "you  have  w^holly  recovered, 
have  you  not?     And,  at  the  time  of  the  Expositioxv^ ^<^>\ 
will  come  to  our  sweet  land  of  Erauce,Nsj\\o^^\fiSv^\i^^^'i*^'^ 
wiJl  do  you  ^ood — you,  who  liave  suS^^^^  i\wcL  ^^^^^^^ 
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bandng  climate,  ^riendlj  l^earts  aw^t  jroo.  wiiih  joyous 
hope.  Mj  parents  and* myself  love yoa  much — witboat 
having  ever  seen  yao,  bat  yoor  letters  and  yoor  wmfa 
have  revealed  to  ns  tiie  goodness  of  yonr  heart,  the  candor 
td  your  sooL  Come,  then,  my  amiable  friend,  to  seal . 
with  your  preieience  an  afifedjbion  which  is  already  yours." 

The  two  friends  never  met;   the  letter  was  nerar 
answered,  never  received.    It  was  dated  September  11,  ^ 
1877.    Tom  Dutt  died  Augost  80th  of  the  same  yMr, 
aged  twenty-one  years,  six  months,  and  twenty-rix  dayl. 
She  had  breathed  her  last  before  tlie  letter  was  ei^  | 
written.    Her  last  words  were,  '^It  is  only  the  physiodl^  j 
pain  that  makes  me  cry.'* 

She  died  almost  unknown  to  fame.  A  few  men  in  FmiM. 
and  England  who  had  made  t^e  Orient  a  special  stady, 
had  noted  her  works  and  praised  them  as  the  achievement 
of  a  Hindu  genius ;  a  still  smaller  number  had  read  them 
and  loved  them  for  their  poetry  alone.  But,  from  the  day 
of  her  death  her  reputation  grew,  and  a  second  edition  of 
the  "  Sheaf  Gleaned  in  French  Fields"  was  soon  prepared, 
with  a  brief  preface  by  her  father.  This  book  was,  it 
must  be  remembered,  the  only  one  of  hers  published  in 
her  lifetime;  upon  this  alone  it  was  at  first  thought  that 
her  fame  must  rest.  Even  had  this  been  the  case,  her 
place  in  literature  should  have  been  secure.  The  trans- 
lations vary ;  some  are  almost  flawless  gems  of  Enghsh, 
such  as  the  "Serenade"  already  given,  or  this  version  of 
a  poem  by  Evariste  de  Parny,  on  the  "  Death  of  a  Youug 

Girl": 

"  Though  childhood's  days  were  past  and  gone 
More  innocent  no  child  could  be ; 
Though  grace  in  every  feature  shone, 
Her  maiden  heart  was  fancy  free. 
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**  But  God  had  destined  otherwise, 
And  so  she  gently  fell  asleep, 
A  creature  of  the  starry  skies 
Too  lovely  for  the  earth  to  keep. 

**  She  died  in  earliest  womanhood; 

Thus  dies,  and  leaves  behind  no  trace, 
A  bird's  song  in  a  leafy  wood  — 

Thus  melts  a  sweet  smile  from  a  face." 

At  othor  times  she  is  not  so  fortunate.  Sometimes  a 
3oem  intended  to  be  picturesque  or  impressive  is  given  a 
•eally  comical  turn  by  the  introduction  of  some  unex- 
)ected  little  colloquial  phrase,  used  by  Torn  with  perfect 
^ood  faith  as  to  its  suitability.  Take,  for  example,  her 
ranslation  of  Victor  Hugo's  magnificent  piece  upon  the 
'  Ports  of  Paris  "  in  which  the  mood  of  tlie  English  reader 
s  undesirably  affected  by  the  statement  that 

^*  At  a  respectful  distance  keep  the  forts,  * 

A  multitude,  a  populace,  of  monstrous  guns, 
That  in  the  far  horizon  wolf-like  prowl." 

The  word  "cannon-wagon,'*  too,  does  not  lend  itself 
t'racefullv  to  blank  verse. 

"  The  sinister  cannon- wagons  darkly  grouped  " 

were  doubtless  awe-inspiring  objects,  but  the  effect  upon 
tlie  reader  Is  not  wholly  the  one  intended.  Yet  in  the 
same  piece  ci<3cur  these  finely  resonant  lines  descriptive 
of  cannon: 

**  Far  stretching  out 
Their  ncikt  i  *  bronze  around  the  wall  immense, 
They  rest  iiwake  while  peacefully  we  sleep, 
And  in  thtnr  hoarse  lungs  latent  thunders  growl 
Low  premo*i..tions. " 

The  notes  appem^ad  to  the  book  are  almost  as  interest- 
ng,  in  tlieir  curious  display  of  unlooked-for  knowledge  and 
iquaJI/  imlookcd-tor  ignorance,  aa  t\\e  vtoyV  \\,"&0^i.     \\o\^ 
Iain  that  she  is  acquainted  wiil\  our  Ajccl^^V^^^  ^\>50oi.^^'^* 
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In  a  note  upon  Cfaaries  Nodier  -  she  remar'ts 
proso  BtorieB  are  chBrmbig  and  namiDd  her  of 
Irving.  In  another  upon  Bandelatn.%  slie  detects  in  oiie 
of  his  poems  a  pl^iarism  from  Iiongfellow — a  literal 
.  translation  of  a  verse  from  the  "Faaliii  mf  Life."  ] 

Fortunately  for  the  reading  poblii.',  however,  we  have 
other  standards  by  which  to  judge  of  Torn 'a  talent.   After 
her  death  her  fatlier  foatid  among  her  papers  the  com-  i 
plete  Frencli  romance  of  ''MademotKlle  d'Arvers,"  wliicti  , 
was   soon   published  under  the  editorial    care  of  Mile, 
Bader,  and  a  sufficient  number  of  £hig:lish  poema  to  form  ^ 
the  little  volume  lately  issaed  under  the  title  of  "Ancient 
Songs  and  Ballads  of  Hindustan,"  mid, prefaced  hyiir. 
GoBse  with  a  memoir  of  the  author. 

"  Le  Journal  de  MademaueUe  ffArvert  *'  is  a  t\o\c\  of 
modern  French  society,  treating  of  the  love  of  two  bioili- 
crs  for  the  same  beautiful  and  noble  gii'l.  It  id  trad'.',  tin- 
unhappy  passion  leading  finally  to  fratricide  and  niailuts* 
Yet,  in  dealing  with  these  diffiiiult  matters,  Tom  nere; 
becomes  melodramatic  or  ridiculous,  and  often  displajj 
true  power,  tliou<rli  she  is  not  seldom  unreal  and  fantas- 
tic. Of  more  interest  to  American  readers  is  the  collec- 
tion of  lior  English  poenis —  Iier  chief  claim  to  distincliou. 
These,  too,  vary  greatly.  She  had  nut  yet  completely 
conquered  the  language  in  whiL-li  she  wrote;  we  are  Blill 
surprised  by  occasional  prosaic  expressions  in  the  midsl 
of  poetry,  and  the  strange  legends  ■which  she  relates  »re 
often  rendered  stranger  to  our  ears  by  the  phrases  in 
which  she  relates  them.  Cut  they  are  interesting,  strit- 
ing,  and  often  beautiful.  Under  the  heading  "  Miscd- 
laneons  Poems"  there  occur  at  the  end  of  the  vohiuie* 
few  pages  which  having  once  read  we  should  find  itvcrr 
liard  to  spare-  T\\T0'a^\X\\tm.ft,\\.\iceathe3  the  bright  anil 
kindly  spirit  t\ia.t  nia,^Q 'OQ.t\t  -jiiMtv^  wci&tf«  %»%!;»£ V.*! 
around  lier. 
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Geniuses  are  not  always  comfortable  people  to  live  with ; 
but  Torn,  although  during  the  four  years  in  which  she 
accomplished  the  work  of  her  lifetime  she  was  a  frail 
invalid  wasting  to  her  death,  seems  never  to  have  been  to 
those  who  shared  her  daily  life  anything  but  a  blessing, 
from  which  they  found  it  the  greatest  of  sorrows  to  part. 

To  some  readers,  the  most  touching  thing  in.  all  her 
sad,  short  history  is  the  brief  paragraph  in  which  her 
father,  now  childless,  describes  his  companionship  with 
her  in  labor.  She  had  a  wonderful  memory,  and  when  a 
dispute  arose  between  them  as  to  the  significance  of  any 
word  or  phrase,  she  was  very  apt  to  be  in  the  right.  Some- 
times, however,  her  father  was  so  sure  of  his  position  that 
he  would  propose  laying  a  wager — usually  a  rupee —  before 
referring  to  the  lexicon  to  settle  the  question.  Toru 
almost  always  won,  but  now  and  then  she  was  mistaken. 

"  It  was  curious  and  very  pleasant  for  me,"  says  her 
father,  "  to  watch  her  when  she  lost.  First  a  bright  smile ; 
then  thin  fingers  patting  my  grizzled  check  ;  then  perhaps 
some  quotation  from  Mrs.  Barrett  Browning,  her  favorite 
poetess,  like  this : 

*Ah,  my  gossip,  you  are  older  and  more  learned,  and  a  manj ' 

or  some  similar  pleasantry." 

The  story  of  her  life  can  not  be  better  closed  than  by 
quoting  here  the  beautiful  last  poem  of  her  last  book,  in 
which  her  loving  and  observant  spirit  finds,  perhaps,  its 
highest  expression.  In  it  she  sings  once  more  of  that 
dear  garden  home  where  she  and  Aru  spent  their  child- 
hood together,  and  to  which  both  returned  to  die.  It  is 
called  "  Our  Casuarina  Tree." 

Like  a  huge  Python,  winding  round  and  round 
Tlie  rugged  trunk,  indented  deep  with  scara, 
Up  to  its  \ery  summit  near  t\\e  staxa, 
A  creeper  climbs,  in  whose  embracer "boMXi^ 
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Kft  citlicr  tree  toiilil  live,  but  gnlkntly 
The  ginnt  wi'nra  tlut  Mrnrf,  noil  flowers  art?  hung 
In  urimBon  cluHtors  oU  tbu  buiiglis  lunoDg, 

Whcnwii  nil  duy  ore  (rntliereil  bird  and  bee; 
And  olt  itt  night  the  garden  overflows 
With  one  (wrer  anng  that  geemti  to  have  no  closo 
SUDg  darkling  from  tiut  tree  while  men  repose. 

When  first  my  caacnient  is  wide  open  throwa 

At  dawn,  my  eyes  delighted  on  it  rest; 

Bcmu'tinVcB,  uud  most  in  winter,  on  its  crest 
A  gny  baboon  sits  statne-likc  alone 

Watching  the  sunrise ;  while  on  lower  bongh* 
His  jniny  offspring  leap  about  and  jjlay} 
And  far  and  near  ko-kilns  hitil  the  day; 

And  to  their  pastures  wend  our  sleepy  cowi; 
And  in  the  shadow,  on  the  broad  tank  cast 
By  that  honr  tree,  ro  lieautiful  and  vnM, 
The  water-liUea  spring,  like  snow  enuiassed. 

But  not  because  of  its  ini^niflceDce 

Dear  is  the  Casuarina  to  my  soul : 

Beneath  it  we  have  played ;  though  years  may  roH 
O  sweet  compaoions,  loved  with  love  intense. 

For  your  sakes,  shall  the  tree  be  ever  dear! 
Blent  with  your  images,  it  shall  arise 
In  memory,  till  tlie  hot  tears  blind  mine  eycsl 

What  is  that  dirge-like  murmur  that  I  hear 
Like  the  sea  breaking  on  a  shingle -beach? 
It  is  the  tree's  lament,  an  eerie  speech 
That  haply  to  the  unknown  land  may  reach. 

Unknown,  yet  well-known  to  the  eye  of  faithi 
Ah,  I  have  heard  that  wail  far,  far,  away 
In  distant  lands,  by  many  a  sheltered  bay. 

When  slumbered  in  his  cave  the  water-wraith 
And  the  waves  gently  kissed  the  classic  shore 

Of  France  or  Italy,  beneath  the  moon, 

When  earth  lay  tranced  in  a  dreamless  swoon: 
And  cvei5  V\nve  ttve  tom^w.  iwa^-before 

Mine  inncT  ^Aswn  to?*  »■  ^'*to*^  »io\vn»^. 
Thy  lorro,  C 
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Therefore  I  fain  would  consecrate  a  lay 

Unto  thy  honor,  Tree,  beloved  of  those 

Who  now  in  blessed  sleep  for  aye  repose, 
Dearer  than  life  to  me,  alas  1  were  they  I 

Mayst  thou  be  numbered  when  my  days  are  done 
With  deathless  trees,  like  those  in  Borrowdale, 
Under  whose  awful  branches  lingered  pale 

**Fear,  trembling  Hope,  and  Death  the  skeleton, 
And  Time  the  shadow ; "  and  though  weak  the  yenie 
That  would  thy  beauty  fain,  oh  fain  rehearse, 
May  Love  defend  thee  from  Oblivion^s  curse* 

as 


XLiri. 

GEORGE  SAND. 

GEORGE  SAND  is  a  name  which  the  English-speak- 
ing world  still  pronounces  with  something  less  than 
respect.  She  was  not  of  our  race,  nor  of  our  manners, 
and  her  immediate  ancestors  were  extreme  types  of  every- 
thing in  human  character  most  remote  from  ourselves 
and  our  sense  of  the  right  and  becoming. 

To  begin  with,  she  was  the  great-granddaughter  of  that 
brilliant,  dissolute  Maurice  de  Saxe,  Marshal  of  France, 
who  in  1745  won  for  Louis  XV  and  in  his  presence  the 
battle  of  Foiitcnoy.  Her  great-grandmother,  a  'scarcoly 
less  reniarka])lc  personage,  was  Aurora,  the  beautiful 
Countess  von  Koenigsmark.  Her  grandmother,  the  child 
of  this  famous,  disorderly  pair,  a  lady  deeply  imlmcd 
with  aristocratic  feeling,  was  proud  of  her  illustrious, 
irregular  descent,  and  preserved  in  her  demeanor  the 
formality  of  a  past  period.  In  her  youth  she  expericiuTil 
strange  vicissitudes.  Withdrawn  at  an  early  aire  from  :i 
conv(?nt  in  order  to  marry  Count  de  Horn,  of  whom  she 
knew  nothing,  she  was  left  a  widow  while  fetes  wen  in 
)>rogress  in  honor  of  the  newly  nuirried  couple.  She  lived 
for  some  time  upon  a  modest  pension  allowed  her  bv  the 
I)auphin(\ss ;  then,  that  Princess  dying,  she  was  left  des- 
titute. It  was  a  fashion  then  in  Europe  for  persons  who 
had  no  other  resource  to  apply  for  aid  to  Voltaire,  and 
to  him    ■l\\e>   \w\\v^  ^AmwV^'^'^  ^^\>ealed.     Jfadanie   ?:ind 

letter  to  tUc  d\\^l  oi  V\\^ ''  \\\^v^'s.v^>;5v\^>i<  '^'vx\\xx>^x^^>^:\.  \ 
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"It  is  to  the  singer  of  Fonteiioy  that  the  daughter  of 
Marshal  de  Saxe  addresses  herself  in  order  to  obtain 
bread,"  wrote  the  Countess.  "...  I  have  thought  that 
he  who  has  immortalized  the  victories  of  the  father  would 
be  interested  in  the  misfortunes  of  the  daughter.  To  him 
it  belongs  to  adopt  the  chihlren  of  heroes,  and  to  be  my 
support,  as  he  is  that  of  the  daughter  of  the  great  Cor- 
neille." 

"  Madame,"  the  aged  poet  replied,  "  I  sliall  go  very 
soon  to  rejoin  the  hero  your  father,  and  I  shall  inform 
him  with  indignation  of  the  condition  in  which  his 
daughter  now  is."  He  then  advised  her  to  appeal  to 
his  particular  friend,  tlie  Duchess  de  Choiseul,  wife  of  the 
pi'ime  minister,  "whose  soul  is  just,  noble,  and  benefi- 
cent." 

"Doubtless,"  he  concluded,  "you  did  me  too  much 
honor  when  you  thought  a  sick  old  num,  persecuted  and 
withdrawn  from  the  world,  could  be  so  happy  as  to  serve 
the  dauditer  of  Marshal  de  Saxe.  But  vou  have  done 
me  justice  in  not  doubting  the  lively  interest  I  take  in  the 
daughter  of  so  great  a  man." 

This  letter,  which  she  hastened  to  show  to  the  Duchess 
de  Choiseul,  procured  her  the  relief  of  which  she  stood  in 
need,  and  shortly  afterward  she  married  again.  ITcr 
second  husband,  M.  Dupin,died  after  ten  years  of  wedded 
life,  leaving  to  his  widow  the  care  of  their  only  child, 
Maurice.  Madame  Du])in,  with  what  the  Revolution  had 
left -to  her  of  her  husband's  pro{)erty,  then  jmrchuscd  the 
country  estate  of  Nohant,  in  Berri,  since  made  famous 
•through  the  genius  of  George  Sand,  and  went  there  to 
live  with  her  son.  He,  when  twenty-six  years  of  age, 
contracted  a  secret  marriage  with  Sophie  Victorie  Dela- 
borde,  a  Swiss  milliner,  the  daughter  of  a  dealer  in  sow^ 
birds. 
Mademoiselle  Delabordo,  lour  ycaxa  o\^e^  Wvcvw^V"^^^^-^^ 
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Dupin,  without  properirjr,  and  a  somewhat  disrepiiiab!^ 
person,  was  not  cordially  welcomed  into  the  family  bf 
Madame  Dupin.  It  was  natural  tiiat  ifhe  should  looic 
upon  the  marriage  as  a  calamity.  Nevertheless,  she  had 
the  good  sense  to  conceal  her  feelings,  and  to  forgive  m  ' 
error  which  was  plainly  irrevocsLble,  and,  although  slid 
always  heartily  disliked  her  daughter-in-law,  she  was  ■< 
obliged  soon  to  acknowledge  that  she  was  a  most  efficient 
and  devoted  wife,  who  kept  her  husband  vory  happy. 

July  5, 1804,*the  last  year  of  the  Republic  and  the  first 
of  the  Empire,  a  daughter  was  born  to  this  oddly-assorted 
couple,  who  bestowed  upon  her  the  namo  of  AmantiiMih 
Lucile-Aurore.  The  infancy  of  this  cliild  was  passed  iff  ^ 
Paris  with  her  mother,  her  father  residitrg  with  them 
wlienevei  his  military  duties  did  not  require  his  presooee  : 
elsewhere.  Captain  Dupin,  however,  as  aidel-de-camp  to 
Prince  Murat,  was  so  much  away  from  home  that  in  1808 
liis  wife,  unable  to  bear  a  longer  separation,  went  to  join 
him  in  Madrid.  Little  Aurore,  four  years  of  age,  accom- 
panied her,  and  was  presented  to  Murat  attired  for  the  occa- 
sion in  a  miniature  copy  of  her  father's  uniform,  includ- 
ing spurs,  high  boots,  and  tiny  sword.  The  Prince  was 
pleased  with  the  jest,  and  took  a  fancy  to  his  little  aide- 
de-camp,  as  he  called  her. 

Captain  Dupin,  shortly  after  his  return  to  France,  was 
killed  by  a  fall  from  his  horse.  This  sad  event  doomed 
liis  little  daughter  to  live  for  many  years  in  an  atmos- 
])here  of  discord,  the  object  of  continual  contcDtion 
between  her  plebeian  mother  and  her  patrician  graud- 
mother,  each  of  wh'om  claimed  her  duty  and  affection.' 
Obedience  she  rendered  to  both  when  their  dommauds, 
too  frequently  contradictory,  permitted;  but  her  heart 
was  her  mo\\\e\:'^.  '^\>i\>^\\\\\^^'^\\aQf  the  chateau  she 
passed  uu\\appy  Xxou^^A'^'^  '^^^  ^q.x^^'^'vnr,  ^'JsA'^'^^^ta 
her  a  constav^-^  ^ouvo^  oi  m^^^x>J^\^^^.,^^^^'^  ^x^^W^' 
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playing  with  her  village  companions,  exploring  every  nook 
and  corner  of  the  fields  and  woods,  and  listening  half 
creduously  to  th\3  legends  and  fairy  tales  of  the  neighbor- 
hood, her  vivid  imagination  and  her  admirable  health 
made  her  one  of  the  gayest  and  happiest  of  children. 
After  a  time,  too,  a  separation  was  gradually  eflfected 
between  her  mother  and  herself,  and  this,  although  griev- 
ous in  itself,  rendered  her  life  more  peaceful.  Madame 
Maurice  Dupin,  who  was  poor,  in  consideration  of  the 
benefits  such  an  arrangement  would  confer  upon  the  child, 
consented  to  leave  her  in  the  care  of  her  grandmother, 
and  herself  removed  permanently  to  Paris.  Aurora 
slowly  learned  to  love  tlie  old  lady  whose  formal  manners 
long  repelled  and  chilled  her.  For  years  it  was  her 
dearest  hope  to  effect  a  reconciliation,  and  she  resented 
with  more  than  childish  indignation  the  scornful  remarks 
of  the  servants,  who  used  to  taunt  her  with  wishing  to 
go  to  her  mother  and  eat  beans  in  a  garret,  rather  than 
stay  at  the  chateau  and  learn  to  be  a  lady. 

Her  education  was  varied  and  peculiar.  While  on  the 
one  hand  her  grandmother  and  her  grandmother's  friends 
tried  their  best  to  teach  her  the  elaborate  accomplish- 
ments and  submissive  demeanor  which  they  considered 
desirable  in  a  young  girl,  on  the  other  she  was  dabbling 
in  Latin,  history,  literature,  and  classic  mythology,  play- 
ing practical  jokes  upon  her  tutor,  and  inventing  new 
games  and  dances  for  herself  and  the  village  children. 
Of  religious  instruction  she  had  none.  In  the  course  of 
time  she  invented  for  herself  a  Being  half  hero,  half 
deity,  whom  she  named  Corambd,  a  Greek  god  possessed 
of  the  Christian  virtues,  to  wliom  she  erected  fehrines  in 
the  woods,  before  which,  as  an  acceptable  sacrifice,  she 
would  lay  flowers  and  set  free  the  bird^  ^y^^  WVV^x^^'^ 
that  she  had  taken  captive. 

WheD  she  was  thirteen,  all  tlua  c^me  \,o  ml  ^xA-    "^^ 
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was  sent  to  the  English  couTent  of  Angosiijie  rnmsfai 
Paris.  The  pupils  in  this  convent  were  divided  into  two 
bands— -the  diabUi  or  miscliievons  girls,  and  tHe  9a0e$  Oi 
good  girls.  Aurore  was  promptly  enrolled  among  the 
diable9^  and  so  distinguished  herself  by  pranks  of  man; 
Kinds,  and  especially  by  her  earnestness  m  an  enterprise 
called  mysteriously  ^tbe  Deliverance  qf  the  Ficttm"  (tlie 
search,  partly  serious  and  partly  frolicsome,  for  an  errii^ 
nun  supposed  to  be  Imprisoned  somewhere  within  tiie 
building),  that  she  soon  earned  the  appellation  of  Madcap 
from  her  admiring  friends.  But,  in  the  second  year  of 
.  her  stay,  this  heroic  undertaking  suddenly  lost  its  cham. 
She  was  converted,  became  a  devoted  Gatliolic,  and 
desired  fervently  to  become  a  nun.  By  her  companions 
she  was,  now  renamed,  Saint  Aurore. 

The  sisters  were  too  wise  to  encourage  her  excessive 
devotiou,  and  her  confessor,  disapproving  sudden  asceti- 
cism, ordered  her  as  a  penance  to  continue  the  games  and 
amusements  from  wliicli  she  wished  to  withdraw.  Her 
taste  for  them  quickly  returned,  and  she  became  again  a 
leader  among  her  companions,  although  scrupulously 
avoiding  anything  like  mischief  or  insubordination.  Her 
desire  for  the  cloister  was  not  finally  dispelled  until  a  year 
or  two  later,  when  a  fever  of  reading  came  upon  her,  and 
she  devoured  in  turn  the  pages  of  Aristotle,  Bacon,  Locke, 
Condillac,  Bossuet,  Pascal  Montaigne,  Montesquieu, 
Leibnitz,  and  others. 

"Reading  Leibnitz,"  she  afterward  remarked,  "I 
became  a  Protestant  without  knowing  it." 

A  little  later  she  found  in  Jean  Jacques  Rousseau  a 
^vritor  whose  poetic  treatment  of  religious  subjects 
im|)rcsscd  her  still  moie  strongly.  She  passed  through 
many  phases  oi  reWv^^w^  l^v>X\\\'^\\\V^^  Ivfc^  but  she  was 
enabled  to  say  mVciV^\^  >3Vi^^^\ 

«  As  to  my  rcWsKot^A"^^^  ^xrov^xA  ^\  \\.\a.^  ^^-^^x^^^s^ 
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Tlie  forms  of  the  past  have  vanished  for  me  as  for  my 
century  before  the  light  of  study  and  reflection.  But  the 
eternal  doctrine  of  believers,  of  God  and  His  goodness, 
the  immortal  soul  and  the  hopes  of  another  life,  this  is 
Avhat,  in  myself,  has  been  proof  against  all  examination, 
all  discussion,  and  even  intervals  of  despairing  doubt." 

Aurore  Dupin  left  the  convent  and  returned  to  Nohant, 
in  1820,  when  she  was  fifteen  years  of  age.  At  the 
chateau  she  now  passed  the  midnight  hours  in  study,  and 
in  considering  the  most  difficult  problems  of  existence ; 
but  her  days  were  spent  in  a  very  different  manner. 
Within  doors  she  exerted  herself  to  keep  on  peaceable 
terms  with  her  grandmother,  whose  temper  had  not 
improved  with  age,  in  practicing  the  harp,  in  drawing,  in 
studying  philosophy  and  anatomy,  and  in  getting  up  little 
comedies  to  amuse  her  elders ;  out-of-doors,  attired  for 
greater  convenience  in  a  suit  of  boy's  clothes,  with  blouse 
and  gaifers,  she  pursued  botany  or  hunted  quails  with  her 
eccentric  tutor,  M.  Deschatres.  She  was  a  fearless  rider, 
as  well  as  a  good  shot ;  both  these  last  accomplishments 
being  due  to  the  instruction  of  her  half-brother  Hippolyte, 
who  had  taught  her  during  a  brief  visit  home,  while  on 
leave  of  absence  from  his  regiment.  Her  daring  feats 
astonished  and  shocked  the  neighbors  ;  but  M.  Deschatres, 
who  cared  for  nothing  but  quails  and  anatomy,  did  not 
ti-orble  himself  to  restrain  her,  and  old  Madame  Dupin 
was  fast  falling  into  her  dotage.  The  young  girl  was  free 
from  restraint. 

A  year  later  the  old  lady  died,  leaving  all  her  property 
to  Aurore.  She  now  returned  to  her  mother  in  Paris, 
hoping  for  a  happiness  which  she  did  not  find.  Time  and 
absence  had  loosened  the  bond  between  them,  and  Madame 
Maurice  Dupin  was  not  blessed  with  an  equable  disposition. 
Aurore  obeyed  her  in  everyttimg  mV\vo\i\»  ^^%Hsv^\^.^>ss3^ 
this  excess  of  submission  only  exas^T^\,e^  ^^  xas^K^^^^^ 
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and  it  was  a  relief  to  both  when  the  girl  went  to  'lint 

some  friends  at  their  country  house  near  Melnn*    Here 

> 

elie  met  H.  Casimir  Dndeyant,  a  young  man  of  twentf* 
seven,  who  was  pleased  with  her  from  the  first.  In  a 
«hort  time  he  offered  her  his  hand,  and  she  accepted  him. 

She  was  then  a  beautiful  girl  of  eighteen.  Her  hair, 
dark  and  curly,  fell  in  profusion  upon  her  shoulders ;  hst 
featares  were  good,  her  complexion  of  a  pale,  clear  olive 
tint,  her  eyes  dark,  soft,  and  full  of  expression.  If  Ii^ 
figure  was  somewhat  too  short,  she  possessed  small  and 
beautifully  shaped  hands  and  feet.  Her  manners  were 
simple,  her  yoice  gentle  and  low.  With  strangers  and 
acquaintances  she  was  reserved,  and  did  not  shine  in  coof 
Tersation ;  but  among  friends  she  was  animated,  frankf 
and  charming.  It  is  little  wonder  that  M.  Dudevant  was 
attracted  by  her,  but  it  is  somewhat  surprising  tliat  lis 
was  not  in  love  with  her.  The  marria'ge  was  admitted  by 
both  to  be  one  founded  upon  friendship  only.  Ifoubtless 
it  was  by  Aurore  regarded  as  an  escape  from  her  difficult 
relations  with  her  mother.     It  proved  a  sad  mistake. 

The  young  couple,  fatally  ignorant  of  each  other's 
character,  proved  to  have  few  tastes  in  common;  their 
dispositions  were  wliolly  uncongenial ;  and,  to  make 
matters  worse,  M.  Dudevant  after  a  time  fell  into  habits 
of  dissipation.  For  the  sake  of  her  two  children,  Maurice 
and  Solange,  Madame  Dudevant  made  no  attempt  to 
release  herself,  until  at  the  end  of  eight  j^ears,  she 
found  that  the  situation  had  become  intolerable.  She 
was  totally  indifferent  to  lier  husband,  and  he  regarded 
her  with  feelings  of  positive  dislike. 

She  then  made  a  curious  proposition  to  him.     For  some 
time  she  had  been  conscious  of  her  literary  talent,  and 
she  now  proposed  X^o  \i^t\wL^^w^  tl\at  he  should  permit 
her  to  spend  every  «\\;^rYv.'a.\.^  ^\^^^  "kv^'«>^^^ 
to  trv  her  iortvxue  ^\t\\  V^^  ^^^^   ^^^  ^^n^^^^'^x.  ^x^K^js^ 
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little  Solange,  was  to  join  her  as  soon  as  she  was  com- 
fortably established ;  her  son,  whom  she  did  not  wish  to 
remove  from  his  excellent  tutor,  if  indeed  his  father 
would  have  let  him  go,  was  to  remain  at  Nohant,  where 
she  would  herself  reside  during  six  months  of  the  year. 

She  was  to  be  allowed  six  hundred  dollars  per  annum 
from  her  own  fortune,  on  condition  that  she  never 
exceeded  that  sum,  and  the  rest  of  her  property  was  to 
remain  in  the  hands  of  M.  Dudevant.  To  this  singular 
compromise  he  at  once  assented,  and  she  set  out  for  the 
capital  in  1831. 

She  carried  introductions  to  one  or  two  literary  people, 
but  they  gave  her  small  encouragement.  A  novelist  to 
whom  She  first  applied  told  her  that  women  ought  not  to 
write  at  all.  Another  tried  to  cheer  her  with  the  informa- 
tion that  if  she  persevered  she  might  some  day  make  as 
much  as  three  hundred  dollars  a  year  by  writing,  although 
he  condemned  as  valueless  such  specimens  as  she  showed 
him  of  her  fiction.  lie  took  her,  however,  upon  the  stafif 
of  Figaro^  of  which  paper  he  was  the  editor,  and  paid  her 
for  her  labor  at  the  rate  of  seven  francs  ($1.35)  a  column. 
Her  talents  were  not  suited  to  journalism ;  but  she  worked 
hard  and  faithfully  for  Figaro,  In  those  days  she  was 
excluded  by  her  sex  from  places  to  which,  in  her  profes- 
sion, it  was  desirable  she  should  have  access.  She  there- 
fore assumed  once  more  the  masculine  disguise  to  which 
she  had  become  accustomed  in  her  girlhood,  and  was 
enabled  to  pass  anywhere  as  a  student  of  sixteen.  After 
she  had  become  famous,  much  odium  was  cast  upon  her 
on  account  of  this  habit  of  hers  by  the  scandal-mongers. 

She  soon  made  friends  among  the  literary  Bohemians 
of  Paris,  and  many  of  her  earlier  and  briefer  works  were 
written  in   collaboration  with   one   of    tl\e\xv^  W.  ^xSSfe^ 
Sand^au,  afterwards   the   aut\\OT   oi    «,e^^^^   ^w^o.^'^'^^sx^^ 
novels  and  plays.     These  joint  pexioTTaaxvce^*  \xvrN>^^^ 


^ 
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novelette  entided  L^^  Prima  Dtmnay  and  a  mmplete  novd, 
called  Bow  et  Blanehej  which  was  published  under  JL 
Sandean^s  nom  de-plume  of  Jules  Sand.  It  iras  a  book  of 
no  importance,  and  is  now  omitted  from  the  works  of  botii 
its  authors,  but  it  attracted  the  notice  of  a  publisher,  who 
requested  another  volume  from  the  same  pen.  A  nsm 
noTcl  written  entirely  by  Madame  Dudevant  was  tiien 
lying  in  her  desk,  and  she  at  once  gave  this  into  his  hands. 
M.  Sandeau,  unwilling  to  claim  any  credit  for  a  work  in 
which  he  had  no  share,  refused  to  permit  her  to  use  their 
usual  pseudonym.  To  oblige  the  publisher,  who  wished  to 
connect  the  work  with  its  predecessor,  it  was  decided  that 
only  the  prefix  should  be  changed,  and  Q-eorge^  a  favdiiio 
name  among  husbandmen,  was  selected  as  representatiTe 
of  her  native  province  of  Berri.  In  April,  iL832,  tibie  book 
appeared.    It  was  entitled,  "  Indiana,  by  George  Sand." 

Its  success  with  the  public  was  so  immediate  and  so 
great  that  the  author  was  alarmed. 

"  The  successr  of  Indiana  has  thrown  me  into  dismay," 
she  wrote  to  an  old  friend.  "  Till  now,  I  thought  my 
writing  was  without  consequence  and  would  not  merit  the 
slightest  attention.  Fate  has  decreed  otherwise.  The 
unmerited  admiration  of  which  I  have  become  the  object 
must  be  justified." 

Many,  even  of  those  who  praised  her  most,  predicted 
that  she  would  never  equal  this  first  venture  ;  but  Valen- 
tine^ which  appeared  a  few  months  later,  convinced  them 
of  their  error.  Both  these  books  are  stories  of  unhappy 
marriage.  Indiana  is  a  romantic,  high-spirited  girl, 
bound  for  life  to  a  dull,  imperious,  but  not  bad-hearted 
man  much  older  than  herself.  The  other  chief  characters 
arc  a  graceful,  heartless  scoundrel  who  makes  love  to 
her,  and  a  cousvxv,  ^  ^Qt\i  ^i  '^^'^^iia.a  angel,  who,  after 
lono"  loving  \i^t  m  ^A^ev\^^^^\'iv^^»  %.N\RRj5^^\sa^^^;^a5iiini^ 
heAr om  Vier  mis^T^XA^  ^yW^NIyo^jl,   ^  ^^^\as.;^Ss^Sc^saK^ 
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IS  the  victim  of  a  mariage  de  convenance.  The  highly- 
Tvrought  scenes  of  passion,  and  the  exaggerated  language 
of  many  passages  which  now  repel  the  reader,  were  then 
admired.  In  the  simple  portions  we  can  already  recog- 
nize that  simple,  forcible,  and  picturesque  style  which  so 
delights  us  in  her  tales  of  humble  life — in  La  Petite- 
Fadette^  and  La  Mare  au  Diahle, 

The  next  work  of  Madame  Sand — for  her  friends  as 
well  as  the  public  now  learned  to  call  her  by  that  name 
— was  that  LSlia^  of  which  almost  every  one  has  heard, 
although  it  has  now,  at  least  in  England  and  America,  few 
readers.  LSlia  is  a  novel  of  impossible  characters  and 
incidents,  written  in  a  declamatory  manner.  Its  only 
interest  is  as  a  psychological  study  of  the  author,  for  into 
this  work  she  was  wont  to  say  she  had  put  more  of  her- 
self than  into  any  other.  She  nevertheless  pronounced  it 
in  later  years  absurd  as  a  work  of  art.  LSlia  surprised 
her  friends  at  the  time — although  it  pleased  most  of  them 
— and  was  highly  successful  with  the  public.  One  of  her 
friends,  a  naturalist,  wrote  to  her : 

"  Lelia  is  a  fancy  type.  It  is  not  like  you — ^you  who 
are  merry,  who  dance  the  hourree^  who  appreciate  lepidop- 
tera,  who  do  not  despise  puns,  who  are  not  a  bad  needle- 
woman, and  make  very  good  preserves.  Is  it  possible 
that  you  should  have  thought  so  much,  felt  so  much,  with- 
out any  one  having  any  idea  of  it  ?  " 

It  was  a  book  written  in  a  period  of  mental  depression, 
at  a  time  when  her  faith  appeared  to  be  forsaking  her. 
Although  it  is  by  no  means  typical  of  her  ordinary  fiction, 
it  was  destined  to  produce  an  impression  of  her  as  a 
writer  opposed  to  marriage  and  morality,  and  to  create  a 
prejudice  which  in  England  and  our  country  has  but 
recently  begun  to  give  way.  Some  crvtia^  \v^^  ^j^x^^^ 
accused  her  of  propounding  revoVaWow-ax^  ^ooKxvaK^  ^ 
Indiana  and    Valentine.     It  is  trwe^  ^\v^  eLe^cXax^^^^^^"^ 
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igainst  commercial  marriagCB,  and  taaglht  fhat  everjr 
union  should  be  based  upon  love ;  but  this,  at  leUst  in  our 
fortunate  land  and  century,  does  not  strike  us  as  eitiiei^ 
shocking  or  noveL 

From  this  time  the  life  of  George  Sand  was  that  of  <a 
indefatigable    literarj    worker,    and    no    year     passed 
unmarked  by  the  issue  of  new  works  under  her  name. 
Yet,  notwithstanding  these  labors,  her  iron  constitutimi 
permitted  her  to  take  long  journeys,  to  enjoy  society,  and    ; 
often  to  abandon  herself  to  the  delights  of  her  counby 
home.    She  wrote  chiefly  at  night :  in  the  day  time  sfae    ' 
walked,  climbed,  and  rode  horseback  as  freely  and  fee*  »| 
quently  as  in  her  girlhood,  and  her  letters  to  her  fri^idi 
dwell  continually  upon  these  simple,  exhilarating  pleas* 
ures.    She  had,,  during  her  whole  life^  three  unfailing 
sources  of  delight — ^her  children,  nature,  and  music. 

The  strange  compromise  which  she  had  made  with  her 
husband  was  evidently  one  which  could  not  continue.  In 
1835  she  applied  for  a  divorce,  which,  after  some  diffi- 
culties with  regard  to  the  children,  was  granted  her. 
While  it  was  still  doubtful  whether  their  guardianship 
should  be  entrusted  to  her  or  to  their  father,  she  seriously 
considered  the  idea,  in  case  of  a  decision  adverse  to  her 
claim,  of  leaving  France  and  escaping  with  them  to 
America.  The  judgment  of  the  court  finally  placed  her  in 
possession  both  of  them  and  of  the  estate  of  Xohant. 
To  Maurice  and  Solange  she  was  ever  a  devoted  mother. 
She  attended  personally  to  their  education  and  sliared 
their  amusements.  Their  affection  and  their  happiness 
fully  rewarded  her ;  and,  as  both  on  attaining  maturity 
made  foi'tunate  marriages,  she  was  enabled  to  show  herself 
as  an  excellent  grandmother  also. 

Of  Nohaut  aivd  \\v^  \v(i\^^Qt\\i'^^^'^Q\!L  she  never  tired. 
^^  Never  a  cockeYv^iex  ^^%^^^\3w5^^^s?ms.  ^I&Mst^iO;  ^^s^'^c^ 
describing  liet  cowiAt^  ^^Y.^%^\A^^  ^^^:&sR»i^>^m^^^^ 
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one  occasion,  the  sight  of  the  cooling  stream  of  the  Indre 
proved  an  irresistible  temptation  to  her,  and  she  walked 
into  the  water  fully  dressed — proceeding  afterwards 
untroubled  upon  her  twelve-mile  walk,  while  her  clothed 
dried  upon  her  in  the  sun.  Nor  did  her  interest  in  the 
villagers  ever  flag,  and  the  little  peasant  children  who 
had  been  her  plajmates  in  youth  found  her  a  friend  in 
their  old  age. 

Iler  life  from  middle  age  onward  was  often  saddened 
by  the  troubles  of  her  country.  In  her  political  feelings 
she  was  republican,  and  she  was  accused  of  being  a 
socialist.  Many  of  her  dear  friends  were  ardent  politi- 
cians, and  when,  after  the  flight  of  Louis  Philippe  in  1848, 
a  provisional  government  was  formed  with  Lamartine  at 
its  head,  she  was  irresistibly  drawn  to  take  a  part  in  the 
struggle. 

"My  heart  is  full  and  my  head  on  fire,"  she  wrote  to  a 
fellow-laborer.  "  All  my  physical  ailments,  all  my  per- 
sonal sorrows  are  forgotten.  I  live,  I  am  strong,  active; 
I  am  not  more  than  twenty  years  old." 

She  worked  hard  to  strengthen  and  uphold  the  new 
government.  She  wrote  many  fiery  articles,  and  more 
than  one  ministerial  manifesto  was  attributed,  with  good 
reason,  to  her  pen.  She  never  relaxed  in  her  efforts 
until  leader  after  leader  proved  unfitted  for  his  position, 
and  to  persist  was  manifestly  useless.  Returning  from 
Paris,  where  she  had  been  staying  that  she  might  be 
upon  the  field  of  action,  to  rest  quietly  in  her  country 
home,  she  found  herself  regarded  with  horror  by  the  peas- 
ants, who  called  her  a  communist. 

"  A  pack  of  idiots,"  she  wrote  indignantly  to  a  friend, 
"  wlio  threaten  to  come  and  set  fire  to  Nohant !     .     . 
"When  they  come  this  way  and  I  walk  tUro\i^l\  IVsa  ^ckn^V^^ 
of  them  they  take  off  their  \\ata  •,  \yafe  V^\ctv  \Xsfci  \n»s^ 
gone  by,  they  sunimon  courage  to  E\io\A.,*'T>a^'^^'^"^ 
communiata  I "' 


After  fhe  orerthroirof  the  Proriskmal  QovemsaeaaAj 
she  had  no  desire  to  enter  politics  agun.  H^r  theorjr  d 
govemn^nt  remained  nnshaken,  bat  she  had  little  hope 
ftf  sedngit  soccessfnlly  realized  in  France  daring  her  life* 
time.  She  mingled  no  more  in  pablic  affairs  except  ao 
far  as  after  tlie  e(mp  tTetat  to  ask  of  .Loois  Napolecmi 
with  whom  she  had  at  one  time  corresponded,  a  pardoa 
lor  some  of  her  old  iriends  who  had  been  condenmed 
to  transportation.    Her  petition  was  granted  at  once. 

Bom  in  the  last  year  of  the  Mrst  Empire,  Greorge  Sand 
liyed  throogh  the  Franco-Prussian  War,  and  saw  the 
return  of  peace  and  prosperity.  She  was  always  sure 
that  the  good  time  would  come,  aliliough  daring  the  daik 
days  of  that  long  straggle  she  was  in  deep  sorrow  for  Imt 
nnliappy  country,  and  painfully  anxious  for  the  safety  of 
her  own  home.  Atone  time  the  Prussians  approached 
near,  and  she  wrote  to  a  friend  that  she  worked  "  expect- 
ing her  scrawls  to  light  the  pipes  of  the  Prussians." 
But,  in  another  letter,  written  to  M.  Flaubert,  she  says 
cheerily : 

"Mustn't  be  ill,  mustn't  be  cross,  mj  old  troubadour! 
Say  that  France  is  mad,  humanity  stupid,  and  that  we 
arc  unfinished  animals  every  one  of  us  ;  you  must  love  on 
all  the  same,  yourself,  your  race,  above  all,  your  frieuds. 
I  liave  my  sad  hours.  I  look  at  my  blossoms,  those  two 
little  girls,  smiling  as  ever,  their  charming  mother,  and 
my  good,  hard-working  son,  whom  the  end  of  the  world 
will  find  hunting,  cataloguing,  doing  his  daily  task,  and 
yet  as  merry  as  Punch  in  his  rare  leisure  moments." 

Again,  less  lightly,  but  quite  as  hopefully,  she  wrote: 

"I  do  not  say  that  humanity  is  on  the  road  to  the 
heights ;  I  believe  it  in  spite  of  all,  but  I  do  not  argue 
about  it,  w\\\c\v  \^  Ax^eXe.'^^^  W  ^^^^^  ^wa  \udgcs  according 
to  his  own  eyesJv^^^  ^vA  ^\\^  ^^xsk^*^  ^njJ^ss^^  ^^^Ja 
present  momeiA  Va  n^\^  ^^^  ^^^^-  ^s^^ix^^'^.^^^^^.x.^^^ 
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to  be  assured  of  the  salvation  of  our  planet  and  its  inhabi- 
tants, in  order  to  believe  in  the  necessity  of  the  good  and 
the  beautiful ;  if  our  planet  departs  from  this  law  it  will 
perish ;  if  its  inhabitants  discard  it  they  will  be  destroyed. 
As  for  me  I  wish  to  hold  firm  till  my  last  breath,  not 
with  the  certainty  or  the  claim  to  find  a 'good  place' 
elsewhere,  but  because  my  sole  pleasure  is  to  maintain 
myself  and  mine  in  the  upward  way." 

George  Sand  died,  at  Nohant  in  1876,  nearly  seventy- 
two  years  of  age,  having  neglected  an  illness  which  she 
deemed  unimportant  until  it  was  too  late. 

"  It  is  death,"  she  said  to  those  about  her ;  "  I  did  not 
ask  for  it,  but  neither  do  I  regret  it." 

For  a  week  she  lingered  in  great  suffering,  but  con- 
scions  and  courageous  to  the  last.  Her  thoughts  turned 
to  the  quiet  village  cemetery  where  she  was  soon  to  rest, 
and  almost  her  last  words  referred  to  the  trees  growing 
there.  She  desired  that  none  of  them  should  be  disturbed, 
or  so  her  children  interpreted  the  words : 

"Ne  touchez  pas  a  la  verdure." 

At  her  funeral,  which  took  place  in  a  pouring  rain,  the 
country  people,  who  had  long  ago  ceased  to  call  her 
communist,  flockeJ  in  from  miles  around.  There,  too, 
were  men  of  letters,  scientists,  and  artists,  for  she  had 
made  friends  and  kept  them  in  all  ranks  of  life.  Her 
bier  was  borne  t)y  six  peasants,  preceded  by  three  chor- 
ister boys  and  the  ancient  clerk  of  the  parish,  and  she 
was  buried  close  by  the  graves  of  her  father,  her  grand- 
mother, and  two  little  grandchildren  whom  she  had  lost. 
A  plain  granite  monument  now  marks  her  resting  place. 

The  works  of  George  Sand,  including  novels*^  ^l^^^v^'ss^ 

and  plays,  are  so  numerous  t\\at  o\\\y  ^Ne\^  ^^^  ^^  ^^x'k-w^- 

can  Gnd  mention  Iicre.     Among  t\\^  xiio^l  i^\s\ci\x'^  ^^t'^  vv; 


562  OBOBOE  SAMDu' 

^  Letters  of  a  Traveler,''  tbe  imf ortanate  ^  She  and  lie  "* 
(Elle  et  Lai),  ^^Lucrezia  iloriaiii,"  ^Cionsaelo,^  and  tbe 
tiiree  deli^tfol  tales  of  peasant  life,  entitled  respeddvelj, 
^La  Petite  Fadette** — upon  which  the'  familiar  plaf  of 
Fknchon  the  Cricket, is  founded— "The  DeviPsPond'* 
(La  Mare  da  Diable),  and  ."Francois  le  Champi,'''  from 
which  she  afterwards  made  a  play.   • 

The  "  Letters  of  a  Traveler  **  are  a  very  striking  series 
Written  after  a  journey  through  Switeerland  and  Italy,  in 
company  with  tiie  poet  Alfred  de  Husset,  her  f u!rthe^  rela- 
tions with  whom  are  depicted  in  the  story  "  She  and  He,'^ 
published  after  his  death.  This  work  was  regarded  by 
the  public  as  ungenerous,  if  not  unjustifiable;  but  it  must 
be  remembered  that  after  the  breach  between  them,  De 
Husset  had  not  spared  her  in  his  verse.  Her  book  was 
intended  as  a  defence  of  herself;  but  it  had  the  force  of  a 
judgment  upon  him.  It  was  soon  replied  to  by  the  poet's 
brother  in  another  tale,  entitled  "  He  and  She,"  in  which 
Madame  Sand  was  represented  in  a  light  even  more 
unfavorable  than  that  in  which  she  had  placed  the  hero 
of  her  story.  It  is  probable  that  each  version  of  the 
affair  contained  truth.  Doubtless  de  Musset  and  Madame 
Sand  were  both  in  fault,  for  two  such  pronounced  per- 
sonalities could  not  long  have  accommodated  themselves 
to  each  other.  Their  difficulties,  however,  should  never 
have  been  submitted  to  the  public. 

In  "  Lucrezia  Floriani "  she  was  believed  to  have  com- 
mitted a  similar  error,  since  the  unpleasing  character  of 
Karol  was  by  many  supposed  to  represent  her  old  friend 
and  companion,  Chopin  the  composer.  She  denied  that 
such  was  the  case,  and  it  is  evident  that  she  did  not 
intend  a  portvalt,  although  there  were  points  of  resem- 
blance. TViTOu^  ^Al^  \w\.^A^\^\^^^  ^1  M\!Lwise  acquaint- 
ances howeveT,\X\^\iOcJ\L  e,^^l^^^^^s^^^^^i'^^^^^ 
and  herseli-    In  m^^^  ^'^  "^^^^  ^"^^^^  ^^^^  ^^  ^^^^ 
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critics  have  claimed  to  discover  pictures  of  eminent  per- 
sons with  whom  she  was  acquainted :  some  have  even 
believed  that  in  the  ideal  heroine  "  Consuelo  "  they  could 
perceive  a  representation  of  the  famous  Madame  Viar- 
dot. 

"  Consuelo,"  although  one  of  the  most  diffuse,  is  by 
many  considered  the  best  among  George  Sand's  novels. 
There  is  power  in  it ;  but  its  incidents  seem  to  us  extrava- 
gant and  its  personages  unreal.  At  present  we  care  less 
for  ideal  characters  and  improbable  adventures,  and  more 
for  delineations  of  men  and  women,  with  their  weak- 
nesses and  their  strength,  such  as  may  be  found  among 
ourselves.  Those  of  George  Sand's  works  which  will 
longest  be  read  are  narratives  like  "Andrd,"  "La  Mar- 
quise," and  the  pleasant  tales  to  which  we  have  referred. 
In  them  her  heroes  and  heroines  are  studied  from  the 
life,  and  the  scenery  amid  which  they  are  placed  is  such 
as  she  had  herself  visited  in  her  travels,  or — and  this  far 
oftener — that  which  lay  close  around  her  own  home,  ia 
her  fair  and  fertile  native  province. 
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